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PREFACE. 


^RS woiCk which have fonned the materials for nffis volume are the followings 
^ed in the order of their pnblicatitfn:— * 

' 1. Olney Hymns: 1^9. (See Memoir, p. xxxviL) 

^ Poems by William Cowpgr: 1782. (See p. 45.) 

3. The Task, with three other pieces, by the same: 178$. (See pT 181.) 

4. The above volumes were published distinctly, Na 3 offering no ^dication 

lat the author had appeared in print before. But always afterwe^s Noi£, 
[ and 3 were issued together, and numbered ** Cowper’s Poems, Vols, i. and iii<* 
lew editions were published in 1786, 1787, 17W, 1793, 1794, 1798 (/«m> editions 
b this year, very different in form and appearance), and 1800. Thg foregoing 
^ all il|at were printed in the author’s lifetime. The various raitions contained 
lesh poems from time to time. * * * 

\ ^ ^ % m 

; $. Poems trat&lated from the French ofc Madame de la Mothe Guyon by the 
^ Vfilliam Cowper, Esq., Author of '*The Task,” to which areaadded some 
!)riginal ^Poems of Mr. Cowper, not inserted in his Works. Newport*Pqgnel, 
i8d!i. ’ • 

' 6. The Life qpd Letters obW’illiam Cowper, Esq., witlf Remarks on Epistolary 

IVriters. By William flayley, Esq. : 4 vols. 1803. • 

\ ^ 

This work contained many a^itional poems which had been seW tcRfrieeds, but not^ublidied 
' the author among his works. These will be found, with others, in pp. 337—A bric^nmee 
each poem is y^ven in the Notes at the end. During Cowper's later Hie,^ginning with iTOt, 
eyiey was intimately connected with him and his frienos. It a fticeless boon to give 
leper’s LAters to the public : two brother poets have pronourped him "the hestsletter-wnter 

^ I 


ence to^any one^ tiut m dealing witn the iig>re painful paiMgnB of Lowper b life, be contrivee to 
ve us in utter uncertainty of what the ficU were,^nd invariably assures us that if we knew 
/rything em should see that everybody concerned acted in the most eaempllpry manner pCMsible. 
ith the same end in view he has made large omissions fromTthe letters, withdut giving any iadica- 
n of Jjpviag done sa The originals of many tA the letters which he printed are mthe Maiiu* 



vinted oomes. 

Ha:]^lo|ra knowledge of Cbwper, moreover. 
M btomphy he nu made several mistali 
^wpar% life, his only love affhir, he mako 
he prceent vohtme am to the edition of iBin 


*d)oathe]r in Uf!%p. 1, ud Alex. Stftth in ** Ency^opwdia Britaanka.** 

h 







PMFACE. 


^7. Latin Italian Poems of Milton. Tran^atcd by Cowper. 180S. 

*'ri)is wurk was publishecf 0 ^ Hayley for the benefit of Cowper’s godson, W. C. Rose, See 
|) Jxiv, I ^ ^ 

8. Memoir of the Early Life of William Cowper. Writte^ by Ilimself. With an 

Appendix cemtaiging some fjf Cowper’s Religious I..etters, and other Documents. 

London, 1816, * 

Hiis was written at Tluntingdnn for tlic private reading of his friwds the Unwins, and its 

f iii1ilic:iti(in4g't^ never drciiint nC It was written just when L'i'wpcr was in the full conviction of 
■ is coiiversioA, ^d in consei{ueni;e speaks most severely uf his previous liie, and rails (it is not 
t>iu strung a word) .'igainst the aJ^iraintances of his youth. Written with all the cx^lgeration of 
excitcinciit, and with a imirliid dwelling iiprin the dctail.s of his madness, it is a paintul wurk to 
read, and it is to be regrciied that it was ever \iul>lished. A lady wbo was on a visit to 
Newton saw the MS. oii^his table, unjustifiably took a copy, and lent it to a friend. (Jf course^ 
it soon found Its way iiiiot! |>ublisrier’s bands, through the instruinenC»Iity of a V pious character,*' 
to use the expression of one of Vjow])cr's biographers (Grimsbawe, v. a6a}. 

9. Adelphu A Sketch of the Character, and an Account of the Last Illness 
of the lajLc Rev. John Cowper, who finished his course with joy, March 20, 1770. 
Written by William Cowper; transcribed from his original MS. by J. Newton. 
London, 1816. ^ 

10. Private Correspondence of William Cowper with several of his most 

intimate ^riend^ now first published from the Originals in the possession of John 

Johnson. 2 vo^. Ixindon, 1814. jC’ 

II. l^cms by William Cowper, in three volumes, by his Kinsman, John 

Johnson* fiL.I>., Rector of Vaxham igith Welborne in Norfoll^ ** 

The 3d vqli«iie enmurised “ his Posthumous Poetry, with a Sketch of ^lis Life, ” and contained 
a few pieces wliu h liail not yet .ippqarcd. J)r. Johnson was, as will be seen in the Life, a relative 
very,4,laar to Cowper, and ninde it hi|pious care to tend him in his last years. It may be well to 
mention here tliat he was no connexion of the Johnson 1^0 will also appear often in die mi moir 
ss the original publisher of C'owpcr’s works. 

. 12. Poems, the Early Prmluciions of Willi.'im Copper, now firSt published from 
the Oiigiimls in lh<,’%p(>s'»cssion of James Croft. With anecdotes of the Poet, col- 
Icfled Trom L|l(lE*rs*of t.ady llcskcth, written durinf^ her residence at Olney. 
London, 1825. ^ ^ 

This volv*ne was a deeply iiMcresting one, for in it the public was informed for the first time that 
he Poet in hUnarly days h ici Been deeply in love wiih his cousin Theodora June (.'owper, and had 
uMiesscd to her verses eiioimh to make a small volume The editor, Mr C'rolt. was the son of Sii* 
\ri ticr Croft, w!to married tlie youngest sister of }|||irriet (I.adv Hesketh) aiitfTlieodora Cowper. 
riie editing uf the volume is very liad.* I'he p< 7 -ms arc full of misprints, and the prow part 
roiisists of extracts from Lady Hc.sketh*s letters without .urangcnient or dates, or any indication 
if the (((lantity of her correspondence. If these letters are still in existence, the ptfatcssur would 
■onii r a cr<^*it hooii on literature publishing them, for the great want in tlie.maleriaU for 
Jowpoi's fife are the letters ^bis friends. He appe.ars not to Imve preserved them ‘^^t above 
wo or three have been publj^cd. And this volume of Mr. Croft’s is still the only one which 
roiilaitis any letters fif his cousin and faitllful friend. Lady Hesketh. ^ c 

In itp35 was publislicd Southey s Life of Cowper. *At that time the 

" r!i\;.u‘ tUv rrespondence ” above’mgntinned (No. 10) was a copyright psoperty, 

Inmgh an unsaleable one. Southey’s publishers applied to the pos.sessor of it 

wr leave to purchase both copyright and remaining stock. Instead of ^ntii^ 

t, they commissioned a Mr. Crimsh',.we (brothcr<ii^a\* of Dr. ^ohn Johnson) 




PREFACE, 


xix 


to prepare a rival edition to SoAhfty’s. Both works thej^^ro camot out almost 
bi;cther. Grimshawc’s contained the copyright correspAidence, but l)eyond this 
lad no merit. Jfbuthey, debarred from printing^lhe correspondence, wove the 
Mst of it into his biographical nf rative. Thei’C was some disadvantage in 
this, for it sometimes makes his narrative long an<# tedious. •As soon as the 
copyright in the Private Correspondence ceased it was placed at the end of 
Southey’s edition as a supplement. 

Since Sjputhey’s there have been many lives wt^iten, the onlj^ncs calling 
for sj^cial remark being those of l^obert Hell arid of Mr. John Bruce. The 
lattdr is prefixed to the Aldine Edition. Though it jrrove^ that he had taken 
great paras with his suhfbct, and is written in a vigorous, ^asteftifl style, it does 


iiOf contain much that is newt But he had collected much fresh matter in 
the way of letters, which he was preparing to publish when his lamented death 
took place suddenly, in the autumn of 1869. ^ , 

Great light has been thrown uporr some of the most difficult passages in Cowper | 
life by a scries of papers in the Sunday at MoMe (1866) by the Rev. William 
Bull, of Newport-I’agnell. The same gentleman has also published the' life of 
Iris grand^ther, Jtrsiah Bull, one of Cowper’s intimate friends, and ** Memorials 
[>f John New'ton ” (Religious Tract Society, 1869). I have largely availed myself of 
lire facts whielUrc has brought to light; they will be noticad in their prq|><*j place. 
Xhe present edition contains some new and interesting matter. 

[i] Some lines written on the margin of the Monthly Review, iffy authority 
for diem js an anonyme us correspondent of the Record newspajrcr of Feb^20, 
1867. Minute examination leav& no doubt of their genuineness. P. 356, and 
wte. • • 


[2] “To a Young T.ady, with a Present of two Cockscombs.# P. 347. 

[3] “ fo a Lady who wo»e a Lock of ids Hair.” P. * 

For the two last we are indebted to Mr. Charles Stimrt. ^ ^ic MSS. arc 
.rasted inside the lid of an edition of 1793, which w:t^ gtven to liim^by Mrs. 
[.yon. She vouched for their genuineness, having received them frrtm the Rev. 
f. A. Knight, tS whom they had becy given by I,ady Austen. 'J'he former of 
hem had already reached Mr, Bruce from another source,^which is of course an 
ulditional proof of genuineness. Of the deep interest attaching to the last piece 
[ have !)ttr^ken in the Memoir, p. liv. 


• * 

The ^ip-angement of the Poems in the present edition is as follows * 

I. Those written in youth, comprising N%. ir, as above named, fBong^illi a 
ew others (indicated in the Notes), t.akcn from other sources, ^it jilaced here as 
>elonging to the same jperiod. This division occupies pp. 1-23 of llie present 
olume. ^ * 

b » 
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PREFACE, 


( 

.. 2. I'he QJlney Hyipns, pp. 24-44. 

3. The first published'volume, pp. 45-179. 

4. The second published voK.me, pp, 1817309. 

5. Poems fidded by the Author in later ed^ions of his w^rks, pp. 311-325. 

6. Poems wriKen in middle and later life,* but never published by the Author 
among his works, pp, 327-400. 

7. Trajislations, pp. 403-512. 

No note§^*% placed at tj^e foot of the page, except those that were written by 
the Author himself. It was Thought better to put my own Notes at thl^end, so as 
to present an unbrct<en page—easy to do in Aiis case, because, except in the transla* 
tions from Milton, th« re are few recondite allusions in CoAj8>er’s wo^ks. But I hope 
it will be found that all needful explanations havf been given, and that the Notes 
are more complete than in any other edition. I have not burdened them with 
^discussien of every variation in reading, only naming these in special cases. But 
all the editions have been most scrupulously and carefully collated, and each 
leading has been duly weighed.. 

In my frequent references to Macaulay’s Essays and Mahon’s (Lord Stanhope’s) 
History, ,neces|ary to explain Cowper’s allusions, it in.ay save time to mention that 
1 have al^rays used the " People’s Edition” of Macaulay, and the “f.abiuet” of 
Mahon. 
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Abbot is paintiof^ me so true, .,. . . .391 
Abiit senex I wriit senes amabilis . . . 341 
Ah I brother PoA, send me%f your shade 3^ 
^Apmiit, or if 'chance you hold .... 3x6 
how the hiouui mind wearies heftelf . 448 
Ah 1 reign, wherever man is found . . . 411 
Ah! wherefore should my weeping maid 

suppress.. . . . xo 

Airy del Castro was as bold a knight . . 330 
All are indebted much to Thee .... 413 
All'worshippcd Gold! thou mighty mystery x a 
Almighty King I, whose wondrous lumd . 43 

A miser, traversing his house.S03 

Ancient dame, how wide and vast . . . 470 
And dwcllinhere in a female heart ... 20 
And is this All? Ctm Reason do 00 more . 171 
Androcles fro »s his injured lord, in dread. 473 
A needle, sm.'unHli^ll can be ... . 474 
A nightingale, that alMay long .... X70 

A nrmle theme demandA nobm verse . . 336 
Another Leonora once inspired .... 445 

An Oyster, cast upon the shore .... 178 

AMasantto his lord paid yea<-ly cour^ . 446 
Allies, hearing that liis b^ ..... 479 

A poet’s cat, sedate and grave . ^ . . . 378 

A raven, while wM glossy breast . . .163 

Art thou some individual of a kind . . . 503 

As birds their iniant brood protect ... 38 
As in her ancient mistress' Tap ...... 475 

Ask what is human life—the sage replies . 102 
As on a hill-top rude, when closing day . 467 
As one,, who, long in thickets and in brakes 315 
A ^niel. Beau, that fares like you. . . 393 
•A Spartan, his companion slain .... 4^ 

A Spartan'scaping from the fight ... 498 
As yet a stranger to the gentle fires . . . 44% 

At length,myfiriend,the far-sent letterscome 43X 
At morn we, placed on his funeral bier . . 499 
At threescore winters' end 1 died.... 499 

Attic mgjd 4 with honey fed.50a 

AuiUeMigiecept a grateful verse from me . 384 
Believe it or nut, as you chuse .... 386 
BeneAtb the edge oi^ear the stream . . X73 
BesteMT, dear Lord, ufon our youd^... 30 
Between Nose and Eyes a strange contest 

arow.X67 

Bewail not much, my parents! me, the prey 501 
Bewi^. my friend f of crystal brook . . 499 
Beware of bailding I I intended . . # . 397 
Bid adieu, my saa heart, faIR a^jeu to thy 

... IS 

... 4*7 
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Boy I I detest all Per;,,Un fopperies . . .495 
Boy, 1 hate their eiwty shows .... 494 
Breathe from the gmtle south, 0 Lord . 33 

By whom was David taught.35 

Charles-~and 1 say it woniTering—thou 

must know. 4C7 

Charon 1 receive a family on boanL . . . 50a 
Christina, maiden of heroic mien ~ . . . 44^ 
Clo.se by the threshold of a door nailed fast 34<^ 

Cocoa-nut nought.3^ 

Come, pe.ice of min^ delightful guest . .105 
Come, ponder well, ior 'tis no jest . . . 35B 
Contemplate, when the sun declines. . . 497 , 
Could Homer come himsej^ distrAsed and 

poor.378 

Could I, from heaven inspired,-aa} sure 

presage • • ^ ,.3^ 

Cuwper had sinned with some exoAsw . . 400 
Cbwper, whose silver voice, tasked some¬ 
times hard ^ • 359 

Dear Anna—between friend and friend . 337 
Dear ar^itcct of fine chateaux in air 391 
Dear JoRph,—five and twenty years ago. a8>. 
Dear Lora I accc}>t a sinful heart ... 36 
Dear President whose art sublime . . . 339 
Delia, the unkindest girl on earth . . . ^ 

Did Cythcrca to the ^es.50* 

Did not my Muse (wffit she less 3 ). . 4 

Did not thy resObn add tny sense . . • d 5 
Doomed, as 1 am, in solitude to wi^ie . . 15 
Ease is the weary nmrehr^t's prayer . . 495 
ttKui>a rig TuvTtii', ilXvTav uvepoc oSvop' 
fjXtfXer . • • • • • • • 39^ 

Eldest Tmrn of powers divine soo 

Enamoured, artless, young, on foreign 

grpund ... - 4®8 

En, qus prodigia, ex oris allata remotis . 397 
Ere God nad built tIid*niountains ... as 
Exalt me, Clio, to the skies ^ 

Faire.st and foremost of the train tnSt wait X17 
Fair Lady 1 *.;:: 3 use harmonious name the 

Rhine . 

Far from the world, O Lord, I flee ... 37 
Far happier are the dead, methinksR than 

they.>11 • -50* 

Ifeurewell, false hearts 1 whose^est aflec- 

dons fail. 35 * 

Farewell I endued with all that could 

engage.. . . • 359 

Fierce passkuu discompose the mind • • *9 
Tond youth! 9 hadnm'at that hoarded 

, / . . . . . 
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Forcnd from Ifsme and «il kii pleasurea . 361 
Fortune! 1 thank thee: geime Goddess, 

thanks. 1**’&*‘ * 

From right to left, and to ud fro. .479 

From thorny wilds a monsftr came. . . 417 

Full thirty n-oslS since thou wert young . 6 

Go! thou art all unlit to share . a . . . 363 
God gl^s his mercies to be spent ... 36 
God moves in a mysterious way .... 34 

(>od of my life, to thee I call.35 

Grace, triuni|j^t in the throne .... 43 
Gracious Lo^ our children see . . 31 

Grant me the Muse, ye gods! wbosnumble 
flight.7 

Greect^ sound thy Hater’s, Rome, thy 

Virgil's nanm. . . ..469 

Hackneyed in msiness, wmried at that oar 147 
Happy songster, perched alx* /e . . . . 505 

Hark, my soull^t is the Lord.39 

Hark !, 'tis the twanging horn 1 O'er yon¬ 
der bridtt .ati 

M astings! Pknew thee young, and of a mind 383 
ast thou a friend ? lltou hast indeed . 50X 
Hair, wax, rouge, honey, teeth you biiv . 506 
Hatred and vengeance,—my eternal ponion 33 
Hayley, thy tenderness fraternal, shown . 385 
Heal us, Emmanuel! here we are ... 34 

Hear, Lordf the sqga of praise and prayer 365 
Hear what Cod the T.ord hath spoken . . 36 
Hei mih#! •Lege ratd sol occidit atque 

FCSUrj^lt ■•ussavB 35^ 

He lives arHlIives to God, alone . . . .3^ 
Hence, my epistle—skim the deep—fly o’er 4^ 
Here Johnsoitilies, a sage by all allowed . 356 

Here Ties one who never drew.387 

Herbies, whom hound did ne'er punue . 334 
Hermocratia named—save only one .* . .504 
Her pen drops eloquence as sweet . . . 394 
Hett inimicitias quotics park mmula forma itx) 

g e who sits from day to day.368 

ic etiamjacet. . . .33 s 

Hie sepnltus est . .328 

m.isTei^ken from bn hedQ .... 33 
Holy Loi^God! 7 love thy truth ... 40 

Honour and happin^s unke.38 

Howsbless^ thy creatuhris. O God . . 37 
How blest fne vouth whom FAe ordains . 8 

How happy are the new-bom race . . .4x3 
How many between east and west . . . 357 
How quick the change from joy to woe , ii 
I am tond of the swallowI learn ftom 

her flight.40S 

1 am iust two and two, 1 am warm, 1 am 

cold .*.339 

I am monarch of all I survey am ... . 164 
I could be well contqet, allowitl the use • .^76 
Icta fenestra Euri Amu stridebat, avarus . 5x1 
If Gideoft’s fleece, which drenched with 

dewlmfolM.390 

If John marrift Mary, and Mary alone . 

If reading verse be your delight .... 345 
1 have r^ the Review; it is learned and 

wise.330 

'* I love the Ix»rd" is still the strain . . . 438 1 
lliCDidu.l>on>,tk.e<»».|Ifc«M . 


In Coleman’s ear this troth let Echo tell .391 
In language warm as could be breathed or 

penned...388 

I n.painted plumes supetfly drest. . . .173 
In Scotland’s realtn^ where trees are few ^. 3^ 
In|hese sad hours^ prey lb ce^less pain la 
In this mimic form of a matron in years . 478 
Infl^ain to live from age to age .... 384 
In vain ye woo me to your harmless joys . 433 
1 own I am shocked at the purch^ of 

slaves . . _.,.383 

I place an oflering m Thy shrine .... 418 
I ransacked, for a theme of song . 9 . . 364 
I fhall not ask Jean Jacques Rousseau ,. 3x3 
I should have deemed it once an eflbrt vain 396 
I sing of a journey to Clifton.349 
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I sing the Sofa. V who latelf sang 
1 slept when Venus entered: to my bed 
Israel in incient days . . . * . . . 

I suffer fruitless anguish day by day . 

It flatters and deceives thy view . . . 

I thirst, but not as once 1 did .... 

It is a maxim of much weight .... 

It is not from his form, in which we trace 
I was a grovelling creature once . . . 

'I was along journey lay before us . . 

I was of late a barren plant.500 

I will praise thee every day . 

I wish thy lot,now bad, still worse.my friend 497 
Jealous, and with love o'erflowing# . . . 4x8 
Jesus I where’er thy people m^. ... 31 
Jesus! whose blood^ro frgplf nreamed 35 

John Gilpin was a citizen.306 

Kinsman beloved, ana as a son, by me . 390 
Lady! it cannot be but that thine eyes . 4^ 
Laurels may flourish round the conqueror's 

' 4178 

447 
173 
436 
38 
36 

418 


toml^. 

I.eam, ye nations of the earth . . . 

Little inmafg, full of mirth . . . . 

Long plunged in sorrow I resign . . 

Lord, my soul with pleasure springs 
Lord, who hast suffered all for me . 

Love! if thy destined sacrifice am I 
Love is the l.ord whom I obey 
Lusus amicitia est, uni nisi draita, ceu fit. 5x0 
Madam,—A stranger’s purpose in these lays 354 
Madam,—Two Ccxrkscomos wait at your 

command.34> 

Man^ on the dubious waves #f error tossed 76 
Mana, could Horace have guessed . . .373 

Maria! I have every good.3x3 

Mary! I w'ant a lyre with other strings . 390 
Meles and Mincio, both, your urns depress 469 
Mercator, vigiies oculos ut fallere jh^it . 175 
Me too, perchance, in future days . 374 

Me to whatever state the gods assign . . 34 * 
Miltiadet.! thy vadour be^ . . . . . 506 

Mortals ! around your dhsrined heads . *. 3 

M. quarrels with N., because M. wrAe a 

book.•. . 330 

Muse, hide hh name of whom I sing . . 37X 

Mycilla dyes her lock& 'tis said.50s 

My fosner hopes are fled.33 ^ 

My mtle Ane,%hom heretofore . . . ^ 
My God, how p^ect are dipways . . 37 
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The nympbiiiftstloM he* fomale friend .168 
The Pineaiiplee, in triple row**. .... 171 
The poplars are felled; farewell to the^de 333 
The rose had been washedjjust washed in 

a shower.31a 

There is a inrd Vho by his coat .... 17a 
There is a book, whfch we may odl. . . 473 
There^ a field through which I often pass 317 
There is a fountain filled with blood . . 38 
There is in souls a sympathy with sounds. 365 

There’s not t._^ho round me.409 

There was a nnR: when iCtna’s siWm fire . x;o 
'llie saints should never be disniaj^ . . 34 
l*he .Saviour hides his ^e . . . 36 

The Saviour, what a nolie flame .... 33 
The Sculptor?—Naineleig, though once 

dear to tame . . . r .391 

Tliese are not dew>drops, these are tears . 385 
These critics, wfro to faith no quarter gnint 356 
The shepherd touclicd his reed : sweet 

PhilomeL.476 

The sparkling eye, the Mantling check . 5 

■il'he Spirit breiithcs upon the Word . . . 3a 
The star that beams on Anna’s breast . . 355 
The straw-stuffed hamper with his rutMcss 

steely . . ^.373 

I'he suitors sinned, but with a fair excuse 394 
These versett also thy praise the Niue . 4S5 
*l'he swallows in their torpid state . . .175 
The tweqgioah year is wen-nigh past . . 395 
The winter night now well-nigh worn away 489 
'I'he worllh dt ancient bards (Ti\ ine . . . 4<w 
They call thee rich!—I deem thee iroor . 
They mock gny toil—the nymphs and 

amorous swains.467 

Thii^, Delia, with what cnici h.sste • 7 

This cabin, Mary, in niv sight appetam . 390 
This cap, that so stately appears .... 337 
This evening, Delia, you aiM 1 . . . . 7 

This is the feast of heavenly wine ... 3a 
Though Nature weigh iwr talents, and dis- 

pcnse» • • • > • V,. 

Xs*ugh once a pup^. and tMiigh Fop by 

name . *. . .^.38S 

Thou magic lyre, fascinating sound 10 

'Tlioe may^of doulne {(^loraiice Iwust . . 497 
Thou hast no lightnings, () I'nbu Just . .411 

Thracian pareins, at his hirth.473 

Thrive, gentle plant I and weave a bower 389 
Through flomls .and flames to your retreat. 3S7 
Thus Italy u-as moved ;—nor did the chief 481 
Thus says the prophet of the Turk . . . i 63 
Thy country, Wilberforce, with lust disdain 384 
ITiy mannon is the Cliristi.an’s ne.irt . . a8 
Time, never wandering froi^bis annu.al 
round .,438 

Time was when I w.a$ free as air . . . . 170 
*’ris follyCll I —let me no more be told . . 403 
Tin moBiin^; and the sun with ruddy orb 947 

Tis mylutpplfiess below.^4 

*Tis not that I design to rob.9 

To Babylon's proud waters brought... a 

To be remembered thus is Fame .... 394 
To grass, or leaf, or fhut, or wall. . . . 4|p 
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To te&, the Crown of my Hope 
To keep the lamp alive .... 

To lay the soul that loveahim low 
Toll ror the heave ...... 

T<m many, Lqrd, abuse thy grace 
ToQnirify their wiim some ^omle blee< 

’To those who know the Loro I qieak 
To^ell the Saviour all my wants . . 

To watch the storms, and hear the sky . 34} 
'I'ravdlcr, regret me nft; for thou shaft find 503 
Tres tria, ^ longi distantia, saecula 

vates.rt • • ^7* 

Trust me, the meed of praise, dealt nfriftily 7 
T^vas in the glad season of spring . . . 363 

'Twas my purpose, on a day. 

Two neighbours f^ioiisly dispute . . . 477 
Two nymphs, bonr nearly ofan age . . . 377 
Two (]>nets, by report .... 

Unwin, rshould but ill repay .' . ... Z79 

Weak and irresolute is man.166 

What features, form, mien, manners, with 

a mind ^ .469 

What is there in the vale of life .... 
What Nature, alas ! has denied .... 
What portents,from what distant region,ride 
What thousands never knew the road . . 
What various hindrances we meet . . . 
What Virtue, or what mental grace. 
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When a bar of pure silver or ingot Af gold 339 

Wh#!n all within is ncare ... . ■ij’r 


When all within is peace. 

When Aulus, the nocturnal thief^adc prise 
Whence is it, tlmt am.'iz^sMRar. . . . 
When darkness long Ims^eiled my mind . 
When Hagiir found tne bottle spent. . . 
When little more than hoy in age . . . 
Wlicn, long hc(|iwstcred from liis throne . 
When Hrilisli uarrior queen . *. , 
When wit and (iciiiiis meet their doom 
Where hns^ thou floated L in what seas 

uursued. 

where H umlicr pours his rich commercial 

StrCAin ■••■saassae* 

While thirlecraiiioons saw smoothly run . 
Why weeps the Muse fur England? What 

appc.ars _.^. 

Wilds horrid and d.irk with o’ershadowing 

trees.. 

William was once a Ijavhful youth . . . 

Winter has a joy fur me . •. 

With no rich viands overcharged, I send . 
With seeds and birdlime, from the desert 

air. 

With two spurs, or one, and no great w» a r- 

ter which. * • . 

Would iny Dcli-tknow if I love, let Hfrrake 
** Write to Sardis,” saith the Lord 
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" svriic to oaruis, saitn tne juord ..... 39 
Ye linnets, let us try, bmath this grove . 406 
Ye Nymphs, if e’er youF eyes were re^ *. 3ir 
Ye nymphs of Himera, for ye have shefl . 458 
Ye sister powers, who o'er the sacred gro^ 450 
Ye sons of earth, prepare the plough . . aS 
You bid me write to amuse the tnlious hours 493 
You give your cheeks a rosy stain ... 506 
You tdd me,^) rdMember, glory, built. . 49 





























INTRODUCTORY MEMOIR. 


Both by father and mother Cowper was of gentle blood, ills father’s family is 
traced back without inAmiption to the time of Edward IlF., when the Cowpers 
were possessors of land at Strode, in the parish of Slinfold, in Sussex^ His mother 
was Ann, daughter of Roger Donne of Ludham Hall, Norfolk, of the same family 
as Dr. Donne, the Dean of St Paul’s, and said to be “descended thrdUgh four 
different lines from King Henry III.”* 

A younger memlier of the Cowper family, leading Strode in the possession o'f 
his elder brother, settled in London in the reign of Henry VIII., married an 
heiress, h^rgaret Spencer, and bought an estate at Nonington,^n Kant. His 
son John,TAldennan of London, who died in 1609, was the father of ^||r Y^illiam, 
the first baK)«et. Sir William is noteworthy for his»love and re^rence for 
Hooker, “his spiAt^l father,” as Waltoif calls him. It was he who erected 
the monument to the great divine in Bishopsbourne Church, and cdtnposed the 

epitaph for it, which wiM not be out of place here. , 

• a 

** Though nothing can be spehe worthy his fa^e. 

Or the remembrance of that precious name, 

Judicious Hookrr ; though this cost be sper 
On him that hath a lasting monument 
In his own books ; yet ought we to expresj^ 

If not nia worth, yet our respectfulness. 

Church ceremonies he maintain'd : then why 
'Without all ceremony should he die ? 

Was it because his life and d^th should b§ 

Jloth equal patterns of humility? 

Or that, perhaps, this only glorious one 
Was above all, to asl^ why had he none ? 

Yet he that lay so long ob^uroly low. 

Doth now preierr'd to greater honours go. ^ 

Ambitious men, learn hence to be more wise)! 

Humility is the true way to rise: 

And (jod in me this lesson did inspire, 

To bid this humble man, * Friend, sit up f^ber."* 

Sir William was jfti ardent Churchman and Royalist, and was imprisoi^d with 
his sonfjobn during the Commonwealth. Tlie latter died in prison^deayng an 
* Johnson's Memoir, p. xii. 

t up to this time the name was spelt Cooper, and_ it has never been progpunced otherwise by 
the^ famuy. He altered it, probably in affectation of the Norman filing "Cupere," or 
** Cwpre,” as the names app«tf in the roll of Butle Abbey. Many of the family, however, 
retained the old sj^Iling for sometime after. In Lodi Campbell's Itfe of Chancellor Cowper, we 
luive one or two letta-s signed " Wot. Cooper." • « a 
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infant son, *who on«S^ William’s death in t6i4 succeeded to the title, and by 
his marriage with one ^arah Holled became father of two sons, William and 
f Spencer. The former became^Lord Chancellor, and an Earl,«in 1706. Spencer 
having been •tried for murder and acquiltcd|* became C|ief Justice of Chester, 
and £i Judge of the Common Pleas. He died in 1728, leaving three sons, 
William, John, and Ashley, and several daughters. One of these married Colonel 
Madan, .a^jd became the mother of Martin Madan, whose ndine will occur several 
times in ihjv^-'lume, and of#Prances Maria, who married her cousin Ma^rCowper, 
and became one of Cowper's bpnstant correspondents. 

The second of t^ three sons became the Rev. John Cowper, Chaplain to King 
George If.,* and Recfbr of Great Berkhamstead. He mfirried Ann Donne; and 
at the rcctosy (or os her son afterwards calledcit, “the pastoral house”) she 
gave , birth to the future poet on the 26th of November (o. s. isth), 1731. The 
Jiouse wtus pulled down to make room for a new rectory about thirty years ago. 
■' Jlis parents had five other children, all of whom died in infancy except John. He 
fived until manhood, 6ut his Wrthday was a heavy day for Berkhaxnstead par¬ 
sonage. The mother died at the age of thirly-four.t It was the 14th of November, 
1737. WlIlian# therefore was just six years old. In what sacred remembrance 
the geiVl<k>^ild held her love and care of him we shall find inAnore than 
one pu'^afie of his life.* When heavy clouds gathered round hi^pirit in years 
after, and seemed altogether to bide ^he blessing of God fr^ him, the image of 
his mother*remained clear in his memory, one bright spot which told him that 
theK was a Heaven above. TJhe gift of her picture, which he received^fifty-thrcc 
years after her death, gave him the occasion to jibur out all his love and gratSude 
in what is pmbably the* most touchit^ elegy in the Bliglish language. 

The death of Ips mother, generally the heaviest loss w'hich a child can 
have, Vas a ntfi/re^thar ordinary calamity here. JTe was delicate in body, 
sensitive and ficrvous in mind. His father, zealous towards his flock, and, ac- 
cording his son's t^timony, labouring to do them good, appears not to 
have understood his child's extreme need of sympathy and care. Within a 
year of his mother’s death the poor boy was sent to school at»a Dr, Pitman’s^ 
at Markyatc Street, a straggling,'unattractive village between St. Alban’s and 
Dunstable. There he remained for two years, the victim of systematic bullying 
from sofne of his school companions. His shynes^ sensibility, ill-health, w'ere 
all converted int^ meanr of tormenting him. 'Phere was one boy in particular* 
w’ho p^secuted him so relentlessly that Cowjier writes in^^is autobi(^;mphy, 
"I h^d srich a dread of him, that I did not dare lift my eyes to his &ce. I 

* Lord Campbell ^ives the case at length (Chancellors, iv. a6o). He decides that the 
verdict w»s a righteous one, though the case was not without suspicion. MacaulayXHwtory 
'of England, chapter xxv.) holds the charge to be absolutely groum'less, got up out of nothing ' 
but political spite. r * / . 

t She is buried within itfi alur-rajls of Berkhamstead Church. . * 
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knew him best by his shoe-bAlde.” This cruelty w^^t length discovered, 
the brute was expelled, and Cowper was removed from tfie school. 

Meanwliile another trouble had .fallen upon ^he child, inflammation of the« 
eyes. Accordingly, he spent the'fnext two years in the house ^f an oculist, 
leading a dull, and apparently no^a healthy, life. • However, *bis sight became 
better, and at ten years of age bis father sent him to Westminster. 

Cowj^er has spok^ at great length in his autobiography of th e relig io ns feel ings, 
and fmici|>s ofjds days These need not detfiin us. Mps^hildren have 

strong though often transient religjous impressigfts, and there is little in his 
account of his own which has not probably befallen othei^boys. I^ter in life 
he looketl baek upon^is feelings through the light of hll morbid'fancies, and 
exaggerated their significance^ • • 

It would be more to the purpose if we could discover anything concerning tlic 
religious teaching which he received in his childhood, for unquestionat>ly it le(jl 
its mark upon him for many a year. Alljvriten t^ee holding tbat^tr was. an*^ 
evil time both in a.nH practing. The comjmny in which Mr. Pattison found 
himself in his excellent Essay oh the Rdigiaus Thought of the \%th Century f has 
somewhat discredited that essay. But it is at any rate valuabIi%for •ur present 
purpose, its gathering up into short compass the characteristics o^tfu^time in 
which young^owper was brought np. ** It was a period^** writes Mr.fP|ittison in | 
the oj^ning of hisi^ssay, ** of decay of rdiigion, licentiousness of morals, public ; 
'corruption, profaneness of language,—a day of rebuke and blaspHImy. Evenj 
those w^o look with suspicion on the contemporary complaints from the Jaaobite 
cl^gy of ‘decay of religion,’ wfil not hesitate to say that it was an age destitute 
of depth^ and ^rnestness; van age whose poetry was ^thout romance, w)io.se ! 
philosophy was without insight, and whose public men wei;^ without character*; 
an age of ‘ light without Iqye,’ whose very merits were o£ tba eaith,. efulhjp.” ^ 
This is certainly true in the general, though there are certath qualifications 
which the author makes in the course of his essay. Om (£ftcc^ at thjs moment 
^ is with the theology of the period. And that may be summed up in a word—h was 
the period qfj^ Evidetues, Let us hear Mr. Pattison once more. “Dogmatic 
theology had ceased to exist; the exhibition of religious truth for practical 
purposes was confined to a few obscure writers. Eveiy one who had anything to 
say oiw sacred subjects drilled it into an array of arguments against a*supposed 
• objector. Christianity appeared made for nothing else Kut to ^e ' proved ; * what 
use fo make of il^when it was proved was not much thought about. J'he only 
quality in Scripture wh i ch w as d wel t onyn&^^sxsfSHlityJ* • ^ 

We* may, then, fairly suppose that theVorthy Rector of Berkhamstead was 
on a. par with his brother clergy—that he would preach against the Deists, and 

marshal his argument%as well as he couM; but that he would not go beyond 

I * % 

* No. VI. in '* Essays &nd Ikeviews.” 
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this, nor exhibit in ^i^ sermons the depth aild Experience of the Christian life. 
If we add to this the j^^demess and gentle piety o f his wife, with little know* 
ledge of religious differences ot' dogmatics, shall probably** be' very near the 
mark in esti^iating the influences under wl]|ch the childfreceived his first reli¬ 
gious instruction^ That the Established rejigion was the true one, and could 
be proved so, that it promoted virtue and morality, this the boy must have been 
taught from the beginning; and probably not much beyond it. The death of 
his motherr^-oved the last dd^ance which remained of anything beyond jptellectual 
teaching. And that this is Apt theology, but only tlie surrounding of it, that 
it cannot satisfy tlE spirit of man, many a one besides Cowper has found, 
lie mentions in one fif his letters, that when he was elefbn year^old his father 
ga^ve him a treatise in favour of Suicide, and reqt^ested him to give his opinions 
upon It. It does not seem a high proof of parental wisdom. The oculist’s house- 
2iold too,tif the autobiography is not hard upon him, was unfavourable to religious 
fyeling, and the atmosphere of Westminster School not much less so. The head 
ihaster, Dr. Nicholls, iii preparing him for Confirmation, made some impression 
upon him, he says, but it was transient. It had no root, and withered away. He 
did jnot apparency commit any great acts of sin, but ]ie grew careless about religious 
thing!^^ ^nd i^eased to pray. Let it be considered that the mocking laughter of 
Fielding wps now in full vigour, in entire harmony with a wide-spread^tt&lic opinion, 
and that it was holding up to unspafing ridicule what the V fy had been taught 
to look updh as religion, and we shall hardly wonder that he was fascinated by 
the .flaring and recklessness of it, and, conscious of that, began to look upon 
himself as a young reprobate, at enmity with G^. 

Such thoughts, however, would be soon done witff, and his liftf at Westminster 
'seems to have been^ very happy one. He not only became an excellent scholar, 
but wa#a good CFck^^er pnd football player; * and wa? popular both with masters 
and boys. Thfe usher of his form was Vincent Bourne (celebrated for his I.atin 
poetry), + anothef’ usher was Dr. Pierson Lloyd. Among his schoolfellows were 
Robert Lioyd>(son of the doctor), W’arren Hastings and his future enemy Impey,. 
George Colman, Charles Churchill, George Cumberland, and 'William Russell. 
His intimacy with these at school u%s for the most part brought to an end, as is 
usual in such cases, by their parting. But we shall see how various passages in 
the course of his life brought back the memory of old times. Of all hi^ friend¬ 
ships here the wannest rWe those with Russell and Lloyd. The former was, a 
few ycara later, drowned while bathing, at a lime when Cw^per was in deep 
distres.s troi^ another cause. He-has blended both sorrows together in an Effusion 
which .shows how deep the love between them was (g. i^). 

Lloyd was a clever, showy youth, w'ho in due course graduated at Cambridge, and 
became, like his father, an usher at Westminster. Bu^the^irregularitics of his life, 

* Sec Tirocinium,;. 294. • • f See pp. 172 and 472, and notes on them. 
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and his impatience of steady wotkf brought this to an end|,acid he betook ^imselSto 
the precarious profession of literature. A clever poem catl^ *' The Actor ” gained a 
very favourable rSception; and Cowper, who ma^ swans, not unfrequently, of veryi* 
small geese, called UNi '* the successor of Prior.” Public taste has not ratified 
the verdict, and Lloyd is no longer reckoned among the En^li^ poets. His 
poetical abilities were undoubtedly good, but his habitual indolence, which prevented 
him from seeking n^orthy materials, as well os from bestowing the needful labour 
upon wh^t he wrote, blighted his hopes. .9. 

Churchill’s poem s, were of a much higher order..' What can be said in mitigation 
of thelollles and excesses of his life has been said admiifbly by Mr. Forster.* 
Lloyd, who io said to%ave been attached to Churchill’s sSter, took*to his bed on 
hearing of his death, saying,* “ Ah 1 1 shall soon follow poor Charles.” The 
one died in November, the other in December, 1764. The way in which Cowper 
afterwards spoke of these friends is veiy characteristic of him. In the dbstract he 
was not only most indignant at wrong-doing, but he was cen^nous; ready to’-’' 
take an unfairly bad view of motives, as well as^to condemn, teivial faults whhout 
meas ure, lie denounces oratorios, chess, whist-playing, and smoking, as severely 
as" he does breaches of the moral law. But when he afterw|rds enme*aer0ss 
a smokel in the person of his friend Bull, his anger and scorn weie 4>ver and 
done with vlicectly. In the estimate of all his personal Acquaintances hp was the 
most cliaritable oft^en. And so when tlfti voice of society pronounced Churchill 
. only a good-for-nothing i^ke, Cowper took occasion to express his heafty admiration 
of the i]ian.+ Macaulay, speaking of his chivalrous sonnet to Warren Hastings, 
atfributes it to Cow^x'i’s partiHity.^T No doubt; yet Cowper’s estimate is still, 
not improbably^ a righteous t>ne. Intimate knowledge ormen shows that none are 
devils, and the tone of affection which comes natural to u% need not be out of 
unison with the voice of heavenly love, which has bidden U 9 judge none, Ibut hgpe 
the best of all. So different as these two men were, Cowper Idkmed his poetic 
style from the works of Churchill. The versificatiop if *vei^ similm, and the 
, realism which Churchill revived with such felicitous results to oui* literature was 
taken up by C<lwper. It may be mentioned here that his first poem (p. i), written 
while he was still at Westminster, was an ifhitation of John Philips’ Splendid 
Shilling.”' Its easy and finished rhythm proves that it ,wa.s by no means the only 
attcm{R of the kind. He says in one of his letters, that he translated an elegy 
of Tibullus when he was fourteen. He also read the'Englisl^poets with delight, 
especially Milton«gnd Cowley. With regard to Milton, he says that he^as quite 
unhappy because he had not made his acquaintance till he was fouiiee^ and so 
the previous years had suffered a loss which*could never be made up.* He appears 
to have known Milton nearly by heart. m 

* %Defoe and Chtirchill.'* Two Esslys, by John F^Tster. 

t 'table 'talk, p. 62. . * * t Lsiiafs, voL U. p. 183. 
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^le left Wipstminst^ 1748, and was entefed^ of the Middle Temple. After 
spending nine months in* bis father’s house, he was articled for three years to a 
^solicitor, Mr. Cliapmau, of Kl/*Place, Holbpm. Not far ofl^ in Southampton 
Row, lived hi| uncle Ashley, afterwards Clerkfof the Parliatvents. * He had three 
daughters; two <rf them, Harriet and Thcodya, were ripening into womanhood. 

It was arranged that William was to visit them every Sundiw, and this soon led 
to his liejw there continually on week-days. He was *‘to oe found there,” he 
said afterwanl\^** from mort|jpg to night, gii^ling and making giggle. * 1 , In this 
pleasant occupation he was ntych assisted a fellow-clerk at Mr. Chapman’s, 
whom he had introcfeced at his uncle’s house. This clerk, Edward Thurlow by 
name, was Cowper’s fanior by a few months. He ha#been educated at the 
King’s .Schoq}, Canterbury, and afterwards at Oambridge; and though way* 
ward, and given to continual breaches of discipline^ had been able, by fits of 
(^)plicatioli and hard work, to make himself a good scholar. In like manner 
>«now, though he lounged about places of amusement and drank much punch, he 
ciAitrived to give himself a good knowledge of law. Cowper saw the yomig 
man’s great powers, and his knack of turning to account everything that he 
aoi[uirfd, and 01^ day said to him: ** Thurlow, 1 am nobody, and shall always 
be nobo^,^£|id you will be Lord Chancellor. You shall provide for ime when 
you arel”^ Thurlow sgiiled and said, surely will I ” **Thaee* ladies are 
witnesses,” said Cowper. “Letthem*bc,” answered Thurlo]|^ “for I will cer¬ 
tainly do it.^ The same prophecy had been made to Thurlow when a little 
boy, i>y a cleigyman named L^ch, and possibly the repetition of it by, Cowper 
led to this lightly-made compact now. Cowper’# prophecy was fulfilled, but not 
Thurlow’s promise. * • • 

**Thus, pleasantly rather than profitably, the three years of clerkship went by, 
an^ whttn they ^ncras ended Cowper was deeply in love with Theodora, and 
* his love was as teiderly returned. The progress of this courtship, thc'quarrels and 
renewals of love, fhe y^ung gentleman’s bashfulness, and his increased care for hist 
personal appearance,—all these things are described for us, as well as such matters „ 
can be, in the poems which courtship produced. I cannot at all %gree with Mr. 
Hell’s judgment of them. “ Cowpdr,” he says, “was not capable of very strong 
emotions. The shadow of love seems to have hovered about him, but he was 
indifrcrenl*to the reality. We look in vain for the ferVouf of a youthful devbtlon.” 
Whilst the young p|>et waft'pluming his wings, consciously imitating others, it is no 
wonder that some of these early love pieces arc artificial. Tff me at least it is 
evident ^lia^his passion became anything but a shadow “which made no testing 
impression uj^on him.” Cowper was Very reserved all his life on other matters 


* Ashley Cowper was a very little man, and he used to wear a whiteAat lined with yellow. On 
which two facts tiowner once cipressed his opinion that it would ifot he surprisiof^if some day he 
should be *' picked ” uy aust^e (or a mushrdom, and popped into a basket. 
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besides this, but I believe tha^ Ids love-aflair affected t|^e, whole of his life wy 

deeply. ^ 

For a while ttfe course of love ran tolerably smooth. But when, on the expira^ 
tion of his clerkship, die went into fbsidence at the Temple, in l752,,a fresh shadow 
soon fell upon his course. Seclusion hod its natural effect upon the nervous sensitive 
youth, and he had hard work to drive melancholy away. He tried first medicine, 
then religiosity, reading George Herbert, and “composing a set of prayers.” 
Herbert^ he says, relieved him a good deal; “ I %und in him •‘^strain of piety 
which 1 could not but admire.” But “a very iifitir and dear relation” (probably 
Madan) disapproved of Herbert, and h** was laid aside. ^ His friends found a 
better core fdt morbicAess in taking him away for change dT scene. He went with 
Mr. Hesketb, the affianced Ibver of his cousin Harriet, to Southampton, and re¬ 
mained some months there. In his autobiography he gives more of his, morbid 
feelings and thoughts here, which we again pass by. At length, much felieved, J;ie 
returned to London in 1754, and was called to the Bar. But Asliley Cowper soor.- 
saw, or had already seen, enough of his nephew’s aptitude for business to induce 
him to take an important step. He refused to sanction his daughter’s engagement. 
The yoimg lady pleaded with such earnestness as to shake his res«j|ution>for a. while, 
but he returned to it, and after a considerable interval, during whicb„%}ig;e commu¬ 
nication Wtis^till allowed, he forbade the lovers from meeting, yjlPlg 

regretfully submitlid, and they never sawTeach other iigain. And Cowp er never 
mentions her in any of hi&-poems or letter. Nor does he wrffe of love in 
ajjy of bis future poems. That he was mortifie(^ and angiy appears from several 
slight but unmistakeable proofsf Meanwhile few will read without pity the effusions 
belonging to the latter par^of his courtship, evidently fhe faithful picture of his 
alternating hopes and fears, until all hope was at an enj^.* The effect updn 
Theodora was deep and«lasting. She never loved agaiFf b«t alway 69 took. jhe 
deepest interest in hearing about him. She read his poems with eagerness, aml~ 
afterwards, as we shall see, showed her unaltered aff^ti^ in* a more substantial 
way. The^yerses which he had written to her jhe trea sured up until th^lose of 
her life. Theft, at a time when she also had apparently sunk into melancholy, she 
gave them in a sealed packet, for reasons whith can only be guessed at, to a friend, 
directing‘that the packet should be opened after hcrdtftath. The friend and she 
died ifearly together, in 1824, and the sealed packet was then sent to her nephew 
Mr. Croft. He published them the following year, as we hav^ already told.t 
( 5 ther sorrowsftjiad fallen on Cowper besides the loss of his love. His father 
d ied ^n Tulv iysfi; and although Cowper’s connexion with Berkhfms^ead had 
neverbeei^^mlhuous since his mother’s fleath, he had always reined a warm 
affection for it. The connexion now ceased entirely; andadie says the parting 

His fa^r had married again, and the widow 


with it was most bitier to him. 

t 

• Pa^es n—15. 
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continued to^reside tllei^ But her stepson ahdf she, though friendly, were not 
intimate, and he never f^isited her, though they occasionally corresponded. She 
•idied not very long afterwards. His brother John was now at Cambridge, studying 
fqr holy ordersi ' ^ 

The profession of a barristA: is generally more honourable than lucrative for the 
first few years. It certainly was so in Cowper’s case, for it is doubtful whether he 
ever had anbrief.* He moved from the Middle to the Inner Temple, and bought 
chambers ther%* * § j»r £2^0. Tl t little money which he had was fast diminirHing, and 
his father's death wai|ied him that this was a m^itter which would have to be attended 
to without loss of time. One or two of his letters exist, written at this time; he 
speaks lightly on theSnatter,t but one may say with tolerable cArtainty that a 
very anxious heart lay beneath the jesting manner, hnd that the anxiety increased 
every day. Though this may not have been the cause of the melancholy which 
svon after^appeared, the forced hilarity is painful enough when one knows what 
fojlowcd. He was made a Commissioner of Bankrupts about this time through 
family influence, which brought Him ;^6o a year. 

lie was now a member of the Nonsense Cluh^X consisting of some old ** West* 
mihst^is,” 'among them Robert Lloyd and Colman. The leading member was 
Bonnell ThoAiton, another old Westminster boy, but much Cowper’s senior. He 
had alrest^jC made sevend essays in authorship, before he started^ ift company 
with Colman^the Connoisseur. The first number was publisher’January 31, 1754, 
and it was continued weekly, until September 30,1756. Cowper contributed a few 
papeA to the last volume. The following were his.§ I take the titles from the 
table of contents to the volumes. * 

• • c 

‘ No, 1 Jt.—Letter, containing the character qf the delicate Silly Suchling. 

No. 1x5 .—Letter fynlti^hristopher Ironside, an old Bachelor, complaintr^ of (he indignities 
'» reetlvMhy tSimfrom the ladies. • 

No. Jtg.—QI Seeping a secret.—Characters <f faithless confidantes. 

No. fy^.—Letter*fro»SMr. Village, jfioing an account of the present state of Country 
C Churches, tJtsir Clergy, and their Congregations. 

No. X38.— Convenaiion. The chief pests^ of Society pointed out. Thou who converse 
irrationally, considerea as imitating the language of different animals. 


* A letter to HrII, dated October to, 1767, after asking a law question, contains the following: 
*‘You are a better counsellor than 1 was, but I think you have much such a client in me as I 
had in Oick*Harcourt.” t 

t "This provokes me, that a covetous dog who will work by candlelight in the morning, to get 
what he docs not want,(shall be*\>raised for hij^ thriftiness, while a gentleman shall lie abused for 
submitting to his wants, rather than work like an ass to relieve them. . . Th^m are some seitsible 
folks, who,(having great estates, have wisdom enough to spend them properly: there are others, 
who are rujt le^ wise, perhaps,^ as knowing how to shift without ’em. . . This is a strange hpistle, 
nor can I Wagii'..; how the deyil I came to wriU: it ."—Letter to Rowley, September a, 1762. 

The Nonsense Club originated the '* Exhibition of Sign Painters," a piece of drollery which, 
without giving offence, ,made much fun of the newly>opened Royal Academy. It consisted of a 
nuniher of daubs, with humorous descriptions in the catalogue, and was very successful. 

§ The evidence of their authorship is as folloi^rs: Southey says they ^re " all attributed to the 

same author in the concluding tteges of the volume." (Life, vol. i. p. 325.) But tV*s is a misiake, 
for the words at the eud ofpthe volume ar8, " From^ friend, a gentleman of the Temple, we 
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Morethxin this, he **produc<$l several half-penny baUads,^ two or t^red’of which 
had the honour to become popular.'* * It is unfortunate t^t they are lost, for hidf* 
penny ballads by the Author of “John Gilpin”'would certainly have been worth 
preserving. He also ^ntributed a/^w papers to the St, Januis ChronkUt of which 
Thornton and Colman were part proprietors. He>kept up bis classical studies 
also, especially that of Homer, and translated two books of Voltaire’s “ Henriade,” 
to have been published in a magazine in 1759. The humorous c^e given at 
p. 21 of this volume was printed in the i/. Jamels jChronkie. It^was not signed 
with his mune, and there is no direct evidence to > prove that it was his; but as 
Southey thought it to be so, all succeeding editions have ifCduded it. (See note 
on it.) « 

But by the time that ode was published, a dreadful calamity had fallen upon 
Cowper. He had gone mad. We have seen already that he had had melancholy 
fits at school. The opening lines of his Epistle to Lloyd (p. 9), written in 175^ 
show that these fits had taken an intenser form, and, os we have said, his fears 
of poverty probably made matters worse. An, event wliich happened in i 7 (/ 3 , 
which for the moment filled him with joy, brought the catastrophe. The Clerk of 
the Journals of the House of Lords died, and the gentleman >^o hojd 
offices o^ Reading Clerk and Clerk of Committees resigned at Qi^^same time. 
The right %i presentation to all the appointments belonged to Major (j|,owper, who 
immediately offere^ the two most lucrative of them to his cousin. The offer was 
no sooner accepted, than Cowper began to reproach himself with hvtving wished 
for the former holder’s death, and therefore bein^ a murderer. First one fiincy, 
thin another. After a wedc tie begged his cousin to give the more lucrative 
places to a friend, a Mr. Arnold, and the poorest, the Clerkship of the Journals, 
to himself. With a little demur (for in the eyes of the world, which did nut 
know the circumstances, ^there would be some suspiqon^fi^ribery) tlje M^or 
consented to this, and for a .week or two there was calm. o 

But very soon came another obstacle. A powerful part/^in the Lords contested 
the Major’s right to nominate. An inquiry was begun, and the ^ev? clerk wa.s 
told that he nwist give evidence of qualification at the bar of the House. At 
this news he broke down again, no? immediately, for he trial and tried again 
for more than half a year to prepare for examination, but all was of no use. Each 
day hi» terrors increased; a visit to Margate checked th«tn, for a letter exists written 

received Nos. iii, isg, and irq." The other two are not referred to. They, with No. iro, arc given 
as Cowper’s by Hayley, whose authority in this matter is conclusive. He snysT “ During 
Cowpers visit to Eartham, he kindly pointed out tome three of his papers iiyrle I rst volume 
of the* Connoisseur. I inscribed them with his frame at the time, and find other numbers of 
that work ascribed to him, but the three following I print as his, on his own explicit .mthority.’* 
<Vol/ »v. p. 384.) No. 119 is also mentioned by Cowper himself, in oncDf his letters, as having 
been wntten by him. He Mys that the writing of it had a good effect upon him : “I have never 
broken a secret since." * • 

* Letter to I'Mvton, Dec. 4, ij8x. 
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to (his cousintHarrietf^^w become 1 /ady HesktitH, in which he is fairly cheei^ul. 
liut on his return the cvil^</pirit returned once more. His cousin came to the Temple 
^to see him, but he would not spe^ to her nor look at her. He ht.s written down a 
long account of these days in his autobiographyfbut one’s mepory recoils from it,— 
from the at tempts'upon his lifr with lauilnnum and knife and cord. The last time 
his purpose hardly failed. On that occasion he so far recovered from his dream as 
to be con^icncc-stricken ; but this brought no relief, nothing but the conviction 
that he was d:it^e«l beyond l^pe. 

Chid knows W'hether any hirman means could have drawn him for^ out of 
this horrible pit; buV we who behold in Christ the healer of all infirmities, the 
castcr-forlh df devils, Xiust believe that to have followed flis stepr by telling of 
the infinite loyf of God to His creatures might have 6rought the blessing of health. 
But no, such message reached poor Cowper. His cousin Martin Madan, chaplain 

the Lodk Ilospiial, and a strong Calvinist, came to visit him. He spoke of the 
> efTicacy of Christ’s blood for justification ; and the poor sufferer, as he says, began 
to*^feel his heart burn within hint,«and the tears which he had just before declared 
impossible flowed freely, as hope sprung up in his heart. But when Madan began 
wiwiyvls rcs'.riclic^'is, the necessity of certain feelings, the hoi>elessncss of the case in 
which thjy ^pe absent, this hope was again thrown away. All the confufcions and 
fancies of ^tgue thought| and opinions tossed and surged around hiiQ, and that 
faith in c/od's everlasting love which might have guided him s^ly was not there, 
lie was at tih: mercy of every wind of vain doctrine. Every text of the Bible, and 
cvcr)ireligious word, was turned Jnto fresh proof that the mouth of hell was opened 
upon him, and he wrote the awful sapphics which me given at p. 23. His relatives, 
rightly judging that ther<f was no other resource left to Ahem, placed Jiim in a lunatic 
^ylum at St. Alban’s. This was on December 7, 1763. 

The iwoprietor {^ylum, Dr. Nathanael Cotloij, possessed a high name 

f?r his professimal skill, and was also a man of great moral worth.* He had 
also won consideiilbl*popularity as a writer of verse. His ** Visions” passed 
through many.cditions; and though they are no longer read, they contain a gootl 
deal of sound sense and practical benevolence. He died in 17&8. Under his 
judicious care Cowper .slowly recovcKnl. The physician saw this before the patient, 
and sunimoncil his brother. The first meeting was a disappointment, for Cowper 
put on a TJtiff •reserve, but he recovered himself, and improved daily. He was 
now filled with icligious^fervour; he had received from his heavenly Father, 
he s.iid, the full assurance of faith, and out of his stony hearj»had been raised 
up a chilli ^mto Abraham. It was n good and righteous conviction, buU.it did 
not go lar edbiigh. It made its founllt.aiion upon his own feelings, and not upon 
Oixl’s love. His i!y.not the only c.\sc where such ecstasy breaks down. In ^ome 
it is followed by desfieratc plunges into sin again; in thj^ despair again after a 

* Notice ttis life ip An^ei'sun’s " Poets,” vol. xi. p. 1103.. ^ 
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while supervened. Yet transiein ^ings of such joy are feelings t(x be'Uiank^l 
for, when wc regard them as God’s testimony of a love*vhich is not transient, of 
an eternal mercy and loving>kindness.* v * ^ 

Immediately after recovery he wrote the hymn at p. 371 

“ How blessed thy creature Is, O ^od.*' 

What a contrast to the production which he hod last written, ** Hatred and 
Vengeance ” j - 

Though his recovery took place within three or four months he was sent 
to Dr. Cotton’s, Cowper continued there for a year,*apparently m^ading a relapse, 
and uneqtial to the task of facing the rough world. Kut he was very poor, and 
already owed «Dr. Cot.on money, and so determined to 'itniove to some quiet 
home. The hymn at p. 37-- “ 

*' Far from the world, O Lord, I flee ' — 

was written while thinking over this matter. London he would see no Inore, and* 
he threw up his Commissionership of Bankrupts, and with it nearly all his inconjp ' 
—to wit, ;^6o a year, llis relations, feeling llial*'tlus was unavoidable, subscribed 
together to make him an annual allowance. 

His brother was now Fellow of St. Benet’s College, Cambridgjv <tnd he vil..lied 
to find lodgings near him. But none suitable could be found ncai,.. th^n liun« 
tingdon, attl diither he moved in June 1765, accompa.iicd by a la,' who had 
waited on him at Cotton’s. With this exception he was entirely surrounded 
J>y strangers ; but the quiet tranquil town suited him well. ** I do really think 
it the mqjit agreeable neighbourhood I ever saw',” he wrote. There were mo/Siing 
an 3 evening prayers daily in the church, which he always attended; there was 
the Ouse for him to bathe hi; and many pleasant walks. Some of the residents 
used to send him books and newspapers. The Rector, Mr. Hodgson, and Curate, 
Mr. Nicholson, called upo" him, and he liked them both.t Jhta the broUiers Vftfjlui 
every week, at Cambridge and Huntingdon alternately, and this ''caused him to 
become a horseman. ,, ^ 

^ Soon after his arrival he was visited by an old London friend, whose name 
has hitherto noP been mentioned, but who always held one of the foremost places 
in his affection, Joseph Hill. Nothing is kifown of his early life, excei>t that 
he had been an old Westminster boy, and also one pf the members of the 
Nonscifte Club. He was an attorney, living in Geoi^e Street, Westminster. 

• Cowjier had introduced him to Thurlow, who, on his appointrstent to the Chan¬ 
cellorship afterwaA^s, made him his secretary. lie had kindly managed Cowper’s 
• 

♦ MaYirice’s “ Prophetn and King« of the Old TesTkment,” pp. 33, 34. 

t “Another acquamtance I have Lately miide is with a Mr. Nirlnolson, a north-roiintry divine, 
very poor, but very good and very happy. He reads prayers here twice a Jay all the >c.ir rutind, 
r and travels on foot to serve two churches every Sunday : his journey out and home .(,;ain hvinx 
sixteen miles. I supped wtih him last night. He {'ave me bread and chcei>e, and a black jug of 
ale brewed with Wts own hands.’*— 7 b LaJ/ Jlesketh, ^piembcr 14, 1765. 
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affairs during his illiwss, and now gratuitously (iOade himself his general agent 
in town, disposing of ^Is rooms in the Temple, arranging his money matters, 
and receiving the lx»un^y of hL kinsmen. With him and with Lady Heskelh 
' Cowper now b^an that regular corresponderjjpe which has jjron for him the praise 
of being the be^t letter writer in the English language.” His letters to Hill are 
playful, and relate mostly to his finances ; tho& to Lady Hesketh are entirely of a 
religious character. He is still enraptured with his own reVgious condition, and 
hints that^Tie .would fain see her even as himself. It is evident that though no one 
could have haJ'iSi higher reg^d for him, she had little sympathy with hfs religious 
fervour. We note< passing tfiat she sent him ** Hervey’s Meditations,” and that 
he was deliglited with it. Besides these, he opened correspondency next year with 
Major Cowper and his wife. The latter, it will be^remembered, was also his first 
cousin, sister to Martin Mad.an, and therefore, in Cowper’s present state of feeling, 
a peculiarly acceptable correspondent. Several of his letters to her are a discussion 
of the question of mutual recognition in heaven, he holding the affirmative against 
licr negative. From one of the^ we learn that he had formed an idea of taking 
orders. Fortunately he abandoned it. Meanwhile his finances became embarrassed. 
Ii'hc follqwing extract from a letter, written less than a fortnight after he got to 
Huntingdon. is^Wusing, but very much to the purpose. It is addressed to Hill. 

“ Drai; Ji/R,—W hatever you may think of the matter, it iis no such easy thin^ ter keep house for 
two iwople. A man cannot alw.ijrs live iipontsheeps* heads, and liver and, lights, like the lions in 
the 'rower; ^nd a joint of meat, in so small a family, is an endless cncinnbrance. My btitcher’.<i 
bill for last week amounted to four shillings and tcnpence. I set off with a leg of lamb, and was 
forced to give part of it away to a wa.shcrwomnn. Then 1 made an experiment upon a sheep’s 
hc<ii^, and th.it w.xs too little. Next h put three pounds of beef into a pic, and this had Jike to have 
liccn too much, for it lasted three days, though niy landldtd was admitted to a share in it. 'I'hen 
as to small-heer, I am puzzlfd to pieces about it. I have Ixmght as much for a. shilling as will 
serve tis at least a month, and it is grown sour a Iready. In smut, I never knew how to pity poor 
'^oiisckeeijcrs before ; but now* 1 cease to wonder at that politic cast which their occupation usually 
gives to their countenance, for it is really a matter full of perplexity.” * 

It / « «. . • 

This prepares us for the announcement by and by that he has ** contrived, by 
the help of good ma^iagement and a clear notion of economical affairs, to spend 
the income of a twelvemonth ” between June and September. His relatives 
wrote to scold him for what they considered extravagance, and a Jew months later 
Colonel (late Major) Cowqier threatened to give him nothing more. While this 
correspondence was going on, he recewed an anonymous letter, telling-him that if 
the threatened withdrawal should take place, he had one who loved and,admired 
him, who would |yipply ^he deficiency. He thought that I..'idy Hesketh was the 
writer, but it is more likely, as will be seen hereafter, thajc it was her ^er, 
Cowpers f:)rmer love. His anxiety was naturally returning. Besides, Huictingdon 
shows to less advantage in the decline of the year than in June, and his outdoor 
pursuits were becqpiing circumscribed. But at this critical moment a happy 
accident came to his relief. His daily attendance at chq^h, his solitariness, his 

, ‘July 3 . *765* 
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quiet and thoughtful face, stroi^If attracted the notice^ a young man who 
had just returned home aAer graduating at Cambridge.*| He wished to call on 
Mr. Cowper, but^is mother was against it, having heard that the stranger did 
not care for company.# However, $e addressed him one morning jxfter church, 
and was cordially met. They took a walk together, were mutually delighted, 
and Cowper invited him to tea that afternoon. The new acquaintance was 
named William Cawftiorne Unwin» ^ 

His father, the Rev. Morley Unwin, had some yeiyrs before bcaj^naster of the 
Free School at Huntingdon, but in 1742 had recej^ved the colle^Oving of Grim- 
ston, in Norfolk. On this appointment he had married Malf^[Tawlhome (much 
younger than himself)^the pretty, clever daughter of a <llaper at Rly. Their 
.son was baptized at Grimston, iMarch 15, 1744, But Mrs. Unwin ^id not like 
Grimslon,* and persuaded her husband to become non-resident. He retprned 
with his two children (for they liad now also a daughter) to Huntingdcfti, where,* 
4 ie took pupils. Cowper, writing to Hill, describes this family, into which lie 
was now introduced, as “ the most agreeable pceplc imaginable, quite sociable* 
and free from the ceremonious civility of country gentlefolks. The old gentleman 
is a man of learning and sense, and as simple as Parson Ad^s.” 

I^dy Hesketh that he has just come from a two hours’ walk wi^Jj^h^rs. U., 
and that "ih^ conversation has done him more good ^an an audi^ce of the 
first prince in Europe.” He finds that they “have one faith, and have been 
baptized with the same baptism,” and “gives God thanks, wAfi has S-ought him 
into Uie society of Christiansy • 

Tite intimacy increr ^ed, and Cftwper found himself there constantly. In a few 
weeks (Nov. 17 ^ 55 ) * pupil left Mr. Unwin. Cowper then* begged to be taken as 
their lodger, and they gladly consented. The first agreement was that he should * 
pay them eighty guineas a ](ear ; but when his means threattiieik to fall shtrt, she 
offered to take half this sum. Tire following extract from a lettew to his cousinj**** 
Mrs, Cowper, describes their manner of life together;— 

^ “lam obliged to you for the interest you take in my weliare, and for your^nquiring 
so particularly after the manner in which my time passes here. As to amusements 
I mean what the world calls such, we^ave ndhe—the place indeed swarms with 
them; and ‘cards and dancing are the professed business of almost all the gefttle 
inliabitants of Huntingdon. We refuse to take part in Ihem, or to be accessaries 

• a kind and interesting letter which 1 have received from the iftv. J. Rowlands, the 

prasent Rector of Grilhston, it appears that Mr. Unwin rcbidicd at Grimsion from i74^to 1748, 
^ugh 1^ startling to find that his si|rnatiire never appears in the church registers JictBre 1765. 
This doM not prove that he did nothing, for in old vsif^tcrs the Occ.'isional Officer fi« Sitt eadi 
attested by the signature of the officiating minister. But the absence of his name aitogetlier, and 
the apMarance of his ciinte's where a signature is needed, proves that the cur.'itc did the grc.'iier 
part of Che work. {)n his return to Huntingdon he became lecturer .at Ha; T«rish chiirrh. The 
parish btmks^ contain sevend resolutions of censure iipon him for neglert of his duty, and once he 
was nearly dismissed. Mr. Rowlands gives me rea.<mns for supposing that he resigned Grimston 
m 1700. 
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to this Vay, of murdering our time, and by sf (T oing have acquired the name of 

Methodists. Having t^hl you liow we do not s{)end our time, 1 will next say how 
wc do. Wc breakfast comm&jily between eight and nine; ttlll eleven we read 
cither the Scriptures or the sermons of s^e faithful preacher of those holy 
mysteries; at' clqyen we attend Divine Service, which is performed here twice every 
day; and from twelve to three wc separateand amuse ourselves as wc please. 
During that interval 1 either read in my own ajiartment, or walk, or ride, or work 
ill the garden^^^ Wc seldom sit an hour after dinner, but, if the weather permit-s, 
adjourn to the g^fden, where, with Mrs. Unwin and her son, I have gSterally the 
pleasure of religion, conversation till tea-tifne. If it rains, or is too windy for 
walking, wocitlicr cay^rersc within-doors, or sing some h)nni5,s of Marjin’sf collection, 
and liy the help of Mrs. Unwin's haqisichord make-up a tolerable concert, in which 
our hearts, I ho|)c, are the best and most musical performers. After tea we sally 
^forth’to^walk in good earnest. Mrs. Unwin is a good w'alker, and we have 
generally travelled about four miles before w-e see home again. When the days are 
..hort, wc make this excursion ip the former part of the day, between church-time 
and dinner. At night we reail and converse, as before, till supper, and com- 
^ponjjr fiyish the evening cither with hymns or a sermon, and, last of all, the 
family are caljeU to prayers. 1 neetl not tell you that such a life as this is consistent 
with thi; iitniost cheerfulness; accordingly w'e arc all happy, and dwey together in 
unity as*ljK;thren.” * , ^ ’ 

Wc musCgive one more extract—a proof of his sensitiveness, or rather of hi.- 
high-minded coiuscientiousncss. William Unwin was going to Lontlon, and Cowper 
gave him an inlrotluclion to Mrs. Cowper. rewriting afterwards to \hank’hcr 
for her courteous recci 4 ion of his friend, he goes oi^to denounce his own vile and 
•> deceitful heart. lie Imd wanted Unwin to call on her, because tlicre were people 
who It^jkefl dow|> lyion him, and ha<l even gone tlie length of calling him **that 
-»t.low Cowper;” so he could not resist the opportunity of furnishing the Unwins 
with ocular dcmonstri tiun of his high cuuncxion. Upon this discovery of his own 
heart he bursts out: 

'* Oh Pride i Pride I it de«ives with the subtlety of a serpent, and seems to vallt erect, though h 
cirnwic tiiKin the e.\rth. How will it twist and twine itself about to get from under the Crosa 
which It IS the glory of our Christian calling to be able to bear with patience and go^-will. lliey 
w jui C.U1 guess at the heart of a stranger, and you csiieci.tlly, who are of a compassionate temper, 
will lie more ready, perhaps, to excuse me, in this instance, than I can be to excuse myself. But 
III good truth, it was abominable pride of heart, indignation, and vanity, and deserves •no better 
11.IIIIC. How should such a creature be admitted into those pure and sinless mansions, where nothing 
shall enter that dcfilg'ih, did tiot the blood of Christ, anpiiid by the hand of faith, take away Uie 
guilt of sin, and leave no kpih or stain lichind itY Uh wnal .ontinuai need have 1 of an jymishtv 
lU-suiriC'ent Saviour! •' C^pril j. 1767.) * ““X 


He says in another letter: ' I am become a great florist and shnilxloctor. If the Major can 
make up .a small pcntt of seeds for a garden where there is little but jessamine and hooey- 
suckle, I will inrumue to uke great care of them." 
t Martin Madan, Mrs. Cowper’s brothn He had some miisiiSa skill. The popular tmi ml 
“ Lo I He comes with clouds Unending,” was composed by him., ’ 
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The tranquil life at Huntin^dh was destroyed by a s^d^en blow# cfn the aStli 
June, 1767, Mr. Unwin, while riding to church, was thrown from his horse, fractured 
his skull, and died four days afterwards. The^two children were started in lifc^ 
■William was ordained to a curacy,((ind his sister* was soon afterwards married to 
the Kev. Matthew Powley, Vicar of Dewsbury. Ik was necesssry for Mrs. Unwin 
to remove, and Cow^ier determined to go with her, as her l)ehaviour to him had 
always been thsft of a mother to a son,” and, moreover, "Mr. Unwin had 
intimated to hb wife his desire that if she survive^ him, Mr. C^'per might still 
dwell with her.” t .• 

A few days after Unwinds death, the Rev. John Newton, curate of Olncy, f>n his 
way thither faom Cairibridge, had stayed at Huntingdon, ai#l called on Mrs. Untrin, 
at the request of a friend. Much interested both in her and Coui|^cr, he agreed, 
at their request, to look out for a house for them. He soon found them, one at 
Olney, and they removed thither on the 14th of Septemlier, 1767. ^ m 

The Rev. John Newton, under whose influence Cowper was thus brought, was 
about five years his senior. He had passed tkrcnigh th*e strangest vicissitudes of 
fortune. In his youth he had been a sailor of idle and vicious habits, had been 
flogged for desertion, and was only prevented from drowning him^lf byfririogrtitnt 
the lady whom he afterwards married would form a Imd opinioiki^f J;iim. He 
suffered frightful miseries in a slave plantation at Sie^’a Leone, and ^Aer being 
released was shipiig'ecked on his way hom0, and barely saved his life. I'his event, 
which he was always wont to call his "Great Deliverance,” changed^is character 
altogether. He resolved to lead a new life, and kgpt the resolution. Looking^ upon 
tills as a special int..t position o^ Providence on his behalf, he was a Calvinist from 
that time. He soon became master of a vessel, and fof the next four years wns 
engaged* on the sea. From this time until his death, he kept a diary, of whicTi 
the following |>assage is t^e opening, dated Dec. 22, 1751 # • 


" I dedicate 1111(0 Thee, most tilessed God, this clean, unsullied Ixiok; niOl at the same lime 
Knew iny tender of a fuuL blotted, corrupt heart. Be pleased. ()ff|(>rd. In ashist me with the 
influences of Thy Spirit to nil the one in n manner^ agrccahle to 1 Ay win, and by '11^ albsiifticirnt 

S ace to overpower and erase the ill impressions sin and the world nave fmm tii^e to time made ni 
e other, so that Iioth my pul>lic converse and retired meditation may testify that I am indeed 1 hy 
servant, redeemed, renewred, and accepted in the stiflTerings, merit, and mediation of my Lord and 
Saviour Jesus Christ, to whom, with the father aod the Holy Spirit, be glory, honour, and 
dominion, world without end. Amen.*' 


Then he goes 011 to detail the holy resolutions which hch.i.s made; amongst them 
is one* to set apart a special day " to recommend himself and his concerns, his 
jourjtey and his voyage,” to the blessing of God. He sf)eaks tf his devotions w'ith 
his crew, and evV and anon writes down prayers of intense and unquestionable 
eame/lness. And at the end of his voyagt he expresses his thankfpfiiesf to Gtsl 
for having pros}>cred him so well. It may not have occurred to the reader to 
ask What was the business in which he was engaged. But it tt^as the slave*trade. 

* lived tffi 1835, dying at the age*of cighty-ninsk 
i Tnis latter statement is made by^NeaSem. •(Bull's Memorials, p. 157.) 
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Forty years* later, Wilbcrforce was raovlh^heaven and earth for abolition, 
Newton preached on the|&iine side, and wrote his ^‘Thoughts upon the African 
Slave-Trade,” denouncing it uns^ringly. am bound in conscience,” he says, 
**to take shame to myself by a public confess^m, which, hqewever sincere, comes 
too late to prevent or repair cthe misery and mischief to which I have formerly 
been accessory.” And he adds,—what is probably just,—“Perhaps what I have 
said of m,vsclf may be applicable to the nation at large. The slave-trade was 
always uirjustifiable, but inattention and self-interest prevented for a time the evil 
from being perccivi/l.” Newton’s religiousness was unquestionably sincere and 
real, but his morality m this matter cannot be' said to be of the highest kind, and 
both now antf after he displays a want of deep reflection, as vmll as sojne selfishness 
of character, liis “Cardiphonia” contains passages which are hardly suqmssed for 
their bc,auty and earnest zeal towards God. And there, more than anywhere else 
that 1 kndiv of, the largc-hcartcdness of the man appears. He has come to the 
conclusion, even in the first letter (1775), that “observation and ex|)ericnce con¬ 
tribute, by the grace of God, gradually to soften and sweeten our spiritsthat 
Protestants, Papists, Socinians, are all his neighbours; and that he must not expect 
tlar' tA. sv" witlp his eyes. Here speaks the man, not the theologian; for his 
.sight wasji.Tf'=''«v as his heart w.as large. He is always seeking to interpret every 
“dispensation if he ctynnoi do it at the moment, he is sure the interpretation 
will soon come. 1 le cannot understand why Molly P. should |'ave the small-pox 
at such an ihtonvenient time, and is surprised that his prayers for her have not 
yet lj>“cn heard, lii short, no man perha|)s ever had a stronger faith in God’s 
personal love for him ; hut tliat “ the earth is thci(.ord’s and the fulnc.ss thereoi,” 
was more apparently thah h.'ul t.'ikcn possession of hia mind. Thg same kind of 
spirit is shown in his taking a lottery ticket some years afterwards, su])pc«ing that 
“his vo»V and his'dcrign of usefulness therein sanctioned his hope that the Lord 
■^diild give him t- prize."* 

Severe illness brought Newton's se.afaring life to an end, and he obtained the 
post of tide* surveyor at LiveqUK)!. During the time that he held it he was brought 
much into cont.act with Whitcfield, and to smne degree also with Wesley. In 1764, 
after difficulties wdiich he showed g^'eal counigc in overcoming, he was ordained 
to the curacy of Olney. There can l>c no question that the .step was taken from a 
love for the souls of men, and that it was tionc at a gie.it jnirsonal sacrifice.- Tlie 

same year he ma(|e the fcquaintance of Wilbcrfoice, and of John Thomton.t 

•» 

* 1 forhoar refemnt; to Sir |.»nics Stephen's wise .ind weighty word, concernin': Ne^on. 

I h:ul nni real* them until tlie .ihnve u.is i.i tv|>e. lint it i'- gr-itifyitig to be able to claiiP him in 
sup|^>rt of my V *iv. Ksk.iv on s errw/.'. p. 114. 

t l-ilin'riiiirnion was Imm in i7?o, aiul sm,>>0(16(1 his father .as a Russian merchant. He was 
rem irk iMy keen ami skilful in biisines-., and m the end of hi', life was always on the l<M>k'OUt fi f 
Kood inve-itnieiils. TIiAe is .i story ili.it he str.dlcd al.iiic t'oik harbour, when an old man, saw a 
freialu of tallow come in, and made a vast sum tiy hiiyint: it at once, then strolled into a 
nursery around, and Mith the )k ufits he liad iiwt in.vic set an impoverished man on his f'ct. B'lt 
his greatest acts of gencriisity, u hethi^ wis« ur unwise, were towards miiiutecs 6f religion, lie 
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The latter furmed so high an opinion of him that he nfufte him ait allowance of 
;^200 a year, mainly with the view of enabling h^ to Ulcp open house, and so to 
influence the more iieople for gooiL • 

The labours of N^ton (who liv^ till 1807) are of course no paist of our subject, 
except so far as they illustrate Co\'^|>er's life. To thc^attcr we thfteforc now puss on. 

The hoiLse in which he now took up his residence is in the market-place at 
Olncy. It was ca&ed Orchard Side. The vicarage, in which Newtonr lived, was 
close byM^and he said afterwards that for twelve years he and Coisj^'were hardly ever 
twelve hours apart. "The first six," he adds, '*w«/c .spent ii^iinniring and trying to 
imitate him; during the second sixll walked with him in the shadow of death." 

Olney lies*on the *0050 at the northern extremity of ifuckinghamshire.* It is 
not an attractive town, and*the staple occupations of its inhabitsmts, and >iholc 
noighlmurhood, lacemaking and strawplaiting, were, and still ore, very prejudicial 
to health, wealth, and godliness. The vicar, Moses Browne, was In absentee 
through debt, and there were no gentry. Cowper was commonly known therg n.s 
“.Sir Cowi^er." Newton fell in with the pojfular appellation, and calls him so 
often in his letters. Cowper says, later, in one of his letters, “ Wc have 

“ One p.’irson, one pMt. one bellman, one crier, 

And the poor poet is the only squiie.” 

To minister,among the poor here was a task rcrjuiringigreat cnergyta^d courage, 
arduous and, as this world is coAcemed, thankless. Newton, who Itad 

wonderful bodily strength and nerve, enjoyed it thoroughly, but certainly it was not 
suitably lalxiur for the nervous, sensitive invalid, )yho now under Newton’s gifidancc 
undertook it. lie visited ilfdefatigably, and read and prayed with the sick. 
Newton had* started pral^cr-meetings at an uninhalntctl house in the town 
belonging to Lord Dartmouth,—the “Great House” it was called,—ancl ilie 
heat and excitement ofdhese may be judged by any o*; %ho rcads*Nevgnti^s 
account. \Ve need not say what a contrast such dcvi^ions %ere to the rlaily 
I>rayers in Huntingdon Church, and few will doub^ thtft the change was not 
fiir the Iictter to Cowper. But who would not tremble for the result when 
we add to this that he himself wsyi called to take part in, sometimes to Icwl, 
the extempore prayers—he who had said ot himself, when called on to (jualify 
for his clerkship, "that doing anything in public •was mortal poison" Uj bim ! 
Mr. Ilull quotes the sayir^ of some one who was there, that be “never 
hei^rd praying that equalled Mr. Cowper’.;,’’ But ft wasti at a terrible cost_ 
Nor wxH this dll. lie lost his regular exercise. He had l>een qpcusfomed 
to a*quiet evening walk, but “now,” j^e says to Lady Ilcske^lf, ‘4we have 
sermon or lecture every evening, which lasts till supper-lime.” 

hmifeht lip livtnc«, anrt bc«owed them on " tnily retieioiis ” mintMers. fli* *iMer ni.irrieff Wilber- 
f'vce's uncle, and the ^eanzclicalism of Wiibtg^force wa« owinR to this connexion. I'hontton 
died in 1790. wa<! his 1 imtner-in* 1 aw, Dr. Convers, wlio ititrrsiiieed Ncv.ffin to (.'owper 

* The most inttrestina description which ha« been written of Olney and its neighbourhood i.s 
that of Hugh Irliller, io hit ** Fim Impressioifi of Englart^’* A 
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Mr. Buh (^vcs sevtr^ letters frum Mr. Nfwfon belonging to this period. 
I'iiat they breathe reaf piety needs not to be said; but they are not 
altogether pleasing to read, instead of en^iging upon Go^s care for His 
creatures, and^IIis mercy toward every soullwhich seekstofter Him, he gives 
highly-wrought pictures of ]>articidar provklen^ps, and searches after God’s love 
ill religious excitement. The Lord is to be found not in the still small voice, 
but in th& wind, the earthquake, and the hre. Where tlFesc are not, so it 
might seem, G^l is not. 4 h long as these feelings were kept alive by the 
unhcalihful rcligicn^^imulant8,«^Cowper could boast of his '* decided Christian 
happiness.” But a mne comes when stimulants fail to act, and then reaction 
comes, and rum with it? * " 

Threatening^ appeared from a very early period of his residence at Olncy. 
In a letter to Hill, for instance, dated June i6, 1768, he exprcs.ses hU belief 
ti^at his lid; is drawing to an end. All his letters are upon religious topics, 
and generally gloomy in tone; he drops his old friends, and even writes chilling 
letters to Hill—one declining an invitation, another in reply to the announcement 
of his marriage. The common idea that his first years at Olncy were happy ones 
not Mfrll-founded. 

His invlai)oi»*>ly was greatly increased by the death of his brother, which took 
place at Cambridge in March 1770. Their affection from infancy ^had l>ecn 
unbroken, niul Cow]jer mourned for Iflm deeply. He gave/expression to his 
feelings by wiriling a memoir of him, which was afterwards published by Newton. 
(No. 5 in List of Works, p. xvil^. See also the “Time Piece,” 780—787.) His 
brother left /’700, but /"iSO were owe<l to his colllge ; the rest was transferred lo 
Cuwper’s account by Ifiil. But he s]>caks of himflclf as being .n considerable 
loser by his bn>ther’.s death. He must therefore have receivctl a regular allowance 
boip hint as well ns^frtmi his other relatives.* 

‘"“ In 1771 Mr. Newton proposed that they should jointly compose a volume of 
hymns, parjiy “f rihc pronudion of the faith ami comfort of sincere Christians,” 
p.irtly to perjwu.itc the memory of their fiicndship. The work was undertaken, 
but nut completed for 8 years. It w.’is then j^ublishcd with this titl«>:— 

OLNEY HYM.VS. In Tiirkk Btiotcs. |- 

/•rtd ’/.—Ov Se/.\t Textufif Srripturt. 

Jl. — OHih'nisifitutiSuf'jtcts. \ 

///.— Oh the Spinttml L^e. ^ j 

Caut.«bitis Arcades, inqiiit, ^ , 

Montibus h?rc vestris : soli cantarc iieritt 
Arcades (I inihi turn mollitrr ossa qutescant, 

Vfsira meos o!im si fistula dicat atnorcs. 

Vine. A'r/.x. 31. 

%, Rev. *iv 3. 

a Cor. vi, 10. 

I 

• bee Utters to Hill, Ntiv. s and 17,177*. ■ * 
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The volume is dated Olney, Febntdiy 15, I 779 f conU^ai348 hyinhSt Cowpei>^f 
being disiinguislied by a C. ^ I 

Many of these <%mpositions have ^come so popular, that a collection of hymns 
without them w6uld !*em incomplAe. Such, for example, is Nekton's ** flow 
sweet the name of Jesus sounds.” ^There are others which are*not in the least 
suited for congregational worship. Poems, for example, like the seventh in the 
present volume are Hot acts of worship, but diatrib^ Some ln^in B<'i»pmyers, 
but trail into sermons, like the 2Z(l. But all Cowper's hy^ns throw light 
u^mn his mental state at the time, and Iherp* are seveR(^ allusions to thi 
circumstances of his life. Such coinjtositions as Nos. o and — the om 
written in joy, the ^thcr in sadness,—arc not only Itiautiful, but such as 
probably all faithful Christian? at one time or another are ready adopt. Bu 
it is different with such pieces as Nos. 37—44. The expressions of assuranci 
are hardly to be di.stingui.shcd from cries of despair. ** Assurance of ffiilvation* 
is a cardinal point in the Calvinist's crce<i, and it would not Im; difficu^ 
to lay one’s hand upon a remarkable case in #hich great physical energy anc 
exulK'rant animal spirits Joined with this xvsurance have given wouderfu 
life and power to a preacher. I'reaching comes so easy in such a||ase, 
attempt to grapple with the hard problems which perplex md&Kasujjtlc anr 
thoughtful fniads, there is an impatience of them ; the* creed is an fa|y one U 
its holder, and he ]^cs on his way rejoicing. But C'ou'iier’s mind wn^ delicalt 
one, his brain restless and busy; the full assurance which on Newton’s word lu 
hdjj to be necessary was a jdiysical impossibility with him, and thereof oamc 
despondency and sadness. The^igh wave is nt>l m«>re naturally followed by the 
deep trough. Brootling ovef his morbid sensations increased them; his mind 
oscillated fearfully on the Ixilancc between assurance of salvation, and assurance 
of perdition, till his wh(4c l>eing reeled and tottered. #efc>re the w*rk Ij^ 
proceeded very far, he was a second time insane. This^accouftts for tl»e fad 
that eight years elapsed between the jirojcclion of the Olry^y Hymns and t^ieirpubli 
^ cation. The return of his malady also put a stop to liis intcmled marriage will 
Mrs. Unwin. "Their engagement hi^ been warmly dcnicfl. Southey writes 
“I believe it to be utterly unfounded ; for tlfat no such engagement was cithci 
known or sus|>cctcd by Mr. Newton I am cnabltsl to assert, and who can su]>pos( 
that it tvould have liecn concealed from him.*” On what ground he makes thh 
• assertion he does not say, but there is an assertion on the Mhy s^lc, lately madi 
known, of which Vhe truth cannot be doubted. Mr. Bull, in his Memorials (; 
Ncwtoll, declares that again an«l again lic^luul ht.ard his father say tn|^t the} 
were about to lie married when (,'owpcr*s malady returned in 1793# *f*d iha 
Bull knew this from Mrs. Unwin herself. And then he atlds jhe following extiat 
from Newton's hithcrlounpublishcd diary 

“They were cmTCnt;iI epirits, united in the f:iii’i*.‘inH hopethe gn»\x\, and their tnlimatt 
aod growing frieid^ip led them in ihc course oWwur or five yearn to |n cngagcnicut of UMrrui4,e, 
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which w.%k weU known to me, anil to most of their andln^ friends, and was to have taken piaoe 
id a few inunths, but wa*^>i:)rented by the terrible malady which seized him about that time. 

'I'his settles the quesAon, an 4 shows that Southey was mlstali^n. llie evidence 
^ from Cowiier's own letters i.s loo slight to bu|d upon, but^viewed in the light of 
the positive statement, it is confirmatory. Cowper must have known that, as far as 
society is concerned, he was in a false posfhion with regard to Mrs. Unwin. 
1 le could hardly expect that his excellent and pure life woi|ld secure them from 
ill-naturftl remarks, nor did it; but it i.s moreover natural to suppose that their 
feelings towarrli^ach other had changed. Her kiiidnc.s.s at first had'recalled to 
his memory the lo^^f his long-lost mother > he had leaned upon her and admired 
her. But ajter her husband's death her kindness was no l^gcr that of the wife of 
an old man, it was that of a woman only four or^ivc years his .senior. And thus 
fricmlship, tf\.ist, and admiration, ended in marriage engagement. Cowper’s 


condirioi^ from this time forwanl was not such as to render a renewal of their 
'liopes possible, and there is no further evidence upon the subject. But the fact 


rs now stated throws light upon a matter which will find its due place in our 
liistory, and which has caused much perjilcxity. 


The second attack of insanity came on by degrees. Ilis letters at this time, as 
wUlTas’fiic Oliiry Hymns, show his oscillations of spirit. 

The ftjlldwmg extracts from the Memorials of Newton are painfully expressive :— 
“TueSdSy, July 7 —Time fujly taken up in vi.siling^nd receiving visits. 

Preachcd^lhe Great House from Hcb. ii. 18, to whidi 1 wasted by Mr. Cou'per’s 


prayer." 
Next day, 


in a letter to his ufife, he says :— 


“ Dear Sir Cowper i# in the depths as much as ev«r. The manzier of his prayer 
*last night led me to speak from Heb. ii. iS. 1 do not think he was much the 
better ij^r it, but pgrhaps it might suit others.” 

^ —I • ^ ^ 

Not the better for it! No, fi)r most unwittingly Newton has created a 
Frankenstein, and is no^ .sorrowing that he cannot control it.* 

On January 2, 1773, Newton writes thus :— 

“My time and thoughts much engrossgd to-day by an afilicling and critical 
dispensation at Orchard Side. 1 was sent for early this morning, and returned 
astoni.shcd and grievctl.” 

There was too .sad reason for grief. The poor lunatic had again attempted his life, 
and he repeated tl e nttAnpt more than once. He became ]>crsuaded that it was 
the s«ivt\fcign will of G*k 1 that he should do .so, and bec.iuse he failed, he believed 
himself'oiUemned to double pcrtlitio/j. He ceased not only from public worship. 


* •' I belifve my n.-imc is up about the country for prearhine (icople ina<!: for whether it is owing 
to the sc(lcnt.irv life thtf wuiucn lead here, jK^rinR over their flacej pillows for ten or twelve hiium 
everyday, nml breathing confined air in their crowdctl little n>om.s. or whatever m.ay be the ' 
iinmetli.'ite cause, I suppose luive near a 'doren in cltfiercnt degrcc'^ disordneed in their heads, 
and most of them, I beuevc, truly gracious people.r 0/ RewtoM to 1 luttHton. 



INTRODUCTORY MEMOIR. 


xlr 


but from private prayer. **For\im to implore mercy/* h<^sgiid» **would o^tly anger 
God the more.'* 

In order to be <^t of hearing of themoisc of Uie axmual fair, which was held in April,, 
he visited Newton at Ahe vicarage, lind being there, entreated not to l>e sent away. 
Theie he remained till May in the following year; «u piteous were his tears and 
entreaties to be suffered to remain, that Newton had not the heart to remove him. 
His malady, on tlft whole, was still increasing upon him. Yet it w^ not till 
Octol)er 1773 that Newton thought of consulting Dr. Cotton. ^ It was too late 
then; perhaps it would have been of no use earlier.* Some yea; 4 'later the unhappy 
patient described the thousand fanbies which beset him; ^ut there is no good 
ill repeating a^ick maa’s dreams. Mrs. Unwin watched ovJT him all this time with 
the most tender solicitude. (She undertook the care of him single-handed, and 
sliared her diminished income with him. The expense of his living fell heavily also 
on Newton, as appears from a letter to his benefactor Thornton; butt Newton’s 
affection,was too unselfish to allow him to put his jioor friend from his house. 
During this sad time Cowjier employed himself in gardening. He spoke little,~ 
never except when questioned. The first signs of improvement were seen in the 
garden; he began to make remarks on the state of the trees, ai^ lhe^ti^]ng«f 
them. ' One day when feeding the chickens some trifle made him ^**That is 

the first siwle^for sixteen months,” said Newton. His (^mpanion, taj^ing courage 
from this, propose*^ to return home. He Consented, and having don^o, was im> 
jiatient of the few days* necessary delay. At home; he again took to gdnlening, and 
also to rarpentering. A friend g.'ive him three hares, which he may be sqjd to 
have immortalised. Ten years hiter he wrote his famous article in the Centieman^s 
Magazine [Junq, 172(4], giving an account of these animals,*and his arrangements for 
tiieir health and comfort. His fricnd.s, pleased with his interest, gave him othef 
animals—five rabbits, twe^ guinea-pigs, two dogs, a magpie^cu^ay, a starling, and 
some pigcon.s, canaries, and goldfinches. The interest he took in^them shows Oiai ’ 
his mind was partially recovering itself, though the clouds stiA hung heavily upon it. 
“As long as he is employed,” says Newton of this period, “he is (olefabJy easy; 
but as soon a» he leaves off, he is instantly swallowed up by the most gloomy 
apprehensions, though in everything tliat doef not concern his own peace he is as 
sensible and discovers as quick a judgment as ever.”* 

\Vh»t I have already said will indicate the opinion to which I have been 
brought on the relation of iiis religious views to his mAelncssj 1 have never for¬ 
gotten—who coul^], in reading this strange and melancholy life?—that insanity is 
verily «n inscrutable mystery, on which it behoves our words at all iim^s to be 
wary dnd few. I do not believe certainly tfiat religious opinions wei% the original 
cause.of the madness. When I began the study of this li/e I lielicvcd that I 
should find that the vifws were merely ihc/om which the madness harnened to 

* Bull, p. aoa. 
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take. But *this belitf%| cannot now hold. It became as clear to me as any 
demonstration could msKce it, t]|,*it the Calvinistic doctrine and religious excitements 
« threw an already trembling mind ofT its balai|ce, and aggravated a malady which 
but for them might probably have been cured.* * 

In 1776 he re<^mmenced A)rrespondence, as^well as reading, and his letters are 
even playful. lie had written none since 1772. One of the first was to Hill, 
thankingiliim for a present of fish.* He also took to sketching, and drew **moun- 
tains, valleys, Mfppds, streams, ducks, and dahchicks.*’ But this employment 
hurt his eyes. Hb^Gprmed a’plan of takiti|g three or four boys into his house 
as pupils,t |)ut none offered. Several friends. Hill especially, lent him books, 
on which he sent bacic criticisms. In one letter he^asks especiallyYor a work on 
the microscope, and Vincent Bourne’s Poems. But his letters as yet were few. 

In September 1779 Mr. Newton, who was disappointed and out of heart at 
Wiis ill-suctcss M'ith the people of OIney, was presented by Tliomton to the living 
.St. Mary Woolnoth, and left OIney at the end of the year. His last act before 
doing so was the publication of the OIney Hymns, by which Cowper was first 
intr«Kluced to the world. His departure naturally made great changes in Cowper’s 
doii|gs, the chief being that he had much time thrown on his hands. 
In orde%to 4 n^up the gap in his small circle of acquaintance, Newton, on leaving, 
introduccjl Aiim to the Rev. W. Bull, an Independent minister residing a\ Newport* 
Pagnell, f«^ miles from OIney. This choice was a happy onc^ and they became 
fast friends. Cowper had a knack of giving all hLs friends nicknames, and 
Mr. ^hdl become “Carissime TJaurorum.” But the distance between their hontps, 
and Mull’s hard work, prevented them from being much together, and Cowper was 
jlhrowm on his own resources. He w'orked at his garden with mAre energy than 
ever, built frames for pine plants, and glazed the kitchen windows. Of his last 
nclweveAcnt he gi^s% very humorous account in one ^ his letters. He revivetl 
his l.aw studies*a littjp, and gave advice gratis in a few cases. But, happily 
for English 1itcrnture,*he Itegan to betake himself regularly to poetical composition. 
It is Tioliceabte that “Nose v. Eyes,” as well as the lines “On the Burning of 
I.onl Mansfield’s Library,” were written npw. .Speaking of the first of these, 
—“Happy is the man,” says he, “who knows just so much law as to make 
himself a little merry now and then with the solemnity of judicial proceedings.” 
But in a letter to Newton a few days later, he uses a ghastly similitude about 
this jocularity. H«, compares himself to harlequin dancing round a corpse. , 

His ]^fpphecy concerning Thurlow had been fulfilled in Juilfe 1778, when the 
latter sivcc^dcd Earl Bathurst as I.on|- Chancellor of England. Co\\q>er*s tyiends 
hoped that this would bring some preferment to him, and William Unwin, now 


♦ Cowper was remarldiWy fond of **The most ichthyophaenus of Protestants” he’called 
himself. It is most amiising, in turning ovcf his letters, to And nims asking for Ash over and 
over t 

1 Letter to Hill, July 6,1776. 
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' become Rector of Stock, in Essex, lifiged him to write to J'hxrluw. Ihit Cowpe» 
M’as much too seimUve to do so. *'He is very libe^, gent^us, and discerning,*' 
he replied, ‘*but he u well aware of tte tricks that sire played upon such occasions, 

. and after fifteen years* indsmiption of im intercourse between us, would translate my 
letter into this language—Pray remen^ber the poor.** Ihit he was ndt without great 
hope that Thurlow would do something for him unasked, and it is not impossible 
that the latter had tife will to do so, but lacked opjmrtunity. At any jKite he 
appointed, without solicitation, his and Cowper*s friend Hill as his sepetnry. There 
seems an expression of disappointment in the end qf a letter^;. Cowper to Hill, 
datol February 15, 1781. "Farewell, my friend, better than any I have to boast 
. of either among<he LorGs~-or gentlemen of the House of Cuhimons.** The latter 
clause probably refers to his cousfh, Colonel Cowper, judging from somssexpressions 
in the earlier part of the letter, llie letters written at this period are among the 
most delightful of his compositions, full of kindly humour, and rarely^morbid. 
Even those to Newton—there are not many—avoid religious discussion. He 
encloses to whomsoever he may be writing the last'new poem he has thrown off, 
apparently with no thought but that of amusing his friends. 

One piece written now requires special mention, and that no^of acpV»R^.vit' 
character. Martin Madan's name has occurred more than once in th’UJsiography; 
it will lie reidembcred that he was Cowper’s first cousin, aad chaplain of)the Lock 
Hospital. In 1781 he published a work in tiro laigc octavos, to which^e after* 
wards added a third as supplement, entitled ITtelyphthora ; or a Trtatise on 
Afarj^tagr,'*, and the estimate which he made of h^ performance may be judged 
by the first sentence which it coiftains :—"The Author doth not scruple to call 
this Treatise one of the mos? important and interesting thiblications that have 
appeared since the days of the Protestant Reformation.** The substance of it is 
that Polygamy is a state which was not only allowed byotlih Most KIgh t.” 
the Jews, but spoken of in His law in such a manner,fts to^show that it 
received His sanction to the end of the world. There is «in abundance of leameil 
discussion of the sacred languages, and many quotations from the Fatners, the 
author throughout taking his position, upon the strictest literalism, and hold¬ 
ing himself bound by every word of the Sfacred Book, but rejecting eveiy 
other ground of argument The book has never been,,reprinted,—not even by 
Brigham* Young. But it is a work which has left its mark. It is no wild 
ti:ue$s to say that it had much to do with John Henry Ne'Wman*) growing di'sgust 
towards, and final Rejection of, Protestantism. "Protestantism,** he sai<^ long 
Ijefore fitting the English Church, "has sopictimes developed into P^lya^my.*’ 
When one remembers what the tone of his mind was from youth, wiiat a high 
store ho set upon the celibate life, it will be felt with what shuddering he must have 
penned that sentence. Aknd when it is compared with his renewed and distinct 
reference to M&an’s book in his celebraj^ correspondence with Mr. Kingsley 
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,j(pp.i^,i8K there 091^ be no question that i£ ^stem which could have produced ' 
such a book must lonj, have ipised an antagonism in his mind. 

Cowper and Newton would of course htwe no such thought as this. Instead 
of generalizing upon it, they came to tUb conclusionathat it was simply the* 
work of a vic»us and immorally-minded o^an. To one who knows so little of 
Madan as I have been able to discover, it is impossible to give any judgment on ' 
this pqint. But internal cvi<lence does not support such a*view. If Madan ever 
looked sorrowfully upon his charge at the Lock, and thought how each fallen 
woman had b^^n once an 4nnocent child, and might have been a happy wife 
with children roulfd her knees, is it to ^le wondered at that he pondered on 
the question *‘On Qtrhat theory these have been%ives?’« Dwelling upon 
this,—being (let it be remembered) a Puritan in tBeology, and Judaizing in his view 
of the Scriptures,—one is not surprised that he rushed into the notion that the^ ^ 
, polygaity of the Mosaic days is not contrary to the will of God, and that by the 
restoration of it harlotry might be put an end to. If we start with the assumption 
*that the law of the Pentateuch #s the basis and limit of all moral legislation whatso¬ 
ever,—and such an assumption should scarcely api>ear startling to many Protestants, 

I- T-th,on the whole of Madan’s doctrine follows as a matter of course, for no one 
disputes t>uia.^inor premiss, that Polygamy w'as allowed and practised. But those 
who hol^l that the wo^ld has been under a Divine Education, tl;iat*the Christian 
Churcli.has mounted on the stepping-stones of Judaism to higher things, will hold 
the theorjr to l)C an outrage on religion,— on the whole Bible. The consensus of 
Christian nations, of all naUons indeed which have emerged out of barbarism, 
has a far higher authority in this matter than ftxts out of Leviticus.* It is not 
wonderful that the flghteous instincts of Cowpet revolted at<the theory. But 
' considering his kinship with Madan, and their former intercourse, his course is 
ccrlairly much t» regretted. Ilis epigrams upoOfthe book, poor enough, were 
'^'bnly written dor Newton’s eye; but he wrote, and printed anonymously (1781), 
a long Poem entitled ** Antithelyphthora,*’ f and a wretched production it is. It 
seems Ihmwst incredible that such a foolish straining after the comic, such a 
coarse and vulgar effusion, could have proceeded from so delightful a humorist 
and such a thorough gcntlemaif. It may be said in excuse that he was now 
only a novice in the art of Poetry, and that as most of the poets' that he had 
read were coarse, he may have thought it a necessity to be the same, just US Waller 
coulcl not get on without an inniginary Saccharissa. 

Cow^tcr appears to have been somewhat ashamed of the ptiduclion himself, for 
neither h*» nor his executors ever included it in his works. It was only by a curious 
accident that its aui 1 )or-<liip was discovered. Southey found, in a lx>ok which he 
had borrow’ed, a qote fi om Samuel Rose—a friend of Cowper’s of whom mention 

* For thoughts h> this criticisni'l am indebted to niy friend Profesjor Plumptre. 
t See p.»ge 33a 
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will hereafter be made,—to Isaac keid, shut between the leare^ os a marker. In, 
this note Rose, in answer to a question, gives the name of tn% poem, and speaks of 
It as Cowper*s. Soiiuey made inquiry^t the British Museum, and found the work, 
printed iu quarto. Allusions in Comer's letters confirm the proof of its author* 
ship, and it has ever since been included in his works - If his ov. n wishes could 
^ have been consulted, I cannot help thinking that it would have continued buried in 
the Museum. 

It was Mrs. Unwin who first proposed to him some work of greater importance, 
and on his acquiescence suggested "The Progress of Fjror,” to be .'fade the subject 
of a moral satire. He found the new occupation so congenial'\o his taste, and so 
successful in dispelling his melancholy, that he worked at it Incessantly. When 
that was finished, he wrote "Truth,” "Table-Talk,” "Expostulation,”/til in such 
rapid succession, that these four poems, begun in December 1780, were finished in the 
following March. He had acquainted Newton with what he was doing, ( 4 id now 
requested him to find a publisher. His intention was to add a few of his smaller 
pieces to these large ones, and so to make a moderrte-sized Volume. Newton went 
to his own publisher, Joseph Johnson, who at once consented, and took all the risk. 
The volume was sent to the publisher in April 1781, and he, on the groi>nd./haJ . 
the publishing season was over, proposed to Cowper to enlarge the" He 

accordingly urotie " Hope,” and soon afterwards " Charity.” The latter pccupied 
him about a fortnight; it was finished on the 12th of July. Whilst the ^ok was 
l>eing printed, he began once more, and wrote "Conversation,” and “Remement.” 
Ue also called upon Newton to assist him further by writing a preface. After 
some'demur, Newton consented. When it was written, Johnson was frightened at 
the serious tone of it, and, though Cowper was still will'mg to let it appear, 
Ix>th he and Newton agreed to its being withdrawn, though the latter was 
somewhat displeased. It was first printed in the fifth edition;] a*i his requerV It 
will l>e found in p. 47 of the present volume; in all other respects, pp. 4$—17^ 
contain a reprint of the first edition. ** 

On the eve of publication Cowper disclosed it for the first time to Unwin. The 
latter, who had be^n the recipient of all his small pieces as they were produced, was 
hurt at his friend’s reticence, and Cowper, evidently conscious that he had ground for 
annoyance, laboured, not with the best grace, to remove it. lie was, however, suc- 
:e8sful, and friendship continued uninterrupted. A few stanzas were hastily written, 
uid placed at the end of the volume, in order that if tht*^ should be the author’s 
ast puBlication, a m^orial of his friendship with Unwin might l>e preserved. 

All thi» while he was very happy, kept so by employment and by hope., tt was 
ivhile he Vas correcting his proofs, during whalfhe called an African suiAmer, that 
ne hit upon a simple means of comfort. He had previously built hiansclf a grecn- 
iiouse, which a gardener, he said, would thiqk nothing of carrying away on l)is 
hack. He now iopverted it into a summerhouse, hanging mats all round to keep 
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excellences ore faithfully reflecteu u ■ the pocins of Cowper., Kxperivicntal *' 
one of Newton’s favourite words, and the reli^on taiiglf; by him was too much 
based upon expeiJences and though^ and feelings, and thus often fell short of the 
fulness and breadth of Gospel. Ijie morbid sclf>consciousness which is often so 
painful in Cowper Ls certainly owing, in some degree,^to the samoioausc. 'I'lie two 
quiet recluses at Olney, spending lihlf their time in reading Evangelical sermons, 
and discussing themeafterwards,* never brought into contact with active,men of 
the world, became unable to make allowance, or to view charitably opinions which 
did not coincide with their own. Hut, on the other hand, CowpcFs natural kindli* 
ness and generosity caused his narrov« ness of view to vanish directly he came into 
contact with gqpd peo{:.le who thought differently. The indignation which flashes 
along his lines Is directed against an abstract ** Mr. Legality; ” had he met with 
him in the flesh, he would have shown more consideration for him. The only 
personalities in these poems are the attacks upon *'Occiduus” and Madan, both 
in “The Progress of Error.” Had he known a live bishop, he might even have 
shown some mercy to his order. Certainly no man ever disliked bishops more 
dbrdially ;f and as one lo.^ks over the list of that period there seems little reason 
why he should have held them in veneration. Thomas Newton and LowiJiarethe- 
only names which have any claim to be remembered. A curious iBM^ni;e of what 
we have been saying is furnished by the fact that in his poem of '‘Expr^stulation’* 
Cowper spoke severely of the Roman Catholics, but, alter it was printed,off, can* 
celled the leaf.t It has been commonly asserted and denied that he did so out of 
respect to the Throckmortons, who were Roman tiatholics, and whose acquainls^ce 
he Had made in the interval. § ‘it is not unlikely (hat there is some truth in this 
statement, 'rhqy came into ^-lis neighbourhood just at the time when the poem 
was being printed, and though there W’as no intimacy till two years after, there 
were civilities between them. But it was probably simple goo 4 Uste which Iptl 
to make the cancel. One thing we never lose sight of in reading Cpwper—he i$‘a 
gentleman, welbbred, scholarly, pure>minded, sincere, and without offence. When 
he exchanged a harsh view for a more charitable one, it was not thijpugd policy, 
but because expedience had modified his opinion. 

His political views also smack of hisVetirement. He had no books of his own, 
and was dependent upon loans from his friends, lib knowledge of hbtory was 
very slight For example, he thought that the Latin element in our language was 
owing to the Roman conquest He sat'at home and ipad Mrs. Macaulay and 
the St. Jameses Chtronidei and prophesied without a misgiving of error that the 

* Age XKXtT. , 

1 dd flot know whether the following expremion of opinion has ever appeared in print. I 
copied it from his M.S.: “Bishops are sam Sfipiu, 7affTepc£ apYui." Dated ^pt. 24, 1786. It is 
chanctefistic of him that on renewing acquaintance, years afterwards, with his old friend Walter 
Bn^, he went somewhat out of hb way to speak a civil word of his brother, who had been made 
Bira<^ of Norwich (Tirocin: im, p. 090, 1 . 43s). ' - 

t Sm note oa EijjwstulatioD, L 390. f See hereaftei/page Iv. 
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> The titles of his poems are somewhat mi^ading. *‘Thc A^ogress of Error/* 
for example, pleads us to expect a philosophiAl dis(|uisitioii^ whereas we find that 
the sum of this^oem is thJt operas, card>p]:^ing, intemperance, gluttony, read¬ 
ing of bad novels, are the causes of Error; that they who hate tnith shall be the 
dupe oklies. Quite true, of course; but who supposes thA this is an adequate 
account of the progress of Error? In like manner “Truth" is not an essay u]X)n 
Truth in the abst||ct, but an«|ssertion of the sinfulness of man, the perfection of 
God, and hence the need of the propitiation t>f Christ. 

The author impro\^ in his style by practice. The versiicationqf the “ Progress 
of Error” ia harsh, but that of “Expostulation"•is highly finished. The latter 
is throughout a beautiful poem. It is an impassioned address to England to avoid 

• the sin, iStd the consequent ruin, of the Jews, and is said to have been suggested by 
^ fast-sermon of Newton’s. Cowper himself liked it better than those which pre¬ 
ceded it.* So, too, althbugh “ linpe" is based on the same idea as that which forms 
the subject of “ Truth,” and contains nothing tliat has not been said before, it b 

nnuch^Miire plying and kindly in expression. “ Charity” really concludes this 
series qf ; “Conversation” and “Retirement” are quite distinct from it 

“ Conver^tion” is the lightest in tone of all j its versification, tem, is delightful, 
while thi^hole piece is full of wisdom and goodness. “ Retirement ” has been 
called the most foetical piece, being rich in illustration, as well as graceful and 
picturesque. There is less sarire in it than in the other pieces. But taken as a 
whole, the stinging satire is the most telling fcatum of the whole series of Pdlms. 
The sketches of the fdk-hunting clergyman and ob the travelling youth in the 
“Progress of Error,” of *‘the andent prude” in “Truth,” of the proser in 
“ Coniersation," mibl, best of all, of Sir Smug ir^“Hope” are wonderfully 
]K>inteil and vigorous. The force and severity, joined to good humour and 
frcetlom Jrom coarseneu and offensiveness, have never been excelled unless by 
the lamented author of the “Book of Snobs.” His language is always well 
chosen, always the handmaid of the sense. Sometimes he buasts out into im«* 
imsioned earnestness, os in **BxpostulAion,” and at the end of “Hope." 
But he falls back into placid smoothness. To use his own simile, hen.lways rides 
Pegasus with a curb. His rhymes are very frequently indeed inexact, most so than 
those of .any English poet. + It would be hard to find a page without a fals^ 
rhyme^or a prosaic line. He intended to produce ^>aridy^ bg^ when we firld him 
expre^iiiji his belief that he has removed all inaccuracy we can only sajbthat his 
ear was at fliult. * • 

* ** * have written it with tnlerakle e««e to and in my own otunion (for an opiaion I am 

bound to ha\*e about what 1 write whether i will or no), with itnorcjcniphasis and enerirv than in , 
eitlicr the oiners.’ 
t Sec note oa page 3. 
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Such was his first volume, n njipcarcd in March its prjpc was 3 .r. 

He sent copies to a few only of his friends. Among thipi weiv the t'haneellor 
and Colman, no^ manager of theAllaymarket theatre. The copy to 'I'hurlow 


was accompanied by th| following Icier:— 


'Mv Lord, —I make no a] 


wlogy ft 
tld I sent 


or whai I account a duty 


“^Iney, Ttucks^IVti 
; I Mioiild ofTcnd against 


tlic cordiality 

ofoiir former friendship should I send a volume into the world, .-uul forget how much I am hound 
to pay my particular res||(cLH to your Lordship upon that occasion. When wc jmrted you little 
thought of hearing from me again ; and 1 as little that 1 .should live to write to you, stilMess that 
I .should wait on you in the capacity of an autiunr. 

Among the lueces 1 have the honour to send, there is one fur which T mu.st entreat your panlon. 
I mean thru of which your I.<irdshtp is the siihjcct. The liest cxcu-.!: I can va.tke is, that it flowed 
almost siKintancousIy from the affectionate ecimftnbrance of a coiiiiexiAi that did me .so much 
honour. ^ ^ 

“ As to the rest,4heir mei#.s. If they have any, and their defe< ts, whiclAre probably more (ban I 
am aware of, will neither of them csci^ your notice. Ihit where there is much ilisccriuncnt, there 
is gcncr.dly much candour; and I cuininit myself into your la>rdship’s hands, with tlKlcs.s.anxiety, 
lasmc well acquainted with yours. 

" If my lin.t visit, .after so long .an interval should prove neither a troublesome nor ndgll one, but 
especi.illy if not altogether an unprofitable our, tnunr tuU futurfutu. * 

'* 1 have the honour to be, though with very different impressions of some snbjcrts, yet with the 
sama sciitiiiiciits of affcciiou aud esteem as ever, your J.ordship’s faithful and niost i hedieiil,, 
humble serv.int, _ • “ W. C.” ' 


Neither Thuiluw nor Coiman acknowledged the gift; and Hill, who of course 
was much with Thtirlow, and had mentioned Cow[)cr’s name to li^, iicMn^hcard 
a word from him on this subject. Colman, too, on puhlisliing his Ir^lwitj# of the 
Poetica ^o<m after, hurt Cowper’s feelings by not sentiing him a cofiy. Some 
nv^nths after, the poor Poet, who had hitherto hoped against hope, ^ve vent 
t'/hi;> wounded feelings in his indignant ** Valediction.”* 

I S4rivin{j^ to be unconcerned, he now watched 4o sec his volume running ^he 
/gauntlet of the critics. The *Rcidew immediately fell foul of the 
^ volume. South%y has disinterred and giblietcd the article, which is evidently 
the \york of .some pert and ignorant youth—nothing mope nor lcs.s llian a 
pompous noodle,” a.s Thadkcray said of one of his critics. few excerpts will 
siifhce:—“ Not posses-sed of any abilities or power of genius; “ wtftk and languid 
verses;” **neither novelty, spirit, or animation;” *‘flat aj^d tddious“^o better 
.than a dull sermon; ” “ very indifferent verse; ” “ coarse, vulgar, and*unpoc(ica]. ” 
Dihcr magazines, the GmtUmatls ant] the London^ spoke in approbation ; and 
])r. Benjamin Franklin delighted the Poet by writing to Mr. Tliornton, who 
sent him the volume, a discriminating and highly favourable opinion. The 
Montkl/t the chief of the reviews, dela^^cd a long time, but at length spoke 
in pi;;ii.se. But though the critics admitted him as S poe% they could ncit 
make him a popAar one. People apparently made up their minds ||iat he 
was a Ikry good sort of a man, uho wrote ^ice verses on the Evangelic^ side, 
and troubled themselves no more alx>ut him. The volume did not sell. Another 
lady became the means of inking him popular. 

* P* 354- dbte on it. 
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Laiiy Austen was (he -widow of a baronet, Ctnd sister-in*law of a clergyman 
named Jones, resictirf^ at Clifton, near Olncy, with whom Cowpar had a 
slight acquaintance. In theViummer of i^i, whilst he wa^preparing his first 
volume for press, Cowper saw the two sisvrs shopping gjin the street at Olney. 
lie was so Arqi;k with Austen’s appearance that he persuaded Mrs. Unwin 
to invite them to tea. 'I'hcy came ; then Ift vras so shy that Mrs. Unwin had 
difficulty in bringing him to meet them. But as soon a%they met all reserve 
vanished, and they were “like old friends together.” Lady Austen and he soon 
came to address, each other as “William” and “Sister Ann.” For awhile all 
went delightfully^'* <^8116 was lively and fu’l of anecdote^ and sang and played 
well; and«slic was pleased with him, the well-bred, int(;{esting^ Jhoughtful man. 
The party dined, walked, pic-nicked togethere constantly, and Lady Austen 
announced Tier intention of taking a house at Olney, as the lease of her town house 
was fica4y out. When she returned to town in October, both Cowper and Mrs. 
Unwin felt the blank. The “ Poetical Epistle ” at p. 337 was addressed to her 
•during this absence, and may be read with interest here. It will be seen that 
he anticipated great results ?rom the new acquaintance, though what they 
are to be does not exactly appear. It w’as written in December 1781, yet in 
the following*" February a fracas had tl*l*cn place which nearly brought the 
acquaihtokce to an en<l. The circumstances are unknown, the only account 
being ooAained in a "letter from ,Cowper to Unwin. *‘The lady, in her 
corrcsptSlikcncc,” he says, expressed a sort of romantic idea of our merits, 
and built such expectations of felicity upon our friendship, as we were 
sure that nothing human cdRi possibly answqf, and I wrote to Ker ndt to 
think more lightly of»us than the subject would yrarrant; and^ intimating that 
when we cmlrellish a creature with colours taken from our own fancy, and so 
adom^l, admire and praise it Ireyond its real merits, we make it an Idol, and 
idiave nothing to expect in the end but that it will deceive our hopes, and that 
we shall derive noting from it but a painful conviction of our error. "Vour 
mother heard me read ^le letter; she read it herself, .and honoured it with her 
warm approbation. But it gave mortal offence. It received, indeed, an answer,* 
but such a one as I could by no means reply ta” What are we to make of all 
this? Had l^y Austen fallen in love vrith him, and been reficlled in this 
letter of his at Mrs. Unwin’s instigation? Or was Mrs. Unwin jealou% without 
cause? If so, no wonder that Lady /Aisten was angry. Probability, considering 
events which folldwed, inclines to the former view. That it w^ a quarrel b^ween 
the kiJius espcdnlly, appears from an expression of Hayley, who had ^een the 
corres^mlDunce. He calls it “a trifling feminine discord.” • 

Meanwhile Cowper might with advantage have learned from this, that two persons 
w'ho are not brother and sister had better not call themselves so. However, 
the breath was soon heajpd. She seht him some worked^ru£9es ^ a present, got 
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a civil message in return, and soon afterwards they niet.|j#Arier a fiAv minutes*' 

awkwardness they^were all as friendly as ever. ^ Uefore long she had taken 
up her residence in the vicarage Olney. And now began the most sunny 
• period in Cowper’s life.* His letters are full of fun and frolic, and cemparativcly 
free from melancholy. The trio ^cre constantly fbgcther, ci^aged in (jiiiet 
amusements, *'Lady Austen playing on the harpsichord," as he sa)'s in one 
letter, MrSv Unwin*and himself playing battledore and shuttlecock, and the 
little dog under the chair howling to admiration." “In the morning,” says 
mother letter, “I walk with one or other of ihe ladic.^ ‘'ind in the after- 
iKwm wind thread. Thus did Hercules, and thus prolmbly did Samson, and 
thus do I,” • * ^ 

When low spirits overtook him, Lady Austen’s sprightliness was generally able 
to exorcise them. One afternoon when he was in this condition, she tol^ him the 
story of John Gilpin. He lay awake half the night convulsed with Laughter, and by 
the next morning had turned it into a ballad. It was sent to Unwin, who sent^ 
It on to thewhere it appeared anori^rmously.’ It attracted no special 
notice, until three yearsaftriw^ards it came under the eye of Richard Sharp—“Con¬ 
versation Sharp” as he was commonly known to the literary society the 
period. He showed it to Henderson, a first-class actor of the tmofmv])o was 
then giving public readings at Freemasons’ Hall. He road “John Gilpgi,’’ and 
electrified the audience, Mrs. Siddons among them. The ballad waa„ seprinted 
again and again, and the famous horseman was seen in all the printshops. Some 
oth^ smaller pieces were owing to Lady Austen, beisg written for her to sing. But 
they were trifles indeed comparedTwith the poem which placed him in the first place 
among the authAs of his timef namely, “Tins Task.” 

Lady Austen had often begged him to try his hand at blank verse. “I will,” 
he answered one day, *'if»yOu will give me a subject.” •^0h, you ca# write 
upon any subject,” said she: “write upon this Sofa” And^ htf began; hence 
the great poem, and hence its title. It was begun in the smnmft’ of 1783, ^d com- 
,]>leted in about twelve months. But before it was finished anothef breach had 
taken place between him and Lady Agsten', and this time it was final. Of this 
separatidn vra have notices from two hands—^very slight, it is true, but pointing to 
a definite conclusion. The first is Cowper’s. In a letter to Unwin, dated July 12, 
1784, offer disciL^ng other topics, he writes: 

” \H>ii are goin^ to Bristol A lady, not long since* our Bear neighlx>ur, is 
probably there; she tuas there very lately. If you should chance to fall ftito her 
company, remember, if you please, that we fifund the connexion on so^8 aftounts 
an inconvenient one; that we do not wish to renew it; and conduct yourself 
accordihgly. A character with which we spend all our time should be made on 
purpose for us ;^oo milCh or too little of anf ingredient i^ils all. In the instance 
in question, the dissimilitude was too grgat dot to be felt continually, and conse- 
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(juenlly inifcle »jur ii^tf course iimilfi-int. \Xle"liive reason, however, to believe 
that she lias ^iveii up isi liiiiu<'liL'i of a return to (>lucy.” 

And ui(rhicei\ months after, ne \\riles to l<«Iy Hcskcih as folfc ws;— 

“There came a lady imo this country, name aiulftitlc Lady Austen, the 
widow of the Utc Sir Rriicjrt Austen. At first she lived with her sister, about 
a mile from Olney ; l>ut in a few weeks took lodjjiii'js at the vicarage here. 
Hclwci;jii the lieira^^e and the back of our house are intcifiosed our garden,-an 
oivliaril, and the g.uden belonging to the vicarage. Slic had lived much in France, 
w.is very seusiblc^.iiid had udinilc vivacity. She took a groat liking to us, ami 
we to her. She haft' been usetl to a great Vleal of company, and we fearing iliat 
she would find siichli traivsitioii into silent rclirenieiit irh^omc, yjontiived to give 
her our ngr^'eable com]mny often. Heconiing continually mure and moie intimate, 
a practice obtained at length of our dining with each other alternately every day, 

, .SuMday.s'c\cc])ted, In oriler to facilitate our communication, we made doors in 
the tw'o garden walls abovesaid, l>y which means we considerably .shortened the 
Vay from one house to the c^iher, and could meet when we pleased without 
entering the town at all; a mea.siire the rather ewpedient, because the town is 
aboniipably dirty, and she kept no carriage. On her first settlement in our 
ncighboi^uy^, 1 made it my own particular business (for at that time 1 was not 
emjiloyxil^in w-riiing, having published my lii^st volume and nut bcj^ui^ my second) 
to pay itv devoirs to her lady'^ilip every morning at eleven. Customs very soon 
become huv’.s. 1 began 7'kc Tosk; for she was the l.nly who gave me the Sofa far 
ntifibject. lieing once engaged in the woik, I began to feci the ineonvcnicnce of 
my morning allciulance. \Vc*lud seldom brealrjf.isitd our.sclvcs till ten; amt the 
intervening hour was All the time that I e«»ul<l (iiulrin the whole.day for writing, 
and occasionally it woiiM hafipen that the half of that hour was all tliat I couM 
sccure^for the piHfp^'-.e. but there was no remedy. ,I.ong usage had made thai 
"^■(lich at first ^as ojitional a point of good manners, and consetpiently of necessiiv. 
.and I was fotced to.Veglect /'//e 'Task, to attend upon the Muse who had inspired 
the subjffct, . liut she had ill health, and before I h.ad quite finished the work wa-N 
obliged to repair to Ilristol. Thus, as I told you, my dear, the diuse of the many‘ 
interruptions that I mentioned was remoVed, and now', except the Bull that I 
spoke of [Mr. Bull], we .seldom have any comfmny at all. After all that I have saiii 
ujion this matter, you will not completely understand me, pcrhap.s, unless 1 account 
for (he remainder of thf day. 1 will acid, therefore, that having paid my morning 
visit, 1 walked ; returning from my walk, I dressed; we then and dine^ and 
parted^cjJ till lurtwecn ten and eleven at night.” ,, 

Tills is (?owpcr’s account of the fracas. Tlie other is by Hayley, and'shall be 
given at full length. 

“Tlie year 1784 w’as a memorable jiericxl in the life of^the jioet, not only as it 
witnessed the cumpletiudl’of one exienave performance, and the .commencement of 
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another (his translation of Homer), hut as it terminated ^AaiiUcicuurSc with thflt 
highly pleasing ai^l valuable friend, whose alacri|^ of alTcntion and advice had 
induced him to engage in both. | 

“Delightful and advfntagcous as his friendship witli Lady Austen hgd jimvcd, he 
now began to feel that it grew impo>|^ibie to preserve llIKt triple coifl, whic'h his own 
pure heart had le«l him to suppose not s]>eedily to be broken. Mrs. Unwin, though 
by no means destitute of mental accoinplishincnis, was eclipsed by the brilJhncy <if 
the I*oet’s new friend, and naturally became uneasy under the ap]>rehcnsion of being 
si>; for to a woman of sensibility, what evil can before affligt’.tg than the fear of 
losing all mental influence over a man*of genius and virtue, whom she hys been long 
necustonied to inspirit Aid to guide? * 

“Cow'per perceived the painful necessity of sacrificing a great pitrtion of his 
present gratifications. He felt that he must rclintpiish that ancient friend, whom 
he regarded as a venerable parent; or tlie new associate, whom he itiolised as a 
sister, of a heart and mind peculiarly congenial to his own. His gratitude for pns^ 
services of unexampled magnitude and weight wouM not allow him to hesitate; with 
a resolution and delicacy, Ji.it do the highest honour to his feelings, he wrote n 
farewell letter to Lady Austen, explaining and lamenting the circumstances that 
forced him to renounce the society of a friend, whose cnchanlii^ ^lik#ts and 
kindness had proved so agreeably instrumental to the revival of his spiAt;^ and U. 
the exercise of his fancy. * . • 

“ In those very interesting conferences with w'hich I w^as honoured by I Jidy Austen, 
1 w|s irresistibly led to express an anxious desire fo( the sight of a letter writtcif b) 
Cowper in a situation tiiat muA: have called forth all the finest {lowers of hii 
eloquence as a monitor and ati iend. The lady confirmed me in my opinion, that s 
more admirable letter could not be written; and had it existq^l at that time, I am 
]>crsuaded, from lier noble frankness and zeal fur the honour ff^he departdR fioct, 
she w'ould have given me a copy; but she ingenuously confei^'d tHht in a momcni 
of natural mortification she burnt tliis very tender, yet rq^olufe letter, ^mentior 
the circumstance, because a literary correspondent, w'hom I have grdat reason t< 
esteem, has rcceiflly expressed to me a^ish (w-hich may perhaps be general) that 1 
could introduce into this compilation the letter *n question. Had it been confidcc 
to my care, I am persuaded I should have thought it very proper for publication, a* 
it displaced both the tenderness and the magnanimity of Cowper; nor could 1 havt 
«leem^ it a want of delicacy towards the memory of I^ly Austei^to exhibit a proo. 
tlrnt, animated by Ate warmest admiration of the great i>oet, whose fancy sl]f could 
so succensfully call forth, sho w'as willing to demote her life and fortune to4lis#ervic't 
and protection. The sentiment is to be regarded as honourable to the lady; it i> 
still mitre honourable to the Poet, that with such feelings, as rendered him perfectly 
sensible of all l>ady Austen’s fascinating penvers, he could return her tenderness 
with innocent gAUntry, and yet resolutely pre^ude^himsetf from her society, when 
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I^u ctmlil lU) lunger it without appearii^ deficient in gratitude towards the 

compassionate and gcr^uus g^irdian of his sequestered life, ^u person can justly 
blame Mrs. Unwin for feeling apprehensive Ahat Cowper’s intimacy with a lady of 
such exlraonllnary talents niiglit lead him inro perplcxiiicsf of which he was by no 
means aware. •I'his remark was suggested a few elegant and tender verses, 
addressetl by the Poet to Lady Austen, and shown to me by that lady. 

‘‘Tl^jpse who were acquainted with the unsuspecting innoccifce and sportive gaiety 
of Cow|)cr, would reaiUly allow, if they had seen the verses to which 1 allude, th:.i 
they are such as he might have addressed to a real sister; but a lady only called by 
that endearing namtftnay be easily pardoned*, if she was induced by them to hope 
that they diight poAtibly be a prelude to a still dearer^allianctt- To me they 
apiHiured ei^ressive of that peculiarity in his character, a gay and tender gallantry, 
perfectly distinct from amorous attachment. If the lady, who was the subject of 
the versa, had given them to me with a permission to print them, I should have 
thought the Poet himself might have approved of their appearance, accompanied 
'with such a commentary.” • 

The endeavours to make everything pleasant all round are very characteristic of 
Hayleyv and ip this case ludicrous. He softens here and subdues there, and, where 
this is,UN^o!Rible, makes omissions which leave the matter almost unintelligible. 
Hut Ute sibstance of the whole apparently is that Lady Austen was^in love with 
Cuwjieii^nd l)clievcd him to be so with her; that Mrs. Unwin was jealous, and 
that Cowper thereupon broke off the connexion. 'Fhen was l.ady Austen’s belief 
rif^it, or had she mi.sunderstoqri him? That she would gladly have mairiecl Mm is 
unquestionable, and I cannot doubt that a tender filing towards her wa.s growing up 
in his mind also, but tiiat, a.s he locdced back on tl?e past and up'bn Mrs. Unadn’s 
kindness and tenderness (although his intended marriage with her was probably quite 
abandoned by thiiftlbie), he felt that it would l>e ungrateful on his part to forsake her 
for another. That ke should write of Lady Austen, as we have seen, with some* 
thing li^e asperity,* is fasily intelligible, especially when we rcmcmlier that his 
letters were \mly intended for the sight of William Unwin. ^ • 

The **el(^nt and tender verses” of w'hiqli Hayleyspeaks are printed for the first 
time in tlie present volume; and one is constrained to say that a w'oman who was 
not an actual sister could only put one interpretation upon them. And if they 
were not intended to bear this intei|)retation, they seem to me to be a thoughtless 
sporting with a s«)man^ peace. • * 

Th^oss of Lady .\usten's friendship was a serious one for mm.* lie had nee<l 
of sit§h ^friends. Melancholy wasaincreasing upon him again, and thi$ breach 
seems to have deepened it greatly, "When I w.*is writing *The Task,’” he said 
afterwards, " I was often supremely unhappy.” And in a letter writen at (hfe time 

* Lady Austen afterward|| married a Frenchman, hi. dc Tardift She ^ed in iSoa, whibt 
Hayky’s finit volume wa.« going Urngigh the preio. • 
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he said, **The grinners at 'John t>ilpin* little think wl^aits writer souictimfs 
buffers. How 1 h^ed myself last night for having >|ritten u ! ’* 

It is grievous to read the quiet ^tter*of-fact way in which he puts aside all 
attempts at coiisolatioril "Your arguments [against his l)elief in hi| final perdi¬ 
tion] are quite reasonable," he says quietly to Newtoft, "but the fvent will prove 
them false." And in the same way he treated Mrs. Unwin’s reasonings. Some¬ 
times he would mak^ her no answer, at others would shaqdy tell her i)ie was 
wrung. "It u'as no use reasoning in this case," he said; "reasoning might say 
one thing, but fact said another." And all this while his letters arc expressed as 
vigorously and strongly as ever, his Iftmour and clearness o^drinking are as un¬ 
clouded. His tpadnes^has such method in it that his destAction is clear before 
his eyes; he contemplates it ab \xtra as if he were looking at the ruin o( a building, 
or a falling tree. "You will think me mad," he says, in one most gloomy Iptter; 
" but 1 am not mad, most noble Festus, I am only in despair." * 

hjeanwhile he had made fresh acquaintances, not without influence on his life. Bull 
we have already mentioned. Before "The Task"#vas bf^iln he liad given Cowper 
the Poems of Madame Guyon, that lie might amuse himself in his sad hours with 
translating them. He did it in a month, copying them into a "Lilliputiandiook," 
05 he called it, and then gave the little volume to his friend. Bulllf^nj^gie after 
suggested that, he should publish them, and he consenlqfi, but the idio was not 
carried out durmg his lifetime. * « 

Another acquaintance, made about the time of the separation from Lady 
Au^en, was with the Throckmortons. They li^ed at Weston Underwood, a 
village about two miles from Olniy. Cowper had always been allowed a key of their 
park, but no intercourse hat taken place with the fanftly, who were Roman 
Catholics. The possessor dying in 1782, a younger brother came to live at 
Weston,* and Cowper sen| his card and asked for a contimimice of thesfavour, 
which was readily granted. The Throckmortons had licen^osdy affronted on 
account of their religion by some of their neighbours, ^d«were nalurelly shy 
seeking acquaintance. However, in May 17^4, they invited •Cowiier and 
Mra Unwin to* 8 ee an attempt to send up a balloon from Weston, f llie 
gentle, refined poet found himself the object df his host’s special attentimi, and 
acquaintance soon ripened into intimacy. From this time the Throckmortons 
appear tumong his correspondents—he ^addresses them os "Mr. and Mrs. 
■Frog **—and several of his smaller poems relate to incidents connected with them. 

We have seen Hbw Cowper, on the publication of his first volume, ci^ccalcd 
his intention from his friend Unwin. He ac^ed in the same way with ^^on on 
the publication of his second. Though in constant correspondence irith him he 

* Johft Throckmorton; he was the son of Sir Robert, who was 84 years old, living in Oxfordshire. 
The old baronet lived till imi. and Cowper’s friend Jfien succeeded t(« the title. 

t Balloons weruli the rage just then. Montgolner nude his m 178J. 'Die first aeronaut ui 
England, Luiiardi^wceiulcd fr<>in Moorfields, S^ember i$„i784. 
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even a hitiV|kHe sent the volume to Unwin, desiring him to oiler it 
to his former publisher Johns|n; if he should refuse, or stroki* his chin and look 
up to the ceiling and cry “ liumph !” thenfo take it to Longman, or to Nichols, 
the printer <jf the GeniUman s Ma^iizine. Iiowever, Johftson spared Unwin any 
further troublef for he acc#{>ted it directly. ^At length* Cowper announced the 
volume to Newton. He did so in a constrained manner, l>etraying his feeling 
that hi> friend had some ground of complaint. Newton h^d evidently lost con¬ 
siderable hold of his affccLions. His letters to him are colder, and he makes 
no allusion to him in his manifold letters to Unwin at this peritKi. The day 
following his announcement to Newton, C 6 w|K*r writes to Unwin: “I wrote to 
Mr. Newton by th^'Iast post to tell him I was gone tif* press Again. He will 
be surprised, and perhaps not i)lcased. Hut 1 tliink he cannot complain, for he 
keeps his own niithorly secrets without pnrtici|Kiting them W'ilh me.” 

Newtihi was evidently much mortified, though he wrote back a kind answer. He 
asked to sec tlic jwoof-shccts, but C‘ow|>er, “ for many reasons,” as he told Unwin, 

* refused thcm.+ 1 Ic senf him, hov ever, a title, list of headings, and specimen extract. J 
Newton sent b.ack a carping criticism, objecting to title, headings, metre, and phrase- 
Ami Cowper rcturneil answer, verbally civil, but steeped in ircmy.g 
His pul^jislfer, as before, wanted more matter to make up the volume. Cowper 
acconhngj^ completed Tirocinium,” which he had b(^n tw‘o ycals previously 
and laiiJkAsule. He .also wrote the Epistle to Hill, partly with the hope of giving 
him an agreeable surprise, partly from the feeling that, having mentioned by name 
scver.'il of his friends, it w'ould be unjustifiable to omit one whose condijct to^nards 
him had been so helpful and generous. j| It w'sfs written at a single sitting. He 
then proposed to adtf “John Gilpin.” Johnson* doubted, and Cowper left it 
to his judgment, but it was eventually resolved to put it in. They thought, 
and rightly, that eACf>oc(n w'hich had become so fanwus (for it was while “The 
'I'ask” w'as in tfie pr^ss that Henderson made the hit with it that has been previously 
liescribcd), and of whicl^the author's name had not yet transpired, would stimulate 
curiosity anti recommend the \olume. Tt was therefore not only inserted, but^ 
put in the title. Hcsidcs, C'owper w'p.s desirous of showing that,* though he wrote 
seriously, he could be sometimes Vneriy. Above nil, it would refute the Critical 
review'er, who had chargwl him with a vain attempt at humour. 

The new volume was published in J^ine 1785 , and public opinion imihcdiately 
plaecil its nutboi^at llw’ head of the poets of the age. The first volun^e had 
sold .so slowly, that it was judged desirable to make no n<:nlion of it in the 


new yilqgMge (see j). iSi); but^an advertisement of the previous •volume, 
with table *of contents, was inserted at the end. People were attracted to the 
new book solely by the name of “John Gilpin,” eager to see the other wrerks of 

• October 


ler M, 1784. November^ { Lines 799-417 oAhe last book fp. 279). 
I December 13 and 3^ 1784. I Letter to Hill, Oct- fX^ 1785. 
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one 'vlio }uid made such a sensation. 'I'hcy were asiowikcd lo firRl a voUitvc 
of serious poetry,fbut not the less delig;htrul. Wlpeu once opened, “The Task " 
needed no other recommendation, ^d more than that, it Icil them to seek out the 
previously neglected vSlumc. The success was triumphant; a ucy ctlilion was 
called for, and next year the two vf^jumes were publisfle<l togclherf 
The great beauties of “The Task,” and its pure and elevated feeling, can hardly 
be .said to make it a ^oem of the highest class. The very method of its origin was 
some bar to success. The author began it without a definiic puqmsc ; in fact, 
changed his views as he w'ent along, fur he began,K to please Lady Austen, and 
continued in such a way as to pleaseiMrs. Unwin.* 'Fhe graceful address to Mrs. 
Unwin in the Wrst Bofti, Iincs^i44-i62, may very probably Have been inserted as 
a compliment, to wipe away any unpleasantness after tlie rupture with l4idy Austen, 
but, on the other Itand, it is nut impossible that the author's leaving “ The ^ofa " 
for other subjects mtay .synchronize with the breach. It is curious to^n.ark his 
mode of transition, lie hopes he shall never have to lie on the sofa through 
gout, because he likes walking. When he walks, he sees rural scenes. And there¬ 
upon he goes off into rurjl scenes, and the S<jfa is quite <lonc with and forgotten. 

()f course it is the scenery of Olney which occupies him wholly, and the descrip¬ 
tion of his w.'ilks is as beautiful as any poetry can make it. TnxJ^dti^h^ end of 
the First B&ol* he again changes his subject, for the purpose of moraliv'ng. 'I'he 
country and the life therein are contrasted with the town, and this aitards the 
opening for satire, which is just touched in the end of the First Book, but ft»rms 
th^taplQ of the Second. And splendid satire is, full of vigour, and eneigy, 
and point, sometimes mere godte-humoured badinage, sometimes full of burning 
indignation. It is satire of H different kind from that of his former poems ; it 
is less bilious, more free from personality. Yet, Antmus-l^ce, the author lose.s 
all his power when he ceases to touch his proper sphere, ssilis faculty keen 
observation enables him to lash effectively the false pi^tenswns and follies 
which he sees. But his reflections upon the world w'i^oul are of the poorest 
, kind. He foresees the end of the world close at hand. He rails at tlie natural 
philosopher who attempts to discover^ the causes of phy.sical calamities, such as 
earthquakes and di.seases; at the historian wRo takes the trouble to investigate 
the motives of remarkable men ; at the geologist and the astronomer. For the last 
c.spea’aRy there is nothing but contempt. ,It would be hard to find a more foolish 
“and inischievous piece of rant than that contained in “ The Garcjfn,” lines 150-190. 
But no man ough^to sit in judgment as he has done who lives in retirement. Wc 
have alfeady spoken of his censoriousness. ^ came from his want of kqpwledgc of 
men. The hard and revolting view of religion which he took from his theological 
friends was not corrected by any experience of those at whom he railed. His 
indiscriminate abuse of pursuits that did iv>t interest him micht fust as faiily be 


* Sec p. 285, lines 
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^pHcd to his own ^dling or chess-playing, to say nothing of natural histoi^ 
studies, need not be rcss innocent than growing cucumbers |or making rabbit- 
hutches, It is strange that he aid not see thi^his vaunted method of securing peace 
of mind failed in his own case. He mocKed at the folly of others for seeking 
happiness in okher pursuits»than the simple ones in which he was engaged, and 
yet he was **supreihely unhappy" the whole*time. A more charitable method, 
if he had been taught it, might have wrought a happy change upon him. 

It is not until we come to the Third Book, " The (harden," that the plan of the 
poem becomes dehnite. As ^hc author expresses it, he has been winding 

' ... uow this way, and now that, 

» . His devious course unecnain.'* ^ 

. ... * • 

Now, however, he .settles quietly down to his subjett of domestic happiness. Many 
flit to and fro in vain quest of happiness ; he lives at home engaged in simple occu¬ 
pations. \ And here we come to one of the chief excellences of the volume, that 
which was lacking in the first volume, and which now had the chief part in w'inning 
*popularity. ** The Task" is ^11 alxiut himself. He takes you into his con¬ 
fidence, and his artless blank verse seems more like a flowing and melodious 
cimversation with some dear friend than a service of the Muses. His religious 
thoughts and jfleditations, his friends, his ill-health, his walks, his tame hares, he 
tells ydh about them in a simple straightforward way, as thoui'h lie were quite 
aware tluu he is able lo*inlerest you in every one of them. There is not a piece of 
description anywhere in which he himself is not in the for^roundof the landscape, 
thqugh he never seems intrusive or egotistical. There are some fine pieces of 
description in ** The Garden,* and the satire ugon the gaieties and extravag^ces 
of London life is pungent and well-deserved. But jiis attempt tc^roake poetry out 
of minute directions for the raising of a cucumlier is not very successfuL 

‘‘The Winter ^y||iing’* is delightful throughout; the interest never flags at all. 
It is the best of his poems. The description of the old postman, of the approach 
of evening, of the j^oet’s “brown study,” of the suffering poor, are all perfect. 

“ The Winter Morning Walk," too, begins with pictures equally good,—the 
.slanting winter sun, the feeding of the cattle, the woodman tailing through the* 
snow, with “pipe in mouth and dog af heels.” But the greater part of this 
poem is occupied with a disquisition ou Liberty, which the author brings in oddfy. 
The icicles remind him of the Russian ice-palace, which leads on to tlw amuse¬ 
ments of mouarch& and^these to a disct&sion on monarchy in general, which aflbrds 
the Poet an opponunity of stating his moderate Whig views. # * 

Thrftgh necessarily traversing the same subjects as Thomson, and writiiig in the 
same %ctre, Cowper is not at all likt him. Thomson is sometimes sublime. But 
he knows less of his subject than Cowper, and is often vague, indistinct, and^ untrue. 
Cowper never is. Every picture is^dear and minute. As he says in one of his 
letters, he describes on^ what he sees, and takes nothmg at stcond-hand. As 
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he had never seen a mountain or a^ake in his life, never l^gncd to the roar of^n 
torrent, nor slept ^ sea, nor visited a foreign counter, and Tinew next to nothing of 
ills own, it is not to be wondered i^tliat he was wedded to his own haunts as 
closely as a snail to its Ael 4 and not a trait of beauty escaped his notice. Ignorance 
of any /)ther language is said to give a great reader unusual cominantf of his own ; 
and Cowper’s case was like this. Grand scenery would have weakened his powers ; 
he was not physicall^capable of enjoying it. Bodily and mental powers alike were 
best suited by the Buckinghamshire lanes and pastures. One may know what 
Olncy scenery is like by “ The Task ’* better than by a set of photographs.* Nor 
is this minuteness the work of a mere tlose observer; he obsei^es as an artist. The 
description of ^e floaters in ** The Garden,” lines 560-599, is ver^ pretty and 
natural; but that in **The Winftr Walk at Noon,” lines 141-180, is fi^ more than 
this. The author is not there describing what is before him, but his imagination 
sees the flowers as they will be in the coming summer, and the group of colours is as 
rich and warm as ever was painted by artist. Towards the end of the poem he 
unts at a higlier flight than he has ever aimed before,* and foretells the flnaf 
victory of the Kingdom of God (pp. 380-282). Herein he reaches, for the first and 
only time, sublimity. 

One of the first results of the »icccss of *' The Task ” was the rend^l onplimacy 
between the Poet and hb relations. He had said to Unwin at t^elime of 
publication, have had more comfort in thoconnexions that 1 have form^ within 

the last twenty years, than in the more numerous ones that 1 had before. Memoran¬ 
dum, the latter are almost all Unwins or Unwinisms. ” Several causes had concuert**! 
to break off the intimacy bet\Msen him and his ^relatives. Lady Ilesketh liad 
lieen repelled by the religions tone of his letters at Huntingdon, and although 
she retained an unwavering fueling of kindness towards him, she suffered the 
correspondence to drop '^hen she left England with h(^ husband i^ 1767. 
She was now a widow. Sir Thomas having died in 1782. ]^er father and 
General Cowper had continued their allowance to him *^vith kindly feeling 
enough, .but with pity, as for one who vras useless in the world. * He did 
'not send anyof*them his first volume. But “The Task” and “John Gilpin” 
soon found its way to them, and Cowper was nearly w'ild with delight when, 
-on coming down to breakfast one morning, he found a letter in the well-remem¬ 
bered band of Lady Plesketh, franked byjiis uncle Ashley. It broke a nlence of 
•nineteen years. Her letter is not in existence; scarcely any ai^ressed to Cowper 
are. * In his answer he declares that she has made them all young again, and 
broughfa^back their happy days as freshly as ever. But he rejoices ii^hfr letter 
most of all because it gives him an opportunity of telling her that neither years nor 
intemipted intercourse have abated his affection for her. He docs not mention 

* It has been §p<l, I fBrget by whom, that ''Im U to Buckjgighaiiishire what Cuyp u to 
Uollaad.'* 
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V'lic(;(Jora, *but hays«(^il any father is happy who has three such daughters a<i 
hi-i unde has.* ^ | 

'Fhe corresjiondence thus begun was co]|Linue(l busily. Lady neskeih soon 
inquired in^) his money matters, and ofTcred him assisftncc. ]fe rejilied with * 
frankness. II€ had alw'ay.? i>cen pour, he syd, but Mrs. Unwin, whose*income 
had been double his, had shared alike with him. Ihit latterly her income ha«l 
become reduced, and they had been obliged to forego fltime of their wontc<l 
fomforls. lie therefore freely accepted her proffered kindness. “1 know you 
tliuroughly, and have that consummate confidcnee in the sincerity of your wish 
to .serve me, that delivers me from all awkward restraint, and from all fear of 
tie.sj>assing by acccfitance. lo you, therefore, I rej^ly, ^es. Whensoever, and 
whatsoeven, and in what maimer .soever you please; and add, moreover, that my 
.'iffeclion^ for the giver is such as will increase to tenfold the satisfaction that 

I shall nave in receiving..Strain no points to your own inconvenience 

or hurt, for there is no need of it, but indulge yourself in communicating (no 
matter what) that you can yparc w'ithout missing it.”t How liberally she 
lesponded to this will presently appear ; and she gave him additional pleasure by 
causing him to renew his correspondence with the General. 

Verg'^m fie entrusts to her “a groat .secret, so great tluit she must not even 
whisper i^ to her cat. ” . He is engaged in translating Homer, and Ivas tione twenty- 
one bofi 3 \S of the Iliad. 

He had always been fond of Homer. In the Temple be had gone all through 
it'tvilh ]\>pc*s translation, and had been thoroughly dissatisfied, discovcrin|r, as 
he ^aid, tliat there was nothing in the world or'which Pope w’as so destitute as 
a taste for Homer, flomcr and a Clavis W’crc the^'only Greek liooks he had kept 
since. Three or four days after fini.shing “ Tirocinium,” J whilst .suffering from 
an insupportable ctfick of melancholy, he took up the Iliad” as a diversion. 
With no olhee ihop^ht than this he translated the first twelve lines, and on the 
next attack did some tiporc. Finding the w'ork pleasant, he soon took it up as 
a regular employment, and wotkctl at it assiduously. He had liecn engaged 
just twelve months with it w'hcn he made the announcement ft) Lady Hesketh.*' 
He .soon after removed his injuneflon of sccresy, and asked her to gel him sub- 
.scribers. He also communicated his design to Newton, not without apprehension 
of objections, but determined not to h^jcd them if any came. However,* Newton 
»pp'‘ovo<l. Cowj^r, mereover, inserted a long letter, signed “Alethes,” in the 
GeniRman's Afa^i'aziuf^ pulling Pope’s translation to pieces, aid maintaining that 
a trai^a^m ought to be in blank ^rse, because otherw'isc the translatofsmust Vie 
continually obliged to depart from the meaning of the original in order to bring in 
his rhymes. He ended V>y saying, that while Homer is grand and sublinifi. Pope 

m 

. * • 

.* October 19, 1785. Kwveoiber 9,1785. X Novemb# i», 17B4. 
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is only stiff and pompous, and that scholars dc1i{rht^jhe original, Enj;li^i^ 
readers have fuuiul |he tran.'>lation turgid, wearisome,^nd inrolerahlc. 

Having thus ]>repared the way for l|^mself he wrote to his pui>li^hcr, announcing 
his intculiou of publislling by subscription. Johnson endeavoured to dissuade 
him from this, adding that he would make him liberni oilers, llnii ^owper held 
to his purpose, finding that friends to whom he began to communicate his 
design entered into i» warmly. One of these was the Rev. Waller Hagpt, an 
old .schoolfellow, whom he had scarcely seen since leaving Wcslmin.slcr, but who 
had recently taken an opportunity of renewing the .acquaintance. He now .sent 
him j^20 beforehand,, and asked for*a parcel of'the .suhsefiption papers. At 
the .same time .'^correspondence was renewed with his old #icnds Col man and 
Thurlow. His angry feelings iftd pa.s.scd away after writing the “ V:;jcdiction, ' 
and he sci/.cd at a kind expre.ssion of Colin.'in'.s repeated to him by Hill to write 
him a warm and alTcclionate letter, which received a like response. ^ 

Cojman proved useful at this inonicMil. He had won much cretlit by hi.s 
translation of Terence, and hiir criticism was therefore valuable. His en< ' 
couraging remarks on the ^ivcimcn which Cuw[>cr .sent him comforted him for 
many of a contrary kind which he had received. Another favoumble judge, for 
a long time unknown to him, proved to bo the painter 1'u.scli, to v^omJ^lmsun 
had shown a<|)0|;tion. 

And now', for a while, his peace of miiiu' in great measure returned ^ him. 
In a letter to his cousin, written in January 1786, after giving an account of In.s 
lute jiialady, he adds: "Methinks 1 hear you a.sk—your affection fur me will,^I 
know, m.ikc you wish to do so,--it quite removed ? I reply. In great measure, 
but not quite. •Occasionally* 1 am much di.sircsscd, but^hat distress becomes 
euntinually less frequent, and I think less violent. I find writing, and especially 
|M)elry, my best remedy. I’/Jrhaps, had I understood music, ^iiacl never i^lteii 
verse, but had livcil on fiddle strings instead. It is better, howQ>’cr, as it is.” 
And here again: He who hath preserved me hitherto^wifl! still preserve me. 
All the dangers that 1 have escaped arc so many pillars of remembrance, wluth 
1 shall hereafter look back with comfort. . . My life has been a life of wonders 
for many years, and a life of wonders* I beliesc in my heart it will be to the 
end. Wonders I have seen in the great deep, and wonders I shall see in the 
paths of mercy also. ” * ^ 

• Yet this was the time that Newton thought that he was gro^jing worldly, and 
thoi^ht proper to warn him about renewing his intercourse with his family! 
Cowper iJiswered him with warmth, not to sw bitterness. The folIowigg*^onls 
are significant: ** 1 could show you among tnem two men, whose lives, t^iough 
they hax^ but little of what we call evangelical light, are ornaments to a Christian 
country—^men who fear ^od more than some yho profess to love Him." 

• Januaiy a8,1756. 
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* In the spring of th%>year Lady Hesketh wrote, proposing to visit him in June. 

I (is delight knew no bounds :^e could talk, write, think of no|fiing else : *‘Junc,’* 
he said, “was never so wished for beforejbince June was made.” And at the 
same time ke received an anonymous letter, beseeching iftm not to overstrain his * 
powers, nor 1 >e*’distrcssed i^ Homer did not sey to his expectations, and announcing 
the intention of sending him ;^5o a year. He poured out his feelings in a letter 
to LaGy Hesketh. He had spent hours and hours examihing the handwriting. 
First he thought it hers; then he was confident, from the method of underscoring, 
and the forms of tlie letters,*,that it wa.s her father’s di^ised. The writer has 
never been, made k^own. Lady Hesketh icnew, and she seems to have told him 
that it was neither she nor her father. He resjionded ^tcfnlly and touchingly, 
and added that he would not attempt further to penetrate the secret. Though 
he made pretence to talk of his benefactor as he^ he must have frit sure, as every 
one else must, that it was Theodora, faithful to her young love. All this will 
^ explain the following extract from a letter to Unwin, dated “Olney, July lo, 
1786 ;”— ' 

“Within this twelvemonth my income has received an addition of a clear 
per annum, ^or a considerable part of it 1 am indebted to my dear cousin now 
on thfctrlfiier side of the Orchard. At Florence she obtained me £,20 a year from 
Lord QpV'per; since he came home she has recommended meovith such good 
effect t 9 his notice that he has addeef twenty more; twenty she has added herself, 
.and ten she has procured me from the William of my name whom you saw at 
Ifertingfordbuiy. From my jinonymous friend who insists on not being knoyn or 
guessed at, and never shall by me, I have an anfiuity of All these sums have 
accrued within this year, except the first, making*^ together, as ^on {lerceive, an 
exact century of pounds annually poured into the replenished purse of your <mce 
poor ^joet of OlnfcJ^” c 

The ''dear*con^” is, of course, I.ady Hesketh. She had come in June, 
accordiLg to appointment, and taken lodgings at the vicarage, now occupied ' 
by a bachelor, who only wanted two rooms. The first meeting was too mucl^ 
for Cowper, and he fell into an alarmiiig fit of melancholy. But it did not 
la.st, and they were soon all happy together. She was pleased with Mrs. Unwin, 
and it is to this period that her letters to her sister belong. He wrote to Hill 
that he was happier than he had ever been since he had come to OAiey. He 
even wrote cheeriolly to Newton, once or twice; but as time went on his IgightCr 
hopcai faded, and he again spoke of himself as vainly seekiifg communion with 
Ciod^ lie had hoped, he said, that he was coming out of the Red Sed*^ and was 
preparing to sing the song of Moses, but the comfort had once more been wrested 
from him. Still he was hopeful that it might yet come, and embraced every 
liromise of it with alagrity. Hspei^ally he took hold dT a thought which Lady 
Hesketh’s liveh'ncss inspired, dull! The floods and^he mud kept him 
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a prisoner; both he and Mrs. Unwin were feeling the waf^ t>f exercise tell upoh 
their health and spirits,—their house was not very convenient, and it was tumbling 
down, and Lady Hesketh urged them^ change. A house at Weston Underwood, 
belonging to. Mr. Throcicmorton, was vacant; there would be pleasant society in 
their friends; the house was offered t« them on very liberal terms, an^ Lady Hesketh 
furnished the means of removal. In November 17S6 they left OIney« after a 
residence of mneteen ^ears. * 

Will it be believed that Newton again interfered in a most intolerable manner, 
accusing him of deviating into forbidden paths, and •leading % life so unbecoming 
the Gospel as to grieve his London friends and amaze the pegple of Qlney ? He 
doubted more than evei? he saic^ whether he would ever be restored to Christian 
privileges again, and added that there was still intercourse between l^ndon and 
Olney, and that he should be sure to hear of any fresh evil doings. The sjns which 
called forth this solemn warning were that he w’as, of course, more intimate with 
the Throckmortons, and that he sometimes even took a walk with Lady Hesketh, 
or by himself, on Sunday evenings.* It is only flir to Newton to suppose that 
some slanderous tongue had spread false reports; but he might at least have 
inquired before writing. Even Mr. Bull thinks that in this he might have 
been a little precipitate. ” + 

They had *onfy been a fortnight at Weston when a sore trial fell ufAg them. 
William Unwin,' while on a tour through the southern counties with Henry*rhom< 
ton, the son of their kind friend, sickened and died of typhus fever at Winchester. 
Of idl Coivper's friends he had been the dearest. WOf all the affectionate letters 
which Cowper wrote, those to Unwin are the most affcctioi^pte. He deserved to 
be loved. From*the day that {key met under the trees at Huntingdon, his affection 
had never known change. He is buried in the south aisle of Whichesler Cathedral. 

Cowper’s grief was great? not only for his own loss, but ftf the moth^, the 
vridow, and »he orphans. But he was perfectly assured of hts friflid’s gain, and 
the habitual composure of Mrs. Unwin also taught him to oontiftl his sorrogr. Jlis 
jetters to his cousin, after the first outburst of sorrow, were as playful as ever, 
and he worked at Homer with unaba^ zeal. But the clouds were gathering 
again. A month later he had **had a little nervous feeling lately.” In 
two months he had only done thirty lines of Homer. He fought hard against 
his terror* as his letters show, but in vain ;«and for a while—from Januaiy to June 
1787-^he was again in a terrible state. He again attmpted^ self-destruction, 
and very nearly su^eded. He would see no one, nor have any one near him 
but Mrs.^* Unwin. He recovered almost suddenly, and immediately'beamed 
his correspondence. His first letter was to a new friend, from that tilne onward 
a r^lar and valued one. This was Samuel Rose, a young man of twenty, 
who, being on his way fnam Glasgow University to Londoi^ turned a.side to Olney, 
* Cowper t» Unwin, September 24,1786L. * * t Memorwb. p. 285- 
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partly to {{ratify hitf)^iriosity, partly to bring him the thanks of st»mc Scotch 
prufcssurs. This was on th^ very eve of his mental attack^, On his recovery, 
Cowper hastened to acknowledge the attent^tbn. This visit is notcwttfthy, because 
Rose took gpeasion of it to present him witn the Poems ofi>r*urns. When he wrote 
to Rose he hltd read thchi all twice, and yjough the Scotch tongue hgd l>cen 
somewhat troublesome to him, he was satisfied that the work was “a very 
extraoixlinary pnKliictitm.” * Rose was invited to WAton, and the more 
t'ow[)er saw of him the better he liked him, and the feeling was entirely 
reciprocated, as is shown l>y^ Rose’s own letters to liis si:.tcr, still in existence. 
He proved very useful, for he was never better ])leascd than in transcribittg the 
translation of 1 loiner from Cowper’s rough copy. Cowpwr’s mii^l .seemed now at 
case agaiiif lie .still Buffered a good deal from Headache and giddiness,t but was 
in great of ultimate recovery. He .stood grKlfather to one of Rose’s children, 
who was accordingly chrLstened “William Cowper.” Another imint which was 
noticed by Lady Hesketh w'as that he .said grace at his dinner. In his darkest 
moods he used, whi]6 grace ;va.s being said, to play with his knife and fork 
ostentatiously, as proving that he had no part nor lot in worshipping Gotl. 
Mr. 'I'lirockinorton gave him the run of his library, and seeing, as he often said, 
that Sio Imoks of his own,!}: this was a great benefaction. It is remarkable 

that thewmly letters of his at this time which are dark and sad^are those to 
Newtort. 'Fhough he esteemed him ns highly as ever, many of his former illusions 
had been connected with him, and, conscious of that, Cowper alvtays dreaded 
the time Avhen friendship rei^uircd him to write. 

Lady Hesketh was to visit him in the springcof 17S8, but the continued iflness 
of her father, now cighty*six years old, forced hem to put oil tl^' vLit from time 
to time. In one of his letters to her Cowper enclosed a poem, which he 
entitled “ llenefotfit^ ms ; a (xiem in Sheustone’s manngr. Addressed to my dearest 
Co/., April !<, 1788.” This poem he after^\'ards altered into the form in w'hich 
it will be found iix p. ^57 of this volume. But the two last stan/as as they stood 
originafly, bearing so entirely on his present condition, ought not to be lost. They 
ran thus;— 

* " These itc|[is endear fny .ibode, 

Di.spo.siiiK me oft tu redect 
Ity wnoin they were kindly bestowed, 

Whom here I impatient expect. 

But htish! ^ She a parent attends, 

Wliose dial IiSnd points to eleven. 

Who, oldest and dearest of friends, 

Waits only a passage to heaven. 


♦ Riy^. *787. • 

t“*lhc jaiTinK make my skull feel like a broken egg-shell. ... I have a perpetual din in my 
head, and thou^ 1 am not deaf, hear nothinc aright, neither my own voice, nor that of others. I 
am under a tub, fiom which tub accept my best love.—Yount, '>N.C.'’— To Ladj Htskeik, Sept. 
“ 9 . * 787 * 

} He says in one letter that he has boug^ a Latin dictionary, anA now, perhaps, will buy more 
lalin books to make it useful, fur that at present he has only a Virgil. - 
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*' Tlicn willingly want her awhile. 

And, sweeping the cords of your tyre. 

The gloom of her absence begui|e. 

As now, with poetical fire._ 

*Tis yours, fur n|ie glory athirst, 

• In high'flyinpditty to rise 
On feathers renown'd front the first^ 

For bcariiiiH a goose to the skies/' 

The old man died«in the following June. The letters of consolation^which 
Cowj)er wrote to Lady Hesketh are very beautiful. He says in one: “ I often 
think wliat a joyful interview there has been between* him and some of his 
contemporaries who went before him. The truth of the Matter is, my dear, 
that they are the happpr ones, and that we shall never l>e ^ch outlives until 
we have joined the party.” It*is sad after reading this to come upyn a letter 
to Mr. Newton, written after a visit from him in tlie following August, marked by 
the old despair. * 

The beginning of 1790 found him still renewing old acquaintances and making 
fresh ones. This time it was his mother’s relatives,^of whom he had heard nothing 
since his childhood. John Johnson was the grandson of his mother’s brother, 
Roger Donne, rector of Catfield, in Norfolk. He was a Cambridge undergraduate, 
who had written a poem, and brought it to his relative for his opinidh. Jt^as not 
very favoura^^le,* but the youth still rejoiced in his visit, for CoWper’s hta.% yearned 
towards him. l!e went back quite delighted, with an introduction to Lady I^kcth, 
and much Homer to transcribe. On telling his aunt, Mrs. Bodham, how Cowper 
had received him, and how warmly he had expressed his affection for her (for 
they*Iiad Seen playfellows as children), she sent h*m an affectionate letter, and 
with it a portra[j( of his mother. He acknowledged the g(ft in one of the most 
charming of his letters, and wrote upon it the beautiful elegy.of which we have 
already spoken. We see inyt how the memory of the touch o%|«r vanishedihand, 
of the sound of her stilled voice, almost gave him peace of mind. •Had anything 
earthly been able to do so, it would have been the memojjy o? his mother^s love. 
But his desire was unto that which is eternal and immortal, and until this desiie 
wras fulfilled, even* until mortality was swallowed up of life, darkness rested upon 
his souL This poem will always testify* not only the earnestness of his love and 
the strength of his faith in God, but also the truth that— 

*' Nor man, nor nature, satisfy whom only God created.” 

Another correspoi|dent was Clotworthy Rowley, of Stoke-by-Nayland, with whom 
he had been intimate in the Temple, but whom he had not seen since. Iftiwh y 
opened correspondence on the occasion of rtAuming half a dozen books, #hicli 

. *Cmjpet's advice to him is worth repeating; whether sound or not: “Remerntar that its 
wting, perspicuity is always more than half the battle. The want of it is ihc niin of more than 
half the poetry that is publiAed. A meaning that dtes not stare y^ in the face is a& bad as no 
Doeanmg, because nchody will take the pains to poke forjt." 
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Qowper had lent liimi ^I'cnty-five years before. A Mrs. King also, wife of a friend 

of his brother, introduced her:^[;lf on the strength of that, and kindly received. 

Last, not least, Thurlow, whom Laxly llbskcth had found means to reach, 

interested Inmsclf in the subscription to ftis Ilomer (Migust 1788), and they 

exchanged sort* letters oif the relative merits of rhyme and blank versg. It is 

noticeable that Cowper, who wrote the first letter, begins “ My Lord,” and 

'■rhurl(»w with “Dear Cowper.” lJut Cowper slicks tow his original form of 

address. 

Whilst engaged busily on Homer, he was constantly throwing off small pieces, as 
relaxations. Amongst them were the poems on the slave trade,* which Lady 
llesketh asiked hiin\o write. He also composed a few reVew articles. The poem 
on the (Queen’s visit to Ixrndon (p. 370) was written at Lady Ileskcth’s request, she 
probjibl^ hoping that he wouhl succeed Warton as Poet Laureate, liut when the 
latter died in the following year Cowper begged her not to think of it. “He 
should never,” he said, “w-ritc anything more worth reading if he were appointed.” 
St) the honour was not'asked fnf, and Pyc t was appointed. 

The Ilomer was published in the summer of 1791. His illness and long-con* 
tinned intervals of inc.apacity for work had occasioned thcdehiy. Johnson took all 
cxpen.^lhi,.and^paid him the copyright remaining Cowper’s. It was pub* 

• • 

*Pp. • 

t i cuiuiut rcsi:>t the tcini iation uf laying a specimen of his procluctiuns before the reader :**• 


“AN ODK ON HER MAJESTY* BIRTHDAY. 

* Britannia hail the blessed day, • 

\'c smiling seasons sing the same, 

The birth uf A//>u>»’s Queen proclaim, 

(•real Ctrsttr's fame and regal sway. 

Ye gentle tides and gales convey * 

Tn foreign lands, that sink with fear; 

ArVhile victories and laurels come 
41 <> heighten joy and love at home: 

Can Heaven greater gifts confer? 

Can mure success a mon.-irch share? 

Ye songsters of the sriai tribe, 

Break forth an sweet imlodious sounds; 

Ye flowery fields and fertile grounds. 

Rich treasures yield for Ctrsar‘» bride. 

Vc autumns and ye winters sing. 

Due praise and hopour to our king, 
a 

Air. 

The heavens to ease a monarch’s care. 
Benignly savemCAar/fft/f the fair; 

AViio adds such lustre to the crown. 

Such strong alliance, great renown. 

By royal birth and noble mind, 

As claim no wonder from mankind, 

3'hat so much ^rth and goodness proved 
An object fit Car Caror’s bve. 
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Hshed m tM^o volun^, quarto, at three guineas. I do not fein Competent to criticirb 
it. It seems to nie dreary and dull, but not inc^e so than other translations 
of Homer. He was qualified by hi^ scholarship, w’hich Pope was not. 'IJie 
translation, therefore, is probably aa accurate as any Uanslation can he. But he 
had no Sympathy for the wars and buttles, Arthur Clough’s commentary on it is, 
after all, the most exhaustive—“Where is the man who has ever read it?” His 
undertaking it at all seems to me one of the misfortunes arising from the breach 
with Lady Austen. She might have suggested something better than the wasting 
of five years in such profitless labour. ^ ,* n 

What next ? For both he and his friends had learned that ^ntinual«occupation 
was necessary to •his wcTl-being.* Lady Ilcskcth was for another long poem, ami 
proposed to him “The Mediterranean” as a subject. lie replied, truljr, that he 
did not know histoiy enough, and that, moreover, it seemed a subject no^ for one 
poem, but for twenty. A neighbouring clcigyman, Mr. Buchanan, proposed “'Plie 
Four 'Ages of Man.” He liked the idea extremely, and began upon it. He began 
also “Yardlcy Oak,” keeping it apparently as a seft-et with which to surprise his 
friends when it was finished. But Johnson invited him to undertake an edition 
of Milton, as a match for Boydell’s Shakesjicarc, Cowper to write note# and translate 
the I.4itin and Italian poems, and Fuseli to do the illustrations. Heunderioift this, 
and did the woric of translation with great pleasure, as well as success. *llut the 


ReCIT ATIVO. 

** Britons, witiuheart-fcit joy, with decent mirth, 
Hail now your Queen, hail now the day of hjirih: 
Send voit^ for blessings, send wishes lo the sky. 
For peace, long life, and numerous progeny. ^ 

• Air. 

* .See envy's self is fain to own 
Those virtnes which .adorn the throne ; 

While home-bred faction droops her head, ^ 

See liberty and Justice .spread 
Their happy influence aruilnd. 

The land wlicre plenteous stores abound. 

Of wealth and grain? where ari^ and science 
To every nation hid defiance. 

R EC IT ATIVO. 

Fly hence, ye gloomy offes. 

For you here’s no employ ; * 

Here su cctest ease appears, 

With real love and joy. 

Chorus. * 

“ While George and CharMie rule the land, 

Nor storms nor threats well fear, 
llieir names our seas and coasts defend, 
drive our foes afar j • 

Each season, and each year, |hal] roll 
Their fame and power fiwm pole to ^le." 


Ixviik 
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ifotcs wcre*irksome t^him; oftentimes he would sit down and be unable to write 
anything, and it became cle^, after long eflbrt, that the engagement must be 


anything, and it became cle^, after long eflbrt, that the ei|;agcment must be 
given up. ^ 

For not only was his spirit becoming darkened again, but another great sorrow 
was impending over him. Mrs. Unwin, who^ad never reco\'ered a fall bn some 
ice in the winter of 1788-9, was seized with paralysis in December 1791. She 
rccovd^cd slowly as the spring came on, but the eflect upon Cowper's sjnrits could 
not but be severe. 


lie had taken th» fancy tliat he heard voices speaking to him on waking in 
the morning. Sonqglimes he understood them, but more often they were unintel¬ 
ligible. A schoolmaster at Olney, Samuel Teed^ (whether knafre or fool may be 
doubtful), (Ihosc uncouth compliments and heavy-witted opinions Cowper had often 
quizzed,*undcrtook to interpret these voices. Mrs. Unwin at first appears to have 
humoured his fancy, but as her disease grew upon her, she too fell in with the 
insanity, and now nothing was done until the voices had spoken, and Teedon had 
inteq>retcd. The balderdash vffts all written down, and volumes were filled with it. 
No one but themselves were made acquainted until these miserable proceedings. 
Sir John Throckmorton too, on succeeding to the baronetcy, left the neighbourhood 
fur hi^lltc father’s residence in Oxfordshire, and this must Lave been a great loss 
at suchsi^trying time, though his successor afterwards proved cqualty Icind to them, 
11c wa* Sir John's younger brother, George, but had taken the name of Courtenay.* 

^The Milton engagement brought Cowper one pleasure before it came to an 
cncT • It was the cause of his friendship with Hadley. The latter had been engq,ged 
by Iloydell to write a kfe for a sumptuous edition of Milton, and the public were thus 
led to lielieve that Ilayley and Cowper were engaged as rivals, flayley was much 
<listrcss(xl, and wn^e to Cowper, hitherto a stranger to him, to assure him that he 
had no idea that the latter was so engaged, and poiiAing out that their two W’orks 
Mould be so*difliffent in character that they would not clash. He added the 
warmest expressions ol^cspect and admiration, and enclosed also a sonnet to him. 
('ow])cr responded in a like spirit; the correspondence thus begun was carried oq 
with energy, and in May 1791 Ii[fiylcy visited him at Weston. But before he had 
been there long Mrs. Unwin had a second and more severe attack of paralysis, 
liayley’s kindness and usefulness under this trial endeared him to Cowper for 
life; and on Mrs. Unwin’s partial recovery, the two recluses, in the following July, 
rctunuil his visiP at Ins residence at Eartham in Sussex. Cowper might we'il 
call Ach a journey a tremendous exploit” for them, considering what their life 
for tfretify years had been. , 

No one reads 1 layley's plays or poems now, but he was an amiable and remark¬ 
able man. His domestic life was unhapj^y and irregular, and some of his’tvritings 

• • 

* He had, m iwevi^ visas to his brother, been one of the most ardent t*nscribers of Homer, 
and his wife had been dubbed **jny^]r of the ink-bottle.** 
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are prurient, but ^e was most unselfish and generous b/u'hrds his Yricnds; his 

reading was extensive, and his critical power considet&ble. Gibbon visited Kartham, 

and called it a little paradise, but declared that its owner’s mind was even more 

elegant than it. Thurfow, Fiaxman,*Warton, all loved and adminad him, and 

Miss SSwatd poured forth admiringaverscs upon him. * 

Cowper, who had hardly ever seen a hill in his life, was of course delighted with 
the South Downs, the wide landscape,' the sea, and the Isle of Wight. 11% could 
not write, however; all was so strange to him. ‘‘lam like the man in the fable," 
he said, “who could leap nowhere but at Rhodes.",*He gavc^omc help to llayley 
in translating “ Adam,J an Italian (framatic poem, a wretch^ly popjr work, not 
worth reprinting. Poor Charlotte Smith was staying there, writing “The Old 
Manor House.’* She was wonderfully rapid, and used each evening*to read to 
them what she had written in the day. On this occasion, too, Romney,* who 
was Hayley’s dearest friend, took the portrait by which Cowjjer is so well known 
to us.' llic portrait by Abbot had been taken just before starting for Kartham. 

Six weeks were spent her - happy wrecks; but fZowper i!>cgan to pine for quiet 
Weston again. Repose and seclusion had always suited him best; he felt them 
indispensable to him now. Mrs. Unwin’s continued infirmities, and the declining 
season of the year, concurred in making himr anxious to be gone, they 
returned to* Weston in September. How he wrote to Teedon day 
and week after week, we pause not to relate; it is most distressing*to read 
the letters. Newton never exercised a greater power over him than this man, 
wluf Tcceiired oil his confidences, prescribed to him what prayers to use^and 
how long a time to spend in them, and prc^nosticated his future. Cowper 
paid hkn fronT time to time much more money than he (ould afford, even 
while, sound in all respects but one, he was making hearty fun of his 
absurdity and vanity. Mr?. Unwin, too, got worse; and h^^ho had b&n the 
object of her care so long now became her tender and atlentife nurse. The 
poor woman became so irritable and exacting that his health, com{prt, and 
, peace of mind ^ere sacrificed to her fancies. She sat silent, looking into the 
tire, unable to work or to read; undea such ciigcumstances he had little heart to 
write. His state became more wretched and dark than ever. Small doses of 
James’ powders, or a small quantity of laudanum taken at night, were the be.st 
remedies that he had found, he says. “Isseem to myself,” he wrote to Newton,* 
**to be scrambling always in the dark, among rocks *and fh-ecipices, without 
a guide, but with an enemy ever at my heels, prepared to pu.sh mee head¬ 
long. '](^us I have spent twenty years, but tfius I shall not spend twdltt)*years 
more. Long ere that period arrives, the grand question concerning everlasting 
weal dr woe will be decided.” Lady Hesketh might have wrought him good, 
perhaps, but diejiad iaMen out of health, an(S was orden^ to Bath. Besides, she 

• Nov. SI, i/gar * 
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knew nothing of the T^.don delusion, and was quite abroad in her thoughts of the 
doings at Weston. The schodimaster’s promises of relief wilhin a specified period 
failed, and, as a matter of course, Cowper^who had trusted to them implicitly, 
came to the conclusion that God had finally forsaken him and cast him off. 

Iiut what is so especially touching in the histqey of this sad period is tliat h^fought 
so hanl against his insanity. His letters to his friends are still playful and witty, 
and a gfe.'it number of his smaller poems belong to this year. *IIc worked at Milton 
as long as it w.as possible, anti he studied the old commentaries on Homer, with a 
view of improving lys scct)nd^,etlilion when it sluiuld be called for. There are 
passages in lettcrj^ which lead one to believe that if he had only had a fair chance 
his mind might have recovered itself. Ihit what cli^nce was there, with Teedon on 
one side and poor Mrs. Unwin on the other? In one of his letters he says that 
whiledie writing it, she is sitting in her comer, sometimes bursting into a laugh 
* at nothing, sometimes talking nonsense, to which no one thinks of paying attention. 
And yet this was, for months, the only "conversation” that he had; and she would 
not even let him read, except aldud to her. The only way by which he could gain 
any leisure was to rise at six, begin work at once, and breakfast at eleven ; and 
this he did in winter as well as in summer. In the autumn of 1793 Lord Spencer 
invitcdllhn to Althorpe to meet Gibbon, who was making a long stay there, and 
he was i^dlh templed to go. Hut the state of his spirits, as well a^Mrs. Unwin’s 
infirm cdhdition, unhappily compelled him to d rime the invitation. 

Tow.ards the end of the year 1793, just after he had dropped the Miltonic 
engl^vsmont, Lady Ilesketh caive to Weston. H^ley had been there a few wdtks 
before; but in April 1^94 received a message from her entreating him to come 
again, for that the unhappy patient had become mu^ worse. He came at once. 

It was evidently a terrible sight to them ; Hayley’s unaffected description is most 
pathetic. The poA^ufferer would hardly cat anything and refused all medicine, 
walking backwrffds and forwards incessantly in his bedroom, believing from hour 
to hour 4hat the defil was coming to carry him away. At Thurlow's request. 
Dr. Willis, whose success in the king’s insanity had made his yame renowned, , 
came to \Veston, but found the case past diis skill. A letter came from I.ord 
Spencer, announcing tluat the king granted Mr. Cowper a peasion of £,yx^ 
but he was not in a condition to receive the announcement. Whilst he was worn 
out with fatigue, anguish, and fasting, Mrs. Unwin -would insist on his dragging 
her round the gaAen. * She persisted too in keeping the management ofc the* 
househuld, and the reckless extravagance below stairs amazed and horrified l.ady 
Hcskeii)i,4K'ho, however, bravely struggled on for more than a year, vainly*Jioping 
to relieve him. She then wrote to his cousin Johnson, who had been recently 
ordaine<l, urging the necessity of removal, and he came and succeeded in' per¬ 
suading Cowper to consul to it. ft was spoken of as* temporary, otherw'ise 
the Consent would never have bcen*giv^ ; but when it came to the last Cowper 
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felt that he should never return, lie wrote, unseen by anvtcyie, these •lines on a 
window-shutter ;—| I 

“ Farewell, dear sdenes, for ever closed to me ; 

I for what sorrows must 1 now exchange ye." 

It was 30th of July, 1795. He saw the Ouse one* more, at Si l^eols, on his 

journey. And as he w’alkcd with^ohnson through the churchyard in the moon¬ 

light, he talked withachecrfulness. It was the last time that he was cver^ to do 
so. They went first to North Tuddenham, then to Mundsley, on the coast, where 
Johnson noticed that the monotonous sound of the breakers seemed to soothe him, 
and finally they settled at Dunham l^lgc, near Swhffham. 5<^hnson tried to coax 
him into composition or correspondence, but without availf* I’he’only thing 
that seemed to please him was ^eing read to, and they read Richardson|s in^vels to 
him. This W’as evidently successful, and novel-reading was acconlingly persisted 
in. Presently Johnson spoke in his hearing of some criticisms on hi:/Homer, 
and laid the volumes where he could see them. They soon found that he had 
.sought out the pa-sstOges, and had made some cj^rrcctions in his translation in 
consequence. But Dunlia. \ proving inconvenient, they moved to a house in the 
little town of East Dereham in October 1796. Two months aftcrw'ards (Dec. 17) 
Mrs. Unwin was released from her sufferings. Johnson took Cowper to sec her 
corpse. Ii% gued for a minute or two, then uttered some half-fini.sl^dExcla¬ 
mation of sorrow, and was led away. He rcgaincil his calmness dow^i-stairs, 
asked for a glass of wine,* and from that time never alluded to her again. She 
was buried by torchlight, that he might not know the time of the funeral. ^ 
rfis friebds hoped that Mrs.«Unwin’s rclea.se fnight allow of CowpciTs re¬ 
storation. But«the hope w>v vain. I'he gloom which vested upon him was 
dark as ever. Means, wise and unwise, were tried to dispel^itt—the only one 
which at all succeeded beiyg the attempt to interest him y^^his Home|. In 
September 1797 Johnson placed the revised copy open before him at the place 
where he had left it off twelve months before, and opened all ^e commentaries at 
the same place. Then after talking upon other subjects to him he led up*to this. 

* After a while the Poet took up one of the books and sat down on the sofa, 
saying in a low and plaintive voice, *' fmay as well do this, for I can do nothing 
else.” And from that time he continued steadily at the work. There were 
few outward signs of any alleviation of his mi.sery, but he was always more 
composed when thus engaged; and his letters to Lady lyieske^h, though appal¬ 
ling ih their fixedg despair, occasionally contain **dear cousin,” and ** yours 

affectionately,” both of which expressions he had quite dropped. Old Aiemls 

• • • 

* " He is wonderfully calm now, and made me give him a glass of wine the moment he got down, 
and took two pinches of snuff, which he had not done for nearly a week."— Extract Jrom 
Johnson’s Utter announeing tke death. ^ 

t One of them was the efondestine insertion of ttlbes into his bedroom, through which mes¬ 
sages were spoken, professing to be supernatural, and ii^teoded to nitmfy the Tcedoa '* voices ' 


Ix-iii INTRODUCTORY MEMOIR. 

• t* I * 

wlio cama to see,Vm, though he would not speak to .them, nor appear 
to notice them, evufcntly ^erc of some comfort to him;| for he spoke of 
them afterwards. In March 1799 he finished with Homer. Johnson then 
put the unfinished ** Four Ages of Man’’.'before him. He altered a few lines 
and added two or three nn./c. But he was evidently past this. Easier subjects 
were mentioned. At length he said tliat hc^liad thought of some Latin verses 
which ^ he thought he might do, and next day he wTote Montes Glacialcs.” 
The story had Ijcen read to him at Dunham Lodge, but he had not appeared to 
take any notice. A few days afterwards he translated it into English, and the 
next day wrote “Tiie Castaway,” founded upon a story in “Anson’s Voyages,” 
which he hud heard read some months before. This was hir. last original poem. He 
still seemed to like being read to, and he listened fo Gibbon’s Miscellaneous Works 
and to his own poems, except “John Gilpin,” which he forbade. Vincent 
Bourne was brought to him again, and. he translated a few more of the poems, 
as well as some Fables from Gay. This was in Jan. l8oo. The last words which 
he ever wrote were a correction of a mistranslation in Homer, which Hayley in 
a letter had pointed out. Two days afterwards (Feb. i) signs of dropsy appeared 
in his feet, and a physician was called in. On his asking him how he felt, 
“ I f(^ unutterable despair,” was the answer. The last visitor who came to 
see him y(.as Rose. Cowper show'ed evident regret at his departure. 

The^ was a Miss Perowne, a friend of Miss Johnson, who was staying with them, 
who had more influence wnth him than any one. She only, and she not always, 
cut^ld persuade him to take any medicine. Mr. Johnson took courage, on one 
occasion, to speak to him of dSath as the delivennee from misery. H(f seem^ to 
listen, but made no aikiwer.' Then Johnson spoke yet more cncoipagingly—spoke 
of the unutterable blessedness which God has prepared for those who love Him, 
and tl^erefore for He was quiet until the last four words then he passionately 
entreated that |^o such words should lie spoken more. And so the sad days passed 
on, and no con^orf^^ppeared. So near was he to the eternal sunrise now, and yet 
not a ra^ of its light appeared to herald the day-dawn. Not an echo reached the 
dying man’s ear of the voice of the Good Shepherd who walked by his side through ■ 
that horrible valley. The ship was in tHh midst of the sea, all the waves and 
storms of despair beating and surging over it, and the Saviour was not yet visible, 
though He was w'alking on the w'atcrs. • 

Miss Perowne ^(Tcrcjl the sufferer a* cordial. He refused it, saying, *‘WhaJ 
can it signify?*’ Those were his last words. Soon after^the tranquillity of 
uncoriScmusucss came on, and lasted for some hours. It was five o’clock in the 
evenlRg of St. Mark’s Day, 1800, Vhen the happy change came. Even so we 
must all be changed, in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye. Thank God. 

“From that moment,” Stiys the relative who loved him so well, “until the 
coffin was closed, the 'wxpression into wliich his countenance ^lad settled was 



INTRo!^ U^TOR y MEM OIR. 
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that of calmness a|Kl composure, mingled as it w^re wilh*holy surprise/* A 
pretty fancy ive may call this; but who can doubt that it symbolized the 
simple truth ? All who had ever known him loved him ; but the love of the 
best of ,us grows cold before the might of Thine, O jnost merciful Ij^iher of us 
all. I'hy judgments are like the \rcat deep; but Thy righteousness standeth 
like the strong moui^ains. 


O poets! from a maniac’s tongue, was poured the deathless singing! 

O Christians! at your cross of hope, a hopeless*liand waf clinging ! 

O men! thi| man,^n brollierhood, your weary paths bcgi#ing, • 
Groaned inly while he tauglft you peace, and died wliilc ye were smiling^ 


And now, what time ye all may read through dimming tears his sluro, 
How discord on the music fell, and darkness on the glory, 

'And how, when one by one, sweet sounds and wandering lights departed. 
He bore no less a loving face because so brokdh-hcarted ; 


He shall be strong to sanctify the poet’s high vocation, 

And bow the meekest Christian down in meeker adoration : 

Nor c^’^r .sliall he be, in/praise, by wise or good forsaken ; 

Named softly, as the household name of one whom God hath taken 

Elizabkth Barrett-Browni sc. 


He was bumd on Saturd^, May 2, in Dercham Chrych, in St. Edmund's 
Chapel; Mrs, Unwin is buried in the north aisle. I<ady Hesketh had a monu¬ 
ment erected to him, for which Hayley wrote the following inscription :— 

In Memory 

Of william COWPER, Esf^ 

Ram in Hertfordshire 1731. 

Buried in this Churcji 1800. 

Vc, who with warmth the public triumph feel 
Of talents, dignified ^ sacred zeal, 

Here, to devotion’s bard devoutly just, _ 
wPay your fond tribute due to Cowper’s dust T 
England, exulting in his sj>otless fame, 

Ranks with her dearest sons his favourite name 1 
Sense, fancy, wit, suffice not all to raise 
So^clear a title to atTectipn’s praise : 

His highest honours to the heart beldlig; 

His virtues form’d th§ ma^c of his song. 



THE POETICAL WORKS 
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WILLIAM COWPER 




EARLY POEMS. 

V 

PUBLISHED POSTHUMOUSLY.) 


VERSES, 

written at BA'yi IN HIS I7TH YEAR, ON PINOING THE HEPJHOP A SMOE 

Fortune ! I thank tfiee : gentle Goddess, thanks I 
Not that my Muse, though bashful, shall deny 
She would have thanked thee rather hadst thou cast 
A trea.sure in her way; for neither meed 
Of early breakfast, to dispel the fumes 
And bowel-raking pains of emptiness, ^ • 

Nor noontide feast, nor evening’s cool repast, 

Hopes she from Mils, presumptuous,—though perhaps 
The cobbler, leather-carving artist, might. 

Natliless she thanks thee, and accqits thy boon, 

'Vk'h^tever; not as erst the fabled cock. 

Vain-glorious fool, unknowing what he found. 

Spurned the rich gem thou gavest him. Wherefore, ah ! 

Why not on me that favour (worthier sure !) 

^onferredst thou, Goddess? Thou art blind, thou say’st: 
Enough! thy blindnesf shall excuse the aeed. 

l^r does my Mufe no benefit exhale 
From this thy scant indulgence;—even here. 

Hints, worthy sage Philosophy, are found. 

Illustrious hints, to moralize my song. 

This ponderous lieel of perforated hide 
Com^ct, with pegs indented many, a row. 

Haply (for such its massy form bespeaks) 

The weighty tread of some rude peasant clown 
Upbort: on this sup]K>rted ^ft he- stretched, 

With uncouth strides, along the furrowed glebe. 

Flattening the stubborn clc^, till cruel Time, 

, (What wul not cruel Time ?) on a wry step. 

Severed the strict cohesion; whtn, alas! 

He, who could erst with even equal pace 
Pursue his destined way with synmetry 
. And some proportion formed, now on^ne side. 

Curtailed and maimed, the sport of ^vagrant boys. 

Cursing his frail supporter, treacherous prop! 

With toilsome steps, and difficult, moves on. 

Thus fares it oft with other than tljp feet 
Of hnstble villager: the statesman-thus. 

Up |he*steei> road where proud^unbltion'leads, 
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SOATG. 


Aspiriftg, first uninterrupted winds 
His brosperous way; nor fears miscarriage foul^ 
While policy ^^revails and friends prove true: ' 
But that support soon failing, by him left 
On whom he most depended,—basely left, 
Betrayed, <\eserted,—from fiis airy height 
Headlong he falls, and through the rest of life 
Drags the dull load of disappointment on. 

, *748 • 


TRANSLATION OF PSALM CXXXVII. 


To Babylon’s proudVaters brbught. 
In bon<lagc whew' we lay. 

With tears on Sion’s Hill wc thought, 
A#tn sighted our hours away; 
Neglected on the willows hung 
Our usekss liarps, while every tongue 
Bewailed the fatal day. 

Then did the base insulting foe 
Some joyous notes demand, * 

Such as in .Sion used to flow 
From I ud all’s happy band: 

A w • what joyous notes have we, 

< )ur !^unlry spoiled, no longer free. 
And Jfi a foreign land ? 

(“> Solymn! if e’er thy praise 
Be silent in my song, 

Rwl'' and unpleasing be the l^ys, 

And artless be my tongue I 


Thy name my fancy still employs; 

'To thee, great fountain of my joys. 
My,sweetest airs belong. 

Remember, Lord! that hostile sound, 
When Kdom’s children cried, 

“ Razed be her turrets to the ground. 
And humbled l)e her pride!” 
Rememlx:r, Lord! and let the foe 
The terrors of thy vengeance know. 
The vengeance they defied! 

Thou too, great Babylon, shah fall 
A victim to our (iod; ^ 

Thy muiistnius crimes idready call 
For heaven’s chastising rod. 

Happy who shall thy little ones 
Relentless dash against the stones, 
Ai^ spread their limbs abroad.'*. 


SONG. 


No more shall h^ess Celia’s ears 
Be flutteredevith the cries 
Of lovers drownect in floods of tears, 
Or ifmrdered by her"eyes; 

No serenades to break her rest. 

Nor songs her slumbers to molest, 

With my fa, liT, la. 

The fragrant flowers that once would 
And flourish in her hair, [bloom 
Since she no longer bi^eathes perfume 
Their odours to repair, 

Muswfade, alas! and wither now, 

As ^aisd on any common brow, ^ 
With my fa, la, la. 

Her lip, so winning and so meek, 

No loneer has its charms; ^ 

As well SM m^ht by wiiistllng aedc 
To lure us to her arms; * • - * „ 


Aflcctcd o«cc, his real now. 

As her forsaken gums may show, 

With my fa, la, la. 

The down that on her chin so smooth 
^ So lovely once appeared, 

That, too, has left Ker with her youth, 
Or sprouts into a beard; 

As fields, so green when newly sown. 
With stubble stiff are ovei^r^wn. 

With my fa, la, la.* 

'9 * 

Then, Celia, leave your apish tricks. 
And change your girlish ai^ 

For ombi^ snuff, and politic^ 

Those jc^-s that suit your yeai:s; 

No patches can lost youth PKall, 

Nor whitewasl prop a tnmbling wall. 
With my la, liL 



THE S^mTO^fS OF LOVE. 

__________ I , 

THE C^TAINTY OF DEATH.** 


Mortals ! around your destined heads 
Thick fly the shafts of Death, 

And lo I the savage spoiler spreads * 
A thousand toils beneath. ^ 


Tlius the wrecked mariner may strive 
Some desert shore to ^in, 

Secure of life, if he survivfw 
The fury\)f the main.* 
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In vain we trifle with our fate; 

Try every art in vjfln; 

At best we but prolong the date. 
And lengthen out our pain. 

Fondly we think all danger fled, 
For Death is |ver nigh; 
Outstrips our unavailing speed, 
Or meets us as we fly. 


But there, to famine doomed a prey. 
Finds the mistaken wretch • 
He but escaped the troubled sea, 

To perish on the beach. 


Since then in vain we strive to guard 
Our frailty from the foe, 

Lord, let me live not unprepjires? 

To meet the fatal blow 1 




OF HIMSELF. 


William was once a bashful youth; 

His modesty was such. 

That one might say (to say the truth) 
lie rather had too much. 

Some said that.it was want of sense, 
And others want of spirit, 

(So blest a thing is impudence,) 

While others could not bear it. 

But^ome a different notion had, * 

And at eachvther winking,* 
Observed, that though he little said. 

He paid it off with thinking. 

• 

Howe’er, it happened, by degrees. 

He mended and grew perter; 

In company was more at ease, 

And dressed a little smarter; 

• 

Nay, now and then would look quite* 

gay» 

As other people do; 


And soihetimes said, or tried to say, 

A witty thing or so. 

He eyed the women, and m.ide free 
To comment on their shapc.s; — 

So that there was, or seemed io be. 

No fear of a relapse. *• 

The women said, who thought him 
rough, ^ • 

But now no longer foolish, 

“The creature nr\jLy do well enough. 
But wants a deal of polish.” 

At length, improved^om head to heel, 
’Twere scarce too*much to say,* 

No dancing licar wivi sopgenteel, 

Or half so ^ 

Now that a miracle so strange 
'May not in vain be shown. 

Let Ae dear maid who wrought the 
change 

E’er claim him for her own. 


^ THE SYMPTOMS OF LOVE. 

WotiLD my Ddia know if 1 lov<v let her take 
My last thought at night, and the first when I wake; 
When my prayers and wishes preferred for her Sake. 


Let her gt^s what 1 muse on, when, nunbling alon^ 
I st^e o’w the stubble each dUiy jrith my gift, 
ready to shoot till the«ov^’iS fiown. 
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LOF£ POEMS^ 

-S —\ - 

Let her chink what odd whimsies 1 Vaive in my brain, 
When 1 read oiu page over and over again, I 
And discover arlast ttiat 1 read it in vain. 

I.et her say why so fixed and fo steady my look, 
Without ever,regarding the person who S[)oke, 

Still aflecting to laugh, without blaring the joke. 

Or why when with pleasure her praises I hear « 

(That sweetest of melody sure to my ear), 

1 attend, and at once inattentive appear. 

And lijstly, whcil summoned t|> drink to my flame, 
l.et k;r guess why 1 never once mention her|iame, 
Though herself and the woman 1 loi'e are the same.* 


AN APOLOGY 


FOK NOT SHOWING IIBK WHAT 1 HAD WROTE. 


OlD not my Muse (what can she less?) 
J’ercoive her own unworthiness, 

('ould site l>y some well*cho.sen theme 
Hut hi))e to merit your esteem. 

She wo\)in not thus conceal her lays, 
Ambit i&us to deserve your praise. 

Hut should my Delia take offence, 

Apd frown on her im|)ertinencc, 

In silence, sorrowing and forltfrn, 
Would the despairing trifler mourn. 


Curse her ill-tuned, unpleasing lute, 
Then sigh and sit for ever mute. 

In secret therefore let her play, 
Squandering her idle notes away 
In secret as she chants alotl^, 

('hcerful and careless in her song; 
Nor heeds she whether harsh t»r clear. 
Free from each terror, every fear, 
From that, of all most dreackd, fr«e. 
The terror of offending Thee. 

Cutjifld, July 1752. ^ 


c 

A t the same j^ace. 

Delia,^ he unkindest girl on earth. 
When I besought the fair, 

That favour of intrinsic worth, 

A ringlet of her hair, 

Kefiiscd that instant to comply 
With my absurd request. 

For reasons she could weeify, 

Some twenty score at least. 

TrusMjfi, my dear, however odd 
It%ay appear to say, 

1 sought it merely to defraud 
Thy spoiler of his prey. 

Yes ! when its sister lo 4 cs shall fade* 

As quickly fade they must, * * • 


When all their l>eauties are decayed. 
Their gloss, their colour, lost— 

R/kh then ! if haply to*my share 
Some slender pittance fall. 

If I but gain one single hair, 

Nor age usurp them all;—, 

When you behold it still as sleek. 

As lovely to the ^iew, • 

As when it left thy snowy neejf,— 
That Eden where it grew,-—. 

Then shall my Delia’s self declare 
That I professed the trutlt. 

And have preserved my little share 
In everlasting youtu. 

• 



SONGS. 
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AN ATTEMPT AT THE MANNER OF WALLER. 


Did not thy reason and thy sens^ 
With iflost persuasive eloquence. 
Convince me that obedience due 
None may so justly claim as you, 
By right of beauty you would be 
Mistress o'er my heart and me. 

Then fear not I should e'er rebel, 
My gentle love!, I mij^t as welj. 

A froward peevishness put on. 

And quarrel with the mid-day sun; 


Or question who gave hjm S right 
To M so fiery and so bright. 

Nay, this were less absurd and 
Than disobedience to thy reign ; 

His beams are often too severe; 

But thoq*art mild« as thou art fair; 
First from necessity we own your sway, 
Then scorn our freJQom, arfd by choice 
obey. 

Drayton^ March 1753. 


A SONG. 


The sparkling eye, the mantling cheek, 
The polished front, the snowy neck, 
How seldom we behold in one 1 
Glossy look^, and brow serene, 

Venus’ smiles, Diana’s mien. 

All meet in you, and you alone. 

Beauty like other powers maintailis 
Her empire, aVl oy union reigns; 

Each single feature faintly warms: 


But where at once we view displayed 
Unblemished grace, the perfect maid 
Our eyes, our cars, our heart *\inn5r 

So when on earth the go<l 
Obliquely sheds his tempered r^, 
Through convex orbs the beams 
tyinsmit, ^ • 

The beams that gently warmed before, 
Collected, gentlwwarm no mure. 

But glow with more prevailing heat. 


A SONG. 


* On the green mygin of the brook 
Despairing Phyllida reclined, • 
Whilst every sigh and every look 
Declared the anguish of her mind. 

"Am I fess lovely then? (she cries, 

• And in the waves her form surveyed;) 
Oh yes, I see my Iqaguid eyes. 

My fa^ed cheek, my colour fled : 
These eyes no more like lightnii^ pierced. 
These cheeks grew pale, when Damon 
• first 

His Phyllida betrayed. 

" The rose he im^is bosom wore, 

How oft ttp^ my breast was seen! 


And when I kissed the drooping flower. 

‘ ^ehold,* he cried, ‘ it blooms again 1 ’ 
The wreaths that Ijound my braided 
hair. 

Himself next day was proud to wear 

* At church, or on ^e green.” 

While thus sad Phyllida lament^T 
Chance brought unlucky Thymis on; 
Unwillingly the nymph consemhJl 
But Damon first the cheat begun. 
She wiped the fallen tears away, 

'Chen sighed and blushed, as who 
should Say, 

* **Ahl Thyrsis, I am won.” 


AN ODE, 


UPON A VENERABLE RIVAL. 


Full thirty froiits since thotf wert young 
Have chilled the withered grove, 

Thou wretch 1 and Ivast thou lived so long, 
Noi*yet forgot to love I 

Ye Sages! spite of your prete;xces 
To wisdom, you nfust own • 

Your fully firequenUc' commences 
When you acknowledge none. 

Not that I deem it weak to love. 

Or (oliiy to admire; 

But ah t the pangs we lovers prove 
Far other years require. 


f 

Unheeded on the youthful brow^ 

1 ne beams of Phoebus play; 

But unsupported Age stoops low 
Beneath the sultry ray. 

For once, then, if untutored youth, 

• Youth unapproved by years. 

May chance to ^viate into truth, 

When your cxperienve errs; 

For once attempt not to despise 
What I esteem a rule : 

Wlio early loves, tliough young, is wise,-— 
Who old, though grey, a fool. 


AN ODE 

« 

OK RIADIMG MR. RICKARDSON'S HISTORY OP SIR CHARLES GRANDISON. 


Say, ye apostate and profane, 
WRcjches who blush not to disdain 
Allegiance to your God, * 

Did e’er your idly-wa^ed love 
Of virtue for her sake remove 
And lift you from the crowd ? 

• •• 

Vrould you thence of glory run ? 
Know, the devout,^nd they alone^ 
Are equal to tRe td^k: 

The labours of the illustrious course 
Far other than the unaidediorce 
Of human vigour oslq • 

To arm against repeated ill 
The patient heart, too brave to feel 
,The tortures deSpair; 

Nor i^fcr yet high.crested Prides 
When >^suth flows in with every ti^ 
T^ain admittance there. * 


To rescue from the tynmPs sword 
The oppressed;—tmseen and unim- 
plored, • ^ , 

To cheer the fafce of woe; • 


From lawless insult to defend 
An orphan’s right, a fallen friend, 
i^nd a forgiven foe ^ 

These, tli^ distinguish^rom the crowd. 
And these alone, the great and good. 
The guardians of mankind; 

Whose bosoms with these virtues heave, 
Ob, with what matchless speed they 
leave 

The multitude behind! 

Vhen ask ye, from what cause on earth 
Virtues like these derive their birth? 

Derived from Heaven alope, 

Full on that favoured breast th^ shine. 
Where Faith and Resignation join 
To call the bteesing down. * 

• 

Such is that heartbut while the Muse 
Thy theme, O Richardson, pursues, 

Her feebler spirits faint; 

She cannot reaqji, and would not wrong, 
That subject for an aqgel’s song. 

The heio^ and the sflmtl 


j^VE POEMS. 

--Jl-,- 

IN A LETTER TO C. P., ESQ.' 

I ILb WITH THB RHBUHATISM. 

Grant me the M^use, ye gods I whose humble flight 
Seeks not the mountain-top's ^micioifi height; • 
Who can the tali Parnassian cliff forsake, 

To visit oft the still Lethean lake; 

Now*her slow pinions brush the sUent shore, 

Now gently skim the unwrinkled waters o’er, 

There dips her downy plumes, thence upward fiieS) 
And she^ soft slumbers on htf votAiy’s eyes. 

IN A LETTER TO THE SAME. 

IN IMITATION or 5HAKBSPBARB. 

Trust me, the meed of praise, dealt thriftily 
From the nice scale of judgment, honours more 
Than does the lavish and aerbeaxiflg tide 
Of profuse rourtesy. Not all the gems 
Of India's richest soil at random spread 
O'er the gay vesture of some glittering dame. 

Give such alluring vantage to the person. 

As the scant lustre of a i^, with choice 
And comely guise of ornament disposed. 


•AiCAtfitU. 

This evening,^elia, you and J 
Have manag^ most delightfully. 

For with a frown we parted; 
Having contrived some trifle that 
We both may be much troubled at, 
And sadly disconcerted. 

Yet well as each performed their part, 
* We might perceife it was but art; 
And ^t we both intended 
To sacrifice a little ease; 

For all such petty flaws as these 
Are mlde out to be mended. 


You knew, dissembler I all the while. 
How sweet it was to reconcile 
After this heavy pdt; 

That we should gaiff ny thb allap 
When next we met,laugh away 
The care we felt. 

Happy I when we but seek to endure 
A little pain, then find a cure 
B>*doub1e joy requited; 

For friendship, like a severed bone, 
Inmroves and gains a stranger tone 
• When aptly reunited. 


WRITTEN IN A (QUARREL. 

(thb sblivkrv or it raavBHTXD bv a rbconciuatioii.) 


Think, Delia, with what and haste 
Our fleeting pleasure%move. 

Nor heedless thuf.in sorrow waste 
The momentfi due to love; 


Be wise, my fair, and gently treat 
41 iese few that are out; friends; 
Thipk, 1;)itts abused, what sad regret 
* Tlieir speedy flight attends! 


s 


LOVE POEAfi 

__ ■ 1 .. 


Jrure in thd^se eyes n 5 ve so well, 
And wished so long to see/l 
Anger I thought could never dwell, 
Or anger aimed at me. 

No bold oHenQe of mine I knew 
Should e’er provoke your hate ; 
And, early taught to think you true, 
StiV hoped a gentler fate. 


With K'ndness bless^he present hour, 
Or oh i we meet m vain t 
What can we do in absence more 
Than suffer and complain? 

^ated to ills beyond redress, 

We must endure our woe ; • 

The days allowed us to possess, 

’Tis madness te forego. 


See where the Tlrimes, purest 
stre.am 

That wavers to th^noon-day beam, 
Divides the vale below ; 

While like a vein of liquid ore 
His waves enrich the happy shore. 

Still sfiining as they flow ! 

Nor yet, my Delia, to the main 
Runs the sweet tide without a stain. 
Unsullied as it seems ; 

The nym]>hs of many a sable flood 
Deform with streaks of oozy mud 
bosom of the Thames. 

.Some itjfe rivulets, tliat feed 
And sflckle every noisome weed, 

A sandy bottom boast; 

PJfir ever bright, for ever clear, 
The^ritling shallow rills appear 

In their own channel lost. 

• 

Thus fares it with the human soul. 
Where copious floods of passion roll, 
Bysgenuine lovlatupplied; 


Fair in itself the current shows, 

But ah ! a thousand anxious woes 
Pollute the neble tide*. 

These are emotions known to few ; 

For where at most a vapoury dew 
Surrounds the tranquil heart. 

There as the triflers never prove 
The glad excess of real love. 

They never prove the smart. 

Oh then, my life, at last relent 1 
Though cruel the reproach 1 sent, 

My sorrow was unfeigned ; 

Yoiir passion, had 1 loved you not, 

You might have scorned^ renounced, 
forgot. 

And 1 had ne’er complained. 

While you indulge a groundless fear, 
The imaginary woes you heir • 

Are r^l woes to me y 
But thou art kind, and good thou art, 
Nor wilt, by wronging diine own heart, 
Unjustly«pimish me. 


How b^jst the youfh whom Fate ordains 
A kind relief from all his pains. 

In some admired fair; 

Whose tendercst wishes find expwssed 
Their own resemblance in her breast, 
Exactly copied there 1 

What ^ood soe’er the gods dispense, • 
Tim enjoyment c#its influence 
St^ on her love depends; 

Her love, the shield that guards his 
• “art, • 

Or wards the blow, or blunts the dart 
That peevish Fortune sends. 

Thus, Delia, while thy Jove endutesf 
Tlie name my hajppy breast securer 
From Fortune’s fickle power; * 


Change as she list, she may increase, 

But not abate my happiness, 

Confirmed by thee«bcfore. * 

• 

Thus while I share her smiles with thee, 
Welcome, my love, shall ever be 
The favours she bestows; 

Yet not on those I found my olfes, 

But in the noble ecstasies 
The faithful bosom knows. 

And when she prunes her wings for 
flight. 

And flutters nimbly from my sight, 
Contented I resi^ 

Wbate’er she gsve; thy love alone 
I can securely call m^own. 

Happy wiude that is ^ine. 


fPISTLE rh ROBERT LLOYD, ESQ. ' ,.9 


AN EPISTLE TO ROBERT LLOYD, ESQ. 


*TlS not that I design to rob • 

Thee o&thy birthright, gentle Bob,% 

For thou art bom sole heir and single 
Of dear Mat Prioris easy jingle; 

Nor that 1 mean, while thus I knit 
My threadbare sentiments together, 

To show my genius or my wit, 

-When God and you know I have 
neither; • 

Or such, as might be better shovm 
By letting poetry alone. 

’Tis not with either of these views 
That I mesume to address the Muse: 
But to divert a fierce banditti 
(Swojrn foes to every thing that's witty). 
That, with a black infernal train, 

Make cruel inroads in my bi-ain, 

And daily threaten to drive thence 
My little garrison of sense: 

The fierce banditti which I mean. 

Are gloomy*thoughts led on by Spleen. 
Then there’s another reason yet, 

Which is, that I may fairly quit 
The debt which justly became due 
The^omont when 1 heard from ^ou: 
And you miglit mmble, crony mine. 

If paid in any oihcr coin ; • 

Since twenty sheets of lead, God knows, 
(I would say twenty sheets of prose,) 
Can ne’er be deemed worth naif so much 
As one of gold, and yours was such. 
Thus the preliminaries settled, 

I fairly find myself pitch-kettled; 

' And cannot see, though few see better. 
How I shall hammer out a letter. * 
First, for a thought—since all agree— 
A thought—I have it—let me see— 

*Tis goni again—^plague on’t 11 thought 
I had it—^but I have it not 
DamoGurton thus^^d Hodge her son. 
That useful thing, her needle, ^ne. 
Rake w^ the cinders, sweep the floor, 
And sift’the dust behind the door;^ 
While eager Hodge beholds the prize 
In old grimalkin’s glaring eyes; 

And Gammer finds it on her knees 
In every shining Itraw she sees. 

This si^e wore apt enough. 


But I've another, critic-proof^ 

The virtuaso thus at noo.t. 

Broiling beneath a July sun. 

The gilded butterfly pursues 
O’er hedge and ditch, through gafis and 
mews, 

And after,many a vain essay 
To captifate the tmpting prey. 

Gives him at length.the lucky pat, 

And has him safe beneath his nat: 
Then lifts it gently from the ,^€>«ind.; 
But ah 1 'tis lost as soon as found; 
Culprit his liberty regains; • 

Flits out of .sight and mocks his pains. 
The sense was dark, ’twas therefore fit 
With silnile to illustrate it; 

But as too much obscures the sight, 

As often as too little light. 

We have our similes cut short, 

For matters of more grave impor 
That Matthew’s numbers run vith case 
Each man of common sense agfaes; 

All men of common sense allow. 

That Robert’s lines are easy too; ^ 

Where then the preference sha+i wc 
place. 

Or how do iustict in this case? 
“Matthew,” says Fame, “with endless 
pains 

Smoothed and renned the nearest 
strains, ^ 

Nor suffered onjj illichosen rhyme 
To escape him at the idlest timi; 

And thus o’er all a lustre cast, 

'ThaL while the language lives shall 
last.” 

“An’t please your ladyship,” quoth I, 
(For ’ti.s my business to reply,) 

*“ Sure so much^Iabow, so much toil. 
Bespeak at least a stubborn soil. • 
Theirs be the laurel-wreath dccni^d, 
Wko both write well and write fuB .speed; 
Who throw their Helicon abouF 
As freely as a conduit spout I 
Friend Robert, thus like rAien sfovant, 
iJIts fiill a poegi en passant. 

Nos needs nis genuine ore refine; ^ 
•’Tis ready polidied from the mine.’* 
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ON THE MARRIAGE A FRIENDf 
---- 

ODE, SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN ON^ THE 
MARRIAGE OF A FRIEND. 

Thou marac lyre^ whose fascinating sound 
• Seduced the savage monstcrs/rom their cave. 

Drew rocks and trees, and forms uncouth around, 

And bade wild Hebrus hush his listening ^ave; 

No more thy undulating warblings flow 
O’er Thracian wilds of everlasting snow 1 

Awale to sweater sounds, t^pu magic lyre, ' 

^d paint a lover’s bliss—a lovers pain 
Far nobler triumphs now thy notcjf inspire. 

For see, Eurytlice attends thy strain; 

Her smile, a prize beyond the conjurer’s aim, 

Superior to the cancelled breath of fame. 

From her sweet brow to chase the gloom of car^ 

To check the tear that dims the naming eye. 

To bid her heart the rising sigh forbear, 

And flush her orient cheek with brighter joy, 

In that dear breast soft sympathy to move, « 

And touch the springs of rapture and of love. 

Ah me I how long bewildered and astray, 

Iwost and benighted, did my footsteps rove, 

Till sent by Heaven to cheer my pathless way, 

A star arose—the radiant star of love. 

The God propitious joined our wiling hands, 

And Hymen wreathed us in his ros)^bands. 

Yet not the beaming eye, or placid brow, 
golden tresses, hid the subtle dart; 

To^lmrms superior far than those I bdW, 

« 4pd nobler worth enslaves my vanquished heart; 
Th^ beapty, elegance, and grace combined, 

Which beam transcendent from that angel mind. 

While vulgar passions, meteors of a day. 

Expire before tlib chilling blasts of age. 

Our holy flame with pure and steady ray, 

Its glooms shall brighten, and its pangs assuage; 

By Virtue (sacred vestal) fed, shall snine, 

Asd w«ftm our fainting souls with eneigy divine. 


ON HER endeavouring TO CONCEAL HER GRIEF ATPAfeTING. 

Ah ! wherefore should my weeping maid suppress 
Those^entle sagns t>f undissembTed woe i 
When from sof^lov^ proceeds the deep distress. 

Ah 1 why fomd the shilling tears to flow? 



A>F£ POEMS. ,.it 

_ t ^ 

Sinfe for my sakJ each dear translucest drop^ • 

Breaks forth, best witness of thy trfth sincere. 

My lips should drink the precious mixture up. 

And, ere it falls, receive the trembling tear. 

% 

Trust me, these syns^toms of thy faithful heart 
In absence shall my dearest hopes sustain j; 

Delia since such thy sorrow that we part. 

Such when we meet thy joy shall be again. 

Hard is that heart and unsubdued by love 
That feels no pain, nor ever heaver a sigh; > 

: Such hearts the fiercest* passions only proven 
' jOt frelze in col^ insensibility. 

Oh ! then indulge thy grief, nor fear to tell 
The gentle source from whence thy sorrows flow; 

Nor tliink it weakness when we love to feel, 

Nor think it weakness what we feel to show. 


Bid adieu, niy sad heart, bid adieu to thy peace I 
Thy pleasure is past, and thy sorrows increase; 

See the shadows of evening now far they extend. 

And a long night is coming, that never may end i 
For the sun is now set that enlivened the scene. 

And an age must be past ere it rises again. 

Already deprived of its splendour and heat, 

I feel thee more slowly, more heavily beat; 

^Perhaps overstraifled with the quick pulse of pleasure, 

^Thou art glad «f this respite to beat at thy leisure ; 

But the sigh of distress shall now weary thee more 
Than the nutter and tumult of passion before. . « 

The heart of a lover is never at rest, ^ 

With joy overwhelmed, or with sorrow oppressSS: 

When Delia is near, all is. ecstasy then, ** 

And I even forget 1 must lose her again: 

When absent, as wretcljed ag happy before^ 

Despairing I cry, ** I shall see hdr no more I ” 

BerkhanuUad. 

WRITTEN AFTER LEAVINd HER AT NEW fURNS. 

• 

How tmick the change from joy to woe! While on her dear enchanting toi^e 

How TOetjuered is our lot below 1 Sofh sounds of grateful welcome hung. 

Seldom ^e view the prospect &ir. For absence had withheld it long. '* 

Dark (douds of sorrow, pain, and care “Welcome, my long 4 ost love,” she 

(Some pleasing intervals between,. said, . 

Scowl over mote than half the scene. “E*er since onj adverse fates decreed 
Last week with Delia, gentle maid, Tha^ we,nni8t part, and I must mourn 
Far hence in Imppier fields I strayed, *TiH once more blessed by thy return. 



.Iwove, on 'whose inffuence I relied 
For adl the transports I enjoyed, 

Has played the cruel tyrant’s part 
And turned tormentor to my heart. 
But let nw hold thee to my breast, 
Dear partner*of my ioy and rest, 

And not a pain, and not a fear 
Or anxious doubt, shall enter there.” 
Hap^y, thought I, the favoured youth. 
Blessed with such undissembled truth ! 
Five suns successive rose an 4 set, 

And saw no monar^ in his sftate. 
Wrapped *in the Maze of majesty. 

So free from every care as I. 

mL « 

Next tljiy the scene was overcast; 

Such diy till then I never pa.Hsed, 

For on that day,—relentless fate!— 

At BerkhamsUad? . 


DeliiAmd I must s|parate. 

Yet ere we looked our last farewell. 
From her dear lips this comfort fell: 

” Fear not that time^ where’er we rove, 
• Or absence, shall abate my love.” 

Ai^ can I doubt, my charming maid. 
As unsincere what you have said ? 
Banished from ^ee to what I hate, 
Dull neighbours and insipid chat, 

No joy to cheer me, none in view, 

But the dear hope of meeting you ; 
*And that through passion’s optic scene, 
With ages integposed between ; 

Blessed with the kind support you give, 
'Tis by your promised truth I live; 
How deep my woes, how fierce mv 
flame, 

You best may tell who feel the same. 


R. S. S. • 

All-worshipped Gold! thou mighty mystery! 
Say by what name shall I address thee rather, 

Our blessing, or our bane? Without thy aid. 

The generous pangs of pity but distress 
The human li^art, that fain would feel the bliss 
Of blessing others ; and, enslavft by thee. 

Far from relieving woes which othesrs feel. 

Misers oppress themselves. Our blessing then 
With virtue when possessed; without, our bane, 
fl^n my bosom unperceived there lurk 
k'tte deep-sown seras of avarice or ambition, 

^me me, ye great ones (for I scorn your censure). 
But let the generous and the good commend me 
That to my Delia I direct them all. 

The worthiest object of a virtuous love. 

Oh ! to some distant scene, a wdlling exile 
From the wild uproar of this busy world. 

Were it my fate with Delia to retire; 

With her to wander tlfrough the sylvan shade, 

Bach fhom, or o’er the moss-imbrowned turf, 
Where, blessed as the prime parents of mankind 
In their own Eden, we would envy none ; 

But, greatly pitying whom the world calls happy, 
Gently spin out the silken thread of life ; 

While from her Ups attentive I receive 
The tenderest dictates of the purest flame^ 

And frAn her eyes^ (where aofl complacent sits • 
mumined with the* radiant beams <» sense) 



WRITTEN ^N A FIT OF ILLNESS.^ ’ 


? • * 

Tranquillity htyo^Ki a monarch’s readi. 

For^ve me. Heaven, this only avarice^ 

My soul indulges; 1 confess the crime 

(If to esteem, to covet such perfection 

lie criminal). Oh, grani; me Delia! grant me wealth ! 

Wealth to alleviate, pot increase my wants ; 

And grant me virtue, without which nor wealth 
Nor Delia can avail to make me blessed. 


WRITTEN IN A FIT OF ILLNESS , 

,, K S. S. 

In these sad hours, a prey to ceaseless pain, 

While feverish pulses lean in every vein, 

When each faint breath tlie last short effort seems 
Of life just parting from my feeble limbs; 

I How wild soe’er my wandering thoughts may be. 

Sti ll, gentle D elia |. st ill they turn on jhee 1 • 

At length d, slumberihg to a short repose, 

A sweet obli\ lon frees me from my woes. 

Thy form appears, thy footsteps 1 pursue 
Through springy vales, and meadows washed in dew; 
Thy arm supports me to the fountain’s brink, 

Where by some secret power forbid to drink. 

Gasping with thirst, I view the tempting flood 
That flies my touch, or thickens into mud ; 

Till thine own hand immerged the goblet dips, 

And bears it streanifng to my burning lips. 

^Shere borne alof^ on Fancy’s wing we fly, • 

Like souls embodied to their native sky; 

Now every rock, each mountain, disappears; 

And the round earth an even surface wears; 

When lo! the force of some resistless weight 
Bears me straight down from that pernicious heigfff; 
Parting, in vain our struggling ams we close { 
Abhorred forms, dire phantoms interpose ; 

Wiflh trembling voice on ^hy loVed name I call; 

And gulfs yawn ready to receive niy fall. 

From these fallacious visions of distress 
I wake ; nor are my real sorrows less, 
fl'hy absence, Delia, heightens every ill, 
knd gives e’en trivial pains the power to kill." 

Oh! wert thou near me ; yet that wish forbear! 
’Twere vain, my love,—'twere vain to wish thee near; 
Thy tender heart would heave wfth anguish too, 

And by partaking, but increase my woe. 

Alone I’ll grieve, till gloomy sorrow past, 

H«dtb, like the cheerful day<spring, comes at last,— 
Comes fraught with bliss to banish every paiA, 

^op^ joy, and peace, and Delia In hdl: train I 


TO DELIA, 


TO DELIA. 


Me to whatever state the gods assign. 

Believe, my love, whatever state be mine, 

Ne'er shall my breast one anxious sorrow know, 
Ne’er shall my heart confess a real woe, 

If to thy share Heaven’s choicest blessings fall, 
As thou hast virtue to deserve them all. • 
Yet vain, alas! that idle hope would be 
That builds on happiness remote from thee. 

Oh!»may thy .charms, whate’er our fate decrees, 
Please, as they must, but lei them only please— 
Not like the sun with equal influ^ce shind,’ 

Nor warm with transport any heart but mine. 
Ye who from wealth the ilbgrounded title boast 
To claim whatever beauty charms you most; 

Ye sons of fortune, who consult alone 
Her parents’ will, regardless of her own, 

Know that a love like ours, a generous flame, 

No wealth can purchase, and no power reclaim. 
The soul’s affection can be only given 
Free, unextorted, as the grace of Heaven. 

Is there whose faithful bosom can endure 


Pangs fierce as mine, nor ever hope a cure ? 
Who sighs in al>sence of the dear-loved maid. 
Nor summons once Indifference to his aid ? 
Who can, like me, the nice resentment prove. 
The thousand^sofi disquietudes of love ; 

The trivial strifes that cause a real jiain; 

The l^liss when reconciled agaig ? 

Let him alone dispute the real prize. 


pyia __ 

llKre shall he read all gentleness andiruth. 

But not himself, the dear distinguished youth ; 
Pljr for him perhaps they may express— 

Pity, tRat will but heighten his distress. 

But, wretched rival 1 he must sigh to see 
The spiightlier rays of love^directed all to me. 

And thou, deat* Antidote of every pain 
Which fortune can inflict, or love ordain, 

Since early love has taught thee to despise 
What the world’s worthksss votaries only prize, 
Btliev^ my love! no less the generous god 
Rules in my breast, his ever blest abode; 

There has he driven each gross desire away. 
Directing every wish and every thought to thee 
Then can I ever leave my Delia’s arms, 

A slave, devoted to inienor diarms? 

Can e er my soul hei^reason so diwraee ? 

For wh«t blest minister of heavenfy race * 
Would quit Aftt hAvenito find a hapiner phu^ 7 


LAST STANZAS TO DELIA. 


- \ 

HoI'E, like the sl.ort*lived ray that glmms awhile 
Through wintiy skies, upon the fro^n waste, 

I Cheers e^en the 4ce of Mise^ to a smile; 

But soon the momentary pleasure’s past 

How oft, my Delia, since our last farewell 
(Years that have rolled since that distressful hour), 

Grieved I have said, when most our hopes prevail, 
Our promised happiness is least secure. 

Oft I have thought the scene of troubles closed, 

And hoped once more to gaze upon your charms; 

As oft S( me dire mischance has interposed, 

’And snatched the expected blessing from my arms 

The seaman thus, his shattered vessel lost. 

Still vainly strives to shun the threatening death; 

And while he thinks to gain the friendly coast, 

And drops his feet, and feels the sands beneath, 

m 

Borne by the wave steep-sloping from the shore. 
Back to the inclement deep, again he beats 

The surge aside, and seems to tread secure; 

And now the refluent wave his baffled toil defeats. 

Had you, my love, forbade me to pursue 
My fond attempt; disdainfully retired. 

And with proud scorn compelled me to subdue 
The ill-fated passion by yourself inspired; 

•i^en haply to some distant spot removed, , 
Hopeless to gain, unwilling to molest ’ 

With fond entreaties whom 1 dearly loved, 

Despair or absence had redeemed my rest. 

But now, sole partner in my Delians heart. 

Yet doomed far off in exile to complain, 

Eternal absence cannot ease my smart, 

And Hope subsists but to pjolong my pain. 

Oh then, kind Heaven, be this my latest breath 1 
Here end my life, or make it worth my care; 

Absence from whom we love is worse tlmn death. 
And frustrate hope severer than despair. 


ON THE DEATH OF SIR W. RUSSEIX. 

Doomed, bs I am, in solitude to waste 
Tlie pjesent moments, and le^t the past; 
■Deprived of every joy I valued most, ^ 

My fiiend tom m>m me,'Hmd’n^ Ibistxess lost. 



i6. . FIFTH TIRE OF THE FIRST\BOOK OF J^ORACE. 


Cat. not this gloom 1 wear, tHiaanxioos miem 
The dull efect of humour, or ofjspleen! * 

Still, still 1 mourn, with each returning day, 

Him snatched by fate in early youth away. 

And her, through tediou^ years of doubt and pain, 
Fixed in her choice, and faithful, but in vain! 

O prone to pity, generous and sincere. 

Whose eye ne’er yet refused the wretch a tear; 
Whose heart the real claim of friendship l^ows. 
Nor thinks a lover’s are but fancied woes; 

See me-—ere yet my destined course half done, 
Csftt forth it-wanderer on a world unknown! 

t ee me neglected on the World’s rude coast, 
ach dear companion of ray voyage lost? , 
Nor ask why clouds of sorrow shade my brow, 
And ready tears wait only leave to flow! 

Why all that soothes a heart from anguish free, 
All that delights the happy—palls with me! 


TlIE.FIFTIl SATIRE OF THE FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 


, 4 

A IIVMOKOUS UCSCRIPTIOM OF TUB AUTHOR'S JOURNEY FROM ROME TO BRUNDUSIUM. 


*I WAS a long journey lay before us, 
>v’hen I and honest Heliodorps, 

Who far in point of rhetoric 
Surpasses every living Greek, 

Each leaving our respective home. 
Together sallied forth from Rome. 

Fiijt at AriciaV'e alight. 

And there refresh and pass the night. 
Our entertaininem rather coarse 
Tlian <..umptuuus,* but I’ve met with 
worse. 

Thence o’er the causeway soft and fliir 
To Appii Forum we repair. * 

But as this road is well supplied 
(T^ptation strong!) on either side 
With inns commodious, snug, and warm, 
We split the jouiitey, ftnd perform 
In two days’ time what’s often done 
By brisker travellers in one. 
«Heft;^ther choosing not to sup * 
Than with bad water mix my cup. 

After a warm debate in spite 

Of a provoking appetite, • 

1 sturdily resolve at lasf 

To balk it, and pronounce a fkst, * • 


And in a moody humour wait, 

While my less dainty comrades bait. 

N#w o’er the spangled heVnisphere 
Diffuse(^ the starry traii/appear, 

When there arose a desperate braw'l; 
The slaves and baigemen, one and all, 
Rending their throats (have mercy on 
us!) 

As if they were re.soIved to stun us. 
‘‘Steer the barge this way to the shore! 
I tell you we’ll admit no more! 

,Plague! will you nether be content?” 
Thus a whole hour at least is spent, 
While they receive the several fares. 
And kick the mule into hLs ggars. 
Happy, these difficulties past, 

Could we have fallen asleep at last! • 
But, what with diumming, cibaking, 
, biting, , 

Gnats, frogs, and all theis plagues 
uniting 

These tunefuT natives of the lake 
Conspired to keep as broad awake. 
Besides, to moke thewconcert full, 

. Two maudlin wight^ ^ceeding dull. 



i8 NINTH^ATIRE OF THE 

'V'oui* shanks mcth [Iks no buskins ask/ 
Nor does your phik require a mask.” 

To this Cicirrus : “In return 

• Of you, sir, now 1 fain would learn. 
When ’twas, no longer deemed a slave, 
Your ch&ins^you to the Lares gave. 

I'or though a scrivener’s rigtit you claim, 
Your lady’s tide i.s the same. 

Ibit what could make you run away, 
Since, pigmy as you are, each day 
A single pound of bread woultl quite 
O’erpower your pu«»y appetite?” 

Thus jokcil the champions, while wc 
laughed, 

And many a cheerful bumper quafied. 

'I'o Heneventum next we stee,r; 

Where our good host by over care 
In roasting thrushes lean as mice 
I lad almost fallen a siicrifice. 

I'lie kitchen soon was all on fire. 

And to the roof the flames a&pire. 

There might you sec each man and 
master 

Striving, amidst this .sad disaster, 

'’'.y save the supper. Then they came 
Wilhe4|>ee«l enough to quench the flame. 
Kroi'n ^\ence we first at distance see 
'I'he Apulian hills, well known to me, 

* I’archcd by the sultry western blast; 
And which w'e never should have past. 
Had not Trivicus bjy the way 
Received us at the close of (lay. 

Hut each was forced at entering here 
'roti>ay the trilf^te of a tear. 

For more of smoke than fire was seen, 
The hearth wSS^^aled with logs so green. 


FIR^^BOOK OF HORACE, 


F^m hence in chaises wc were carried 
Milelj twenty-four,^hnd gladly tarried 
At a small town, whose name my verse 
(.So barbarous is it) can’t rehearse. 
Know it you may by many a sign, 

' Water is dearer far than wine. 

Tfierc bread is deemed such dainty fare. 
That every prudent traveller 
His wallet loadf? with many a crust; 
b'or at Camisium, you might just 
As well attempt to gnaw a stone 
As think to get a morsel down, 

I'lial too with scanty streams is fed; 

Its founder w'-.s brave Diomed. 

GootlVarius (ah, thdifriendsmust part!) 
Here left us all with aching heart. 

At Rubi we arrived that day, 

Well jaded by the length of way. 

And sure poor mortals ne’er were wetter. 
Next day no weather could be better; 
No roads so Imd; we scarce could crawl 
Along to fishy Rarium’s wall. 

The Kgnatians next, who by the rules 
Of common sense are knaves or fools. 
Made all our sides with laughter heave, 
Since we with them must needs believe. 
That incense in their temples burns. 
And without fire to ashes turns. 

To circumcision’s bigots tell 
Sufli talcs! for me, I knosv full<iwell. 
That in high hc.aven, ymmoved by care. 
The f^)ds eternal quiet share: 

Nor can I deem their spleen the cause 
Why fickle Nature breaks her laws. 
‘Brundusium Last we reach: and there 
Stop short the Muse and Traveller. 


THE NINTH SATIRE^OF THE FIRST BOOK*OF HORACE.’ 

THK DSSCRIPTION OF AM IMPRRTINRNT. ADAPTEP TO THE PRESENT TIMES. 


Saun tering along the street one d|y. 
On trifles musi^ig b^j^the way, 
steps a free familiar wight; 

(I ttcarcelv knew the man by »ight.) 

‘iTralos,’* he cried,“your hand, my dear. 
Clad, I rejoice to meet you here 1 
Pray Heaven'1 see you well!**—“So, 
so; 

Even well enough, a( times now f*o. 
The same good wishes, sir, 4 o y^u ” 


Finding he still pursued me> close, 

“Sir, you have business, I suppose.*’— 

“ My business, sir, is quickly cjpne, 

’Tis but to make*my merit known. 

Sir, I have read”—^“O leartiM sir. 

You and your learning I reVere.” 

Then, sweating with anxiety, 

And sadly longing to get free,' 

Gods! how i scampered, scuffled for't, ' 
Ran, halted, ran a^n, stopped short. 



NINTH SA TIKE 

i 


OF^VIH FIRST BOOK OF HORACF.. 




Reckoned my boy, and pulled him nekr, 
And whispered nothing in his ear.t 
Teased with his loose unjointedxhat, 
**What street is this? What house is 
that?” 

D Harlow I how I envied thee ^ 
Thy unabashed effrontery, 

.'Who darest a foe with freedom blame, 
And call a coxcomb by kis name! 

' ^Vhen I returned him answer none, 
Obligingly the fool ran on, 

“ I see you’re dismally distressed. 
Would give the world to be released. 
But, by your leave, sir. If hall stilly 
Stick to your skirts^ do what yon will. 
Pray which way does your journey tend ?” 
K*Oh ! ’tis a tedious way, my friend, 
{Across the Thames, the Lord knows 
r yvhere: 

[l would not trouble you so far."— 

!“ Well, I’m at leisure to atten ! you.”— 
[“Are you?” thought 1, “the De'il 
1 Wriend you 1 ” 

No ass with double panniers racked. 
Oppressed, o’^laden, broken>backed, 
"Eer looked a thousandth part so dull 
As I, nor half so like a fool. 

“Sir, I know little of myself,” 

Proceeds the pert conceited elf, 

“If Gify or Mason you w'ill deem • 
Than me more vP^irthy your esteegi. 
Poems I write by folios. 

As fast as other men write prose. 

Then I can sing so loud, so clear. 

That Beard cannot with me compare. 

In dancings, too, 1 all surpass. 

Not Cooke can move with such a 
grace.” 

Kere I made shift, with much ado. 

To interpose a word or two.— 

“ Have you no parents, sir? No friends. 
Whose welfare on your own depends?” 
“Parents, relations, say you? No. 

> They’re all disposed of long ago.”— 

“ Happy 4 q be no morg perplexed 1 
My fate too threatens, 1 go next. 
Dispatch me, sir, ’tis now too late, 

Alas 1 to struggle with my fate! 

Wey, I’m convinced my time is come. 
When young, a gipsy told my doom; 
|The Ixudame shook her ptflsred head. 
As she perused my palm, and said, 


‘ Of poison, pestilc^p, or war. 

Gout, stoncf defluxion, or catarrh. 

You have no reason to beware. 

Beware the coxcomb’s idle prate; • 

Chiefly, my son, beware of that; 

* Be sure, when you behold Um,*fly 
Out of all earshot, or you me!’” 

To Rufus' Hall we now drew near, 
Where he was summoned to appear^ 
Refute the charge the plaintiff brmigh.t. 
Or suffer judgment by default. 

“ For Heav^i’s sakc,f f you love me, wait 
One moment! I’ll bev^th you straiglil.” 
Glad of a plausible pretence— 

“Sir, I must beg you to dispensg^ 

With my attendance in the court. 

My legs will surely suffer for’t.”-y 
“Nay, prithee, Carlos, stop awhile'” 

“ Faith, sir, in law 1 have no .•>kill. 
Besides, Ijiave no«time to spare, 

I must be going, you know where.”— 
“Well, I protest, I’m doubtful now, 
Whether to leave my suit or you!”— 
“Me, without scruple!” I reply, 

“Me, by all means, sir!”—“No^noi^ 
Allans^ Monsieur I*' ’Tw'ere 
To strive with a victorious foe. ^hnow 
So I reluctantly obey. 

And follow where he leads the wny« 
“You an3 Newcastle are so close ; 
Still hand and glov^ sir, I suppose?" 
“Newcastle (let me tell you, sir,) 

Has not his equal eveoywhere.” — 
“Well. There indeed your forlimc’s 
model 

Faith, sir, you understtdRTyour trade. 
Would you but givAne your good word! 
Just introduce me to my lord. 

1 should serve charmingly by way 

* Of second Addle, as they say: 

What think you, sir? ’twere a good jest. 
’Slife,' we should quickly scout the 


rest.”— 


“Sir, you mistake the noatter far, 

We have no second Addles there. 
Richer than I some folks may be: 

More lhamed, but it hurts not me.'* 
Friends though he has of different kind, 
Each has his proper place assigned.” 
“Strange matters these, alleged by 
you!”— • [true.”— 

“Strange; they may be, but they are 
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** Well, then, I v^w, ’tis mighty clever, 
Now I long ten times moif^ than ever 
To be advanced extremely near 
One of his shining character.”— 
“Hav«^ but the will—there wants no, 
mona, 

’Tis plain enough you have the power. 
His easy temper (that’s the worst) 

He knows, and is so shy at first. 

But such a cavalier as you- 

Lord, sir, you’ll quickly bring him to!” 

Well; if I fail tti my design. 

Sir, it shall be qo fault of mine. 

If by the saucy servile tribe 
DeniH. what think you of a bribe? 

Shut out to-day, not die with sorrow, 

But tf,y my luck again to-morrow. 

Never attempt to visit him 
But at the most convenient time, 

Attend him on each* levee d%y. 

And there my humble duty pay. 

I.abour, like this, our want .supplies; 
And they must stoop, who mean to rise.” 
^Vhile thus he wittingly harangued, 
i^r t^hich you’ll guess 1 wished him 
\* Jianged, 

CanHWly, a friend of mine, came by, 
Who knew his humour more than I. 

W« stop, salute, and—** W^y so fast, 


Ffimd Carlos? neither all this haste?” 
Firm at the thoughts of a reprieve, 

1 pinch him, pull him, twitch his sleeve. 
Nod, beckon, bite my lips, wink, pout. 
Do everything but speak plain out: 

S ^hile he, sad dog, from the beginning, 
etermined to mistake my lAeaning, 
Instead of pitying my curse. 

By jeering mafie it ten times w'orse. 
**Campley, what secret, pray, was that 
You wanted to communicate?” 

“I recollect. But ’tis no matter.— 
Carlos, we’ll talk of that hereafter. 

E’qp let the Secret rest. ’Twill tell 
Another time, sir, just as well.” 

Was ever such a dismal day? 
Unlucky cur! he steals away. 

And leaves me, half bereft of life. 

At mercy of the butcher’s knife; 

When sudden, shouting from afar. 

See his antagonist appear! 

The bailiff seized him quick as thought. 
*'Ho, Mr. Scoundrel! Are you caught] 
Sir, you are witness to the arrest.”— 
‘‘Ay, marry, sir. I’ll dc^my best.” 

The mob huzzas ; away they trudge. 
Culprit and all, Wore the judge. 
Meanwhile I luckily enough 
(Thanks to Apollo) got clear off. 


•ADDRESSED TO MISS HlACARTNEY, 


afterwards MRS. CKBVILI.E, ON READING HER “ FRAYBR FOR INDtFFBRRNCK ” 


A^D dwells there in a female heart. 

By bounte9II$ heaven de.signed 
Theachoicest raf^turfs to impart, 

To feel the most refined; 

Dwells there a wish in such ajircast • 
^ Its nature to forego, 

To smother in ignoble rest 
At once both bliss and woe? 


In justice to the various powers 
Of pleasing, which you share. 

Join me, amid jrour silent hours. 

To form the better prayer. 

• 

With lenient balm may Oberon hence 
To faiiy-land he driven. 

With every herb that blunts the sense 
Mankind received from heaven. 


tholRght, and far the str 
^luch breathes the low desire, 
sweet sne’er the verse comsila 
Though Pluebus string the lyre. 


“Oh! if my Sovereign Authq^ please. 
Far be it froifi my fate 
To live unblest in torpid «Ase, 

And slumber on in ‘state; 


Come then, fair maid (in nature wise). 
Who, knowing them, can tell • 
From generous symj^thy what joys 
The glowing bosom swell; ** • 


“Each tender tie of life defied. 
Whence |pcia1 pleasures spring: 
Unmoved with all the world beside. 
A Bolitaiy thing.” 



AN ODE. 


Some Alpine mountiin wrapt in s4ow, 
Thus braves the whirling blast, | 
Eternal winter doomed to know. 

No genial spring to taste; 

• 

In vain warm suns their influence shed, 
The zej^yrs sport in vain, 

' He rears unchanged hi^barren head, 

• Whilst beauty decks me plain. 


•»! 


Where’er the heavenly nymph is seen, 
With lustre*beaming eye, 

A train, attendant on their queen, 
(Her rosy chorus) fly. 

• 

The jocund Loves in H 3 rm#h*s Land, 
With torches ever bright. 

And generous Friendship hand in han 
With Pity's watery sight. * 


What though in scaly armour dressed. 
Indifference may repel 
The shafts of woe, in suejj a breast 
No joy can ever ^well. • 


The gentler Virtues loo are joined. 
In youth^mmortat warm. 

The soft relations whieh combined 
Give life her every charm. 


’Tis woven in the world’s great plan. 
And fixed by Heaven’s decree, 

That all the true delights of man 
Should spring from Sympathy. 

’Tis Nature bids, and whilst the laws 
Of Nature we retain, 

Our self-approving bosom draws 
A pleasure'from its pain. 

Thus grief itself has comforts dear 
The sordid never know; 

And ecstasy attends the tear. 

When virtue bids it flow. 

For y^en ift streams from that §ure 
source, N ^ 

No bribes the heart can win. 

To check, or alter from its course. 

The luxury within. , 

Peace to the phlegm of sullen elves, 
Who, if from labour eased, 

» Extend no care beyond themselves, 

^ Unpleasing and unpleased. 

Let no low thought suggest the prayer I 
Oh ! grant, kind Heaven, to me, 
l..ong as I draw ethereal air. 

Sweet S&sibilityl 


The Arts come smiling in the close, 
And lend celestial fire ; / 

The marble breathes, the canvas glowi 
The Muses sweep the lyre. 


*' Still may my melting bosom cleave 
To sufferings not my own; 

And still the sigh resj^onsive heave. 
Where’er is heard a groan. 


% 


“So Pity shall take Virtue’s pa 
Her natural ally, ' 

And fashioning my softened heartj 
Prepare it for the sky.” ^ 

This artless vow may Heaven receive 
And you, fond mftid, approve; 

So may your guiding ^iiwel give 
Whate’er you wish o^ove. 


So may the rosy-finger^(JJiours 
I^'ad on the vaijpus jear. 

And every joy, which now is youfl, 
Extend a larger sphere. 

' And sttfls to come, as round they whe 
Your golden moments bless, 

With all a tender heart can feel, 
iOr lively fancy guess. 


AN ODE, 

8 BCUNDUM ARTBM.* 

I. 

bHALL I begin with Ah^ or Ohf 
Be sad? Ok! Be glad? Akt no. 

Light objects suit not grave Pindaric ode? 
Which walks in metre dolTn t]fe Strophic road. 
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But let the sol^r matron wear 
Her own mechanic sober air: 


Ah me! ill suits, alas! the sprightly jig, 

Long robes of ermine, or Sir Cloudesley’s wig. 

*’ ^Comc, placid Dulness, gentFy come, 

And all iny faculties benumb; * 

Let thought turn exile, while the vacant mind 
I'o trickle words and pretty phrase confined, 
Pumping for trim description’s art. 

To win the ear, neglects the heart. 

So shallahy sislea^Taste’s peculiar sons, 

^ Lineal descendants from the GcAhs and Huns, 
.Struck with the true and grand sublime • 

Of rhythm converted into rime^ 

Court tiic quaint Muse, and con her lessons o’er. 
When sleep the sluggish waves by Ciranta’s shore; 
I'iierc shall each poet share and trim, 

Stretch, cramp, or lop the verse’s limb, 

While rebel Wit lieholds them with disdain. 

And Fancy Hies aloft, nor heeds their servile chain. 


2 . 

O Fancy, bright aerial maid 1 

Wiiere have thy vagrant footsteps strayed? 

For, Ah! I miss thee ’midst thy wonted haunt. 

Since silent now the enthusiastic chaunt, 

Which erst like frenzy rolled along. 

Driven by the impetuous tide of song; 

Rushing secure wftcre native genius 
Not caut^us coasting by the shelving s||pre. 

Hail to the sons of modem Rime, 

M^hanic dealers in sublime, 

Who%lady Muse full wantoTdy is drest, , 

In ligh t expression quaint, and tinsel vest, 

\^^re swelling epithets are laid 
(Art's iijUfTectual parade) 

As varnish on the cheek of harlot light; 

The rest, thin sown with profit or delight. 

But ill compares with ancieift song, 

Where Genius poured its flood along; 

Yet such is Art’s presumptuous idle claim, 

She marshals out the way ^ modem fame; 

Frqin Geecian fable’s pompous lore 
Description’s studied, glittering store, ^ 

Smooth, soothing sounds, and sweet alternate rime, 
Clinking, like change belk, in tingle tangle chime. 

3 - 

The lark shall soar in every Ode, 

With flouiers of light description strewed; 

And sweetly, warl»ling«Phi(pmel, shall flow 
Thy soothing sadness h^echanic woe. 



unde r f kE influence of delirium . -^3 

Triift epithets shall spread their gloss, | 

While every cell’^p’ergrown with moss: 

Here oaks shall rise m chains of ivy bound, 

There mouldering stones o’erspread the nigged ground. 

Here forests brown, and uzure hills, 

There babbling fontj', and prattling rills; 

Here some gay river floats in crisped streams, 

While th^bright sun now gilds his morning beams. 

Or sinking on his Thetis" breast, 

Drives in description down the west. 

Oh let me boast, with pride-becoming sldll, 

I crown the summit of Pamassus’ hill: ^ 

While Tftte and Genius shall dispense, 

ArtH sound shall trfbmph over sense; 

O’er the gay mead with curious steps I’ll stray; 

And, like the bee, steal all the sweets away; 

Extract its beauty, and its power, 

From every new poetic flower, 

And sweets collected may a wreath compose, 

To bind the poet's brow, or please the Critic’s nose. 


LINES WRITTEN UNDER THE INFLUENCE OF DELH^TlTM?*. 

Hatred and vengeance, —my eternal portion 
Scarce can endure delay of execution,— 

Wait with impatient readiness to sei^ my 
^ * Soul in a moment. 

• • 

Damned below Judas ; more abhorred than he was. 

Who for a few pence sold his holy Master ! 

Twice-betraybd Jesus me, the last delinquent, 

Deems the profauesl. 

Man disavows, and Deity disowns me. 

Hell might aflbrd my miseries a shelter; 

Therefore, Hell keeps her ever-h^ngry mouths all 

Bolted against me. 

Hard lot! encompassed with a thousand dangers ; 

Weary, faint, trembling wiA a thousand terrors, 

I’m called, if vanquished I to receive a sentence • 

* Worse than Abiram’s. 

Him the vindictive rod of angry Justice 
Sent quick and howling to the centre headlong; 

I, fed with judgment, in a fleshly tomb, am 
. Buried«bove grotmd. 
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i)LNEY HYIV^S. 



I. WALKING WITH GOD. 
^Gen. V. 24. 

Off for a closer walk with God ! 

A j:alm and heavenly frame ; 

A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb! 

Where is the blessedness I kdew 
When first I saw the Lord? 

Where is the soiil-refreshing view 
Of Jews and his word ? 

What peaceful hours I once enjoyed! 

How sweet their memory still! 

But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fill. ^ 

Return, O holy Dove, return, 

Sweet messenger of rest ! 

I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 
drove thee from my breast. 

Thei^a\'st idol I have known, 
Whalwer that idol be. 

Help me to tear it from thy throne, 

* And worship only thee. ^ 

So shall my walk be close with God, 
Calm and serene rdy frame ; 

So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads mel^ the Lamb. 


II. JEHOVAH-JIRBIL— The Lord 
WILL PROVIDE. Gen. xxii. 14. 

The saints should never be dismayed. 
Nor sink in hopeless fear; * 

For when they least expect his aid, 

The Saviour will appear. 

This Abraham bunc^ he raised the 
• knife; 

Gqd saw, and said, *' Forbear! 
Yon^m shall ^eld his meaner lifi^ 
^^Knold the victim there.” 

Once David seemed 5 >aul’s certain prey; 

But hark t the foe’s at hand; • 

S.iul turns his arms aneffher way, 

To save the invaded land. * « • 


When Jonah sunk beneath the wave, 
IJe thought to rise no more; 

But God prepared a fish to sa\%. 

And bear him to the shore. 

• 

Blest proofs of power and grace divine. 
That meet us in his word ! 

May every deep-felt care of mine 
• Be trusted with the Lord. 

e 

Wait for his scasonalde aid. 

And though it tarry, wait; 

The promise may be long delayed. 

But cannot come too late. 


III. JEHOVAH-ROPin.—I AM THE 
Lord that healeth thee. 

Exod, XV. 26. 

Heal us, Emmanuel! hcr€ we are. 
Waiting to feel thy touch : 

Deep-wounded souls to thee repair. 
And, Saviour, we are such. 

Our Aith is feeble, w’e cgpfess. 

We faintly trust thy word ; 

But wilt thou pity us the less ? 

Be that far from thee, Lord I 

• 

Remember him who once applied. 

With trembling, for relief; 

“ Lord, I believe,” with tears he cried, 
“Oh, help my unbelief!” 

•She too, who touched thee in the press, 
And healing virtue stole. 

Was answered, “ Daughter, go in peace, 
TTiy faith hath made thee Whole.” 

Concealed amid the gathering th|;ong,* 
She would have Ihunned thy view; 

And if her faith was firm and%trong. 
Had strong misgivings too. * 

Like her, with hopes and fears w6 come. 
To touch th^ if we may; 

Oh! send us not despairing home I 
Send none unhealed s\|iray 1 
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IV. JEHOVAH-NISSI.— Th 4 Lord 
MY Banner. Exod, xvii. 15. 

By whom was David taught * 

To«im the deadly blow, * 

When he Goliath fought, 

And laid the Gittite low? 

Nor sword nor spear the stripling took, 
But chose a pebble from the brook. 

’Twas Israel’s God and King , 
Who sent him to |}ie fight; 

Who gave hiirn strength to sliifg, 

And skill to aim aright. 

Ye feeble saints, your strength endures. 
Because young David’s God is yours. 

Who onlered Gideon forth 
To storm the invaders’ camp. 

With arms of little wort.', 

A pitcher and a lamp? 

The trumpets made his coming known. 
And all the host was overthrown. 

• 

Oh! I have seen the day, 

When with a single word, 

God helping me to say, 

“ My trust is in the Lord,” 

My foul h^l^nclled a thousanddbes, 
Fearless of alrlhat could oppo^. 
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No drop iftmains of all the chrse, • 
For wretches who deserved the whole; 

No arrows dipt in wrath to pierce 
The guilty, but returning soul. 

Peace by such means so dca^y bought. 
What rebel could have hoped to see? 

Peace, by his injured Sovereign wrought. 
His Sovereign fastened to a tree. 

Now, Lord, thy feeble worm prepare! 
For stfife with tarth and hell begins; 

Confirm and gird nm for th^ war; 

They hate the soul that hates his sins. 

Let them in horrid leamie agiise I 
They may assault, they may distress; 

But cannot quench thy love to me, 

Nor rob me of the Lord my peac-c. 

• 

vr. WISDOM. Prffv. viii. 22—31. 

” Ere God had built the mountains, 

Or raised the fruitful hills; 

Before he filled the fountains^ 

That feed the running rill:^* 

In me, from everlasting, ^ 

The wonderful I am, ^ 

Found pleasures never wasting • 

And Wisdom is my name. 


But unbelief, self-will. 
Self-righteousness, an^pridc, 

How often do they steal 
My weapon from my side 1 
Yet David’s Lord, and Gideon’s friend. 
Will help his servant to the end. 


” When, like a tent to dwell in, 

. He spread the skiRs abroad. 

And swathed abouMhe swelling^ 

Of Ocean’s migh^flood ; 
lie wrought by wei^t and measure. 
And 1 was ^th him then ; • 
-Myself the Father’s pleasure, 

And mine the sons of men.” 


V. JEHOVAH-SHALOM.— The 
Lord^send Peace. Judges vi. 24. 

/ESUS I whose blood so freely streamed 
ToaSatisfy the la^’s demand; 

By thee from guilt and wrath redeemed, 
Befor^the Father’s face 1 stand. 

To reconcile offending man. 

Make Justice drop her angry rod; 
‘What creature could l|ave formed the 
plan. 

Or vmo ful^l it but a God ? 


Thus Wisdom’s wonls discover 
Thy glory and thy grace, 
^Thou everlasting Lover 
Of our unworthy 4;ace! 

Thy gracious eye surveyed us 
Ere stars were seen above; 
In wisdom thou hast made us, 
And died for us in love. 


And couldst thou be delighted 
*With creatiyres such as we, 

vyhen we saw thee, slighted. 


Who, 

^n. 


nd nailed thee to a tree? 
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< Unfathomable wbndur, ^ 

And mystery divine 1 
. The Voice that speaks in thunder, 
Says, “Sinner, 1 am thine !” 

c. 

vn. VANlfV OF THE WORLD. 

floD gives his mercies to be spent; 

Yofer hoard will do your soul no good; 
Gold is a blessing only lent, 

Repaid by giving ^thers food 

The world'i estcenys but a bribe, 

To buy their peace you sell your own ; 
The slave of a vain-glorious tribe, 

Who hate you while they make you 
kfown. 

The joy that vain amusements give, 

Oh ! sad conclusion Jhat it brings I 
Tlie honey of a crowded hive, • 
Defended by a thousand stings. 


-H-f- 

Prai 4 ? ye, then, h^ glorious name, 
Pul^sh his exalted fame! 

StilT his worth your praise exceeds; 
Excellent are all his deeds. 

• 

Raise again the joyful sound* 

Let the nations roll it round ! 

Zion, shout! f<^ this is he ; 

God the Saviour dwells in thee 1 \ 

IX. THE CONTRITE HEART. 

• Isaiah Ivii. 15. 

The I^rd will Happiness divine 
On contrite hearts bestow; 

Then tell me, gracious God, is mine 
A contrite heart, or no ? 

I hear, but seem to hear in vain, 
Insensible as steel; 

If aught is felt, *tis only pain. 

To find 1 cannot feel. 


’Tis thus the world rewards the fools 
^ T hat live upon her treacherous smiles ; 
sWWead^them blindfold by her rules, 
An'^it^s all whom she beguiles. 

God knows the thousands who go down 
•I'rt^pi pleasure into endless woe : 

And with a long despairing groan 
Blaspheme their M^ker as they go. 

O fearful thought! be timely wise ; 

Delight but in si^aviour’s charms. 
And Uroti shall take you to the .skies, 
Embraced in wierlasting arms. 

VIII. 6 LORD, I WILI, PRAISE 
THEE. Isaiah xii. i. 

I WILL praise thee every day * 

Now thine anger's tum^ away; 

Comfortable thoughts arise 

From the bleeding sacrifice. ^ 

• • 

Hfre, in the fair Gospel-field, 

WtHls of free salvation yield 

of life, a plenteous store,* 
And my soul shall thirst no more. 


i esus is become at length 
fy salvation and my |trength ; 
And his praises shall prolong, 
While I live, my pleasant song. 



I sometimes think myself inclined 
To love thee, if I could ; 

But often feel another niindf 
Averse to all that's good. 

My best desires arc faint and few, 

I fain would strive for more ; 

But wifren I cry, “ My strength rendW I'' 
Seem ^eaker than befdfe. 

Thy saints are comforted, I know. 

And love thy house of prayer; 

I therefore §0 where others go. 

But find no comfort there. 

Oh make this heart rejoice or ache; 
Decide this doubt for me ; 

And if it be not broken, break,— 

And heal it if it be. 

X. THE FUTURE PEACE AND 
GLORY OF THE CHURCH. 

Isaiah lx. 15—2a ^ * 

Hear what God the Lord hath spoken: 
“ O my people, faint and feni, 

Comfortless, afflicted, broken, * 

Fair abodes I build for you, 

Thoms of heartfelt tribulation 
Shall no mor« perplex your ways: 

You shall name your walls Salvation, 
And yoor gates shall all be Praise. 
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“ There, like streams that feed th^ garden, 
Pleasures -without end shall mw ; 

For the Lord, your faith rewar^ng, 

All his bounty shall bestow; 

Still in undisturbed possession * 

Peaee and righteousness shall reign; 
Never shall you feel oppression, 

Hear the voice of«war again. 


With grj^f my jusSl rcproacfi I bear; 

Shame fills me at the thought, 
How frequent my rebellions were. 

What wickedness 1 wrought. 

• 

Thy merciful restraint Kcorned, 
And left the pleasant road; 

Yet turn me, and I shall be turned! 
Thou art the Lord my God. • 


“ Ye no more your suns descending. 
Waning moons no more shall see; 
But, your griefs for ever ending, • 
Find eternal noon w me : 

God shall rise, and shining o’ci*ye, 
Change to day the gloom of night; 
lie, the Lord, shall be yourgloiy, 

God your evcrlusliiig light?’ 

XL JEHOVAH OUR RIGHT- 
EOUSNES.S. Jer yxiii. 6. 

My God, how perfect are thy ways! 

But mine poHuled are ; 

Sin twines itself aliout my praise. 

And sliSes into my prayer. 

When I would speak what thou hast done 
To save me from my sin, 

I cannot make thy mercies known, 

' But selT-a(>plause creeps in. * 

• 

Divine desire, that holy flame 
Thy grace creates in me j 
Alas! impatience is its name, 

When It returns to thee. 

This heart, a fountain of vile thoughts. 
How does it overflow, 

While self .upon the surface floats. 

Still bubbling from below 1 

Let others in the gaudy dress 
Of fafticied merit shine ; 

, The Lord shall be my righteousness, 
TJie Lord for ever mine. 

•XII. ‘EPHRAIM REPENTING. 

* yer, xxxL i 8 — 20. 


“ Is ICphraim bai^shed from my thoughts, 
Or vife in my esteem ? 

*'No,”saiththc Load, “with all his fault:;, 
1 .still remember him.” 


“Is he a dear and pleasant child?” 

“ Yes, dear and pleasant .s|il]; 
Though sin his foolish heart beguiled, 
And he withstood my will. 


“ My lharp rebuke has laid him low, 
He seeks my face again; 

My pity kindles at his woe, 
lie shall not seek in vain.” 


XIIT. THE COVENfj:f. 
£zdi. xxxvi. 2$—28. 


The I.6Td proclaims his grace Abroad ! 

" Behold, I changeyour hearts of stone; 
Each shall renounce his idol-god, 

And serve, henQt:^rth,the Lord alone. 


“ My grace, a flov^g stream, |lfoceeds 
To wash your filtjijness away; 

Ye shall abho%your former deeds. 

And learn my statutes to ol^y. 


“ Mv truth the great design ensures, 
I^give myself away to you; 

You shall be mine, 1 will be yours, 
Your God unalterably true. 

(I 

“ Yet not unsdughl^ or unimplored. 
The plenteous grace shall I coflfer; 
No—^your whole hearts shall ^ek the 

I’ll put a praying spirit there. 


My God, till I received thy stroke, 
* How like a beast 11 
So unaccustomed to the yoke, 

So backward to comply. 


“From the first breath of life divine, 
• Down to tlie last expiring hour. 
The gnacious work shall all be mine, 
/Begun and ended in my power.” 
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XIV. jehovah-shamMah. 

Euk. xlviiL 35. 

“As birds their infant brood protect, 
And spread tjieir wings to shelter them, 
(Thus saith the Lord to his elect,) 

So will I guard Jerusalem.” 

And what then is Jerusalem, 

This darling object of his care? 
Where is its worth in God’s es^em? 
Who built it? wh6 inhabits there? 

Jehovah fojinded it in blood. 

The bloo«l of his incarnate Son; 
There dwsll the saints, once foes to God, 
The sinners whom he calls liis own. 

There, though besieged on every side. 
Yet much beloved, and guarded well, 
From age to age they have defieil 
The utmost force of earth and hell. 

• I « »> yth repent, and hell despair, 

Thii^ cM has a sure defence; 

Her naA|A called “The Lord is there,” 
And ^o has power to drive him 
c thence ? 

• C 

XV. PRAISE FDR THE 

FOUNTAIN OPIJNED.—ZAv 5 .xiii. i. 

c 

There is a fountain filled with blood 
Drawn from Eiflfttanuel’s veins; 

And sinmsrs, plunged beifeath that flood. 
Lose all their guilty stains. 


The dying thief rejoiced to see • 
Tliat fountain in his day; 

And there have I, as vile as he, 
Washed all my sins away. 

Dear tVing Lamb, ?hy precious bloocl 
Shal^ never lose its power, 
TillalUhe ransomed church of God« 
'Wrtaved, to sin no more. 


E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been^y theme, 
And shaU be till 1 die. . 


Vv 


Then inn nobler, sweater song, 
ril sine thy power to save; 

When ^is poor lisping, stammering 
tongue 

• Lies silent in the grave. 

Lord, I believe thou hast prepared 
(Unworthy though I be) 

For me a blood-bought free reward, 

A golden harp for me! 

’Tis strung and tuned for endless years, 
And formed by power divine, 

To sound in Go(i‘ the Father’s ears 
No outer name but tfiine. 

XVI. THE SOWER. Matt. xiii. 3. 

Y E sons of earth, prepare the plough, 
Break up your fallow-ground; 

The sower is gone forth to sow. 

And scatter blessings round. 

The seed that finds a stony soil 
Shoots forth a hasty blade; 

But ill repays the sower’s toil. 

Soon W'ithcred, scorched, and dead. 

The thorny ground is sure to balk 
All hopes of harvest there; 

We fin|J a tall and sickly stalk, . 

But not the fruitful car. ^ 

• 

The beaten path and highway side 
Receive the trust in vain; 

The watchful birds the spoil divide. 

And pick up all the grain. 

But where the Lord of grace and power 
Has blessed the happy field, 

I-j^ow plenteous is the golden store 
The deep-wrought furrows yield! 

Father of mercies, we have need 
Of thy preparing grace; • 

Let the same hand that gives the seed • 
Provide a fruitful pjace I • 

XVII. THE HOUSE OF PRAYER. 
Mark xi. 17. 

Thy mansion is the Christian’s heart, 

O Lord, thy d|felling'place secure 1 * 

Bid the unruly throng pepait. 

And leave the consecrat|4 door. 
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Devoted as it is f) thee, 

A thievish swarm frequents t’ae place; 
They steal away my joys from Ine, 

And rob my Saviour of his pmise. 

There, too, a sharp designing trajje 
Sin,*Satan, and the World maintain; 
Nor cease to press me, and persuade 
To part w'ith ease,*and purchase pain. 

I know them, and I hate their din; 

Am weary of the bustling crowd; 

But while their voice is heard withini 
1 cannot serve thee%s I wou^l. 

Oh for the joy thy presence gives, 

What peace sh^l reign when thou art 
here! 

Thy presence makes this den of thieves 
A calm delightful house of prayer. 

And if thou make thy temple shine, 
Yet, self-abased, will 1 adore; 

The gold and silver are not mine; 

1 give thee what was thine before. 

XVIII. LOVEST JHOU ME ? 
John xxi. i6. 

IlifftK, niy soull it is the Lordf 
’Tis thy Sawour, hear his wqpd; 

Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee, 

*‘Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me? 

*' I delivered thee when bound. 

And when bleeding, healed thy wound; 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right; 
Turned thy darkness into light 

“Can a woman’s tender care • 

Cease towards the child she bare? 

Yes, she may forgetful be. 

Yet win I remember thee. 

* “ Mine is an unchanging love. 

Higher than the heights above, 
Deepei«than the depths beneath. 

Free and faithful, strong as death. 

“ Thou shalt see my glory soon, 

• When the work of grace is done; 
Partner of my throne shalt be;— 

Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me?*' 


lx>rd, Jt is my ahief complaint. 

That my love is weak and faint; * 
Yet I love thee and adore,— 

Oh! for grace to love thee more! * 

XIX. CONTENTMENT. *Phil. iv. ii. 

Fierce passions discompose the mind. 
As tempests vex the sea; • 

But calm content and peace we find, 
When, Lord, ^e turn to thee. 

In vain 4 >y reason and by rule 
We try to bend the will? 

For none but in the Saviour’s school 
Can learn the heavenly skill. 

Since at his feet my soul has fate, 

His gracious words to hear. 

Contented with my present state, 

I ca||t on him my care. 

“Art thou a sinner, soul?” he said, 
“Then how canst thou complain? 

How light thy troubles here, if weighed 
With everlasting pain 1 

“ If thou of murmuring woul^y[,.b^ured, 
Compare thy griefs with m^e; 

Think what my love for thee ^dured. 
And thou wilt not repine. ^ • 

“ *Tis I appoint thy daily lot, 

And I do all things well; 

Thou soon shalt leave this wretched 
.spot, • I 

And rise with m#to dwell. • 

**In life my grace sliall strength supply, 
ProportioneeWto thy day; 

At death thou still shalt find me nigh, 
To wipe thy tears away.” 

Thus I, who once my wretched days 
In vain repinings spent, 

Taught in my .Saviour’s school of grace. 
Have learned to be content 

XX. OLD TE*ST AiENT GOSPEL. 

Heb. iv. 2. 

Israel in ancient days 
Not only had a view 
Of Sinai in a blaze, 

• But learned the Gospel too; 

The types Ihd figures were a glass, 
iln WMch they saw a Saviour’s face. 
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7 'Iie pasqlial sacrifi^v j 
And blood'besprinkled 
Seen with enlighteneil eyes, 

And once applied with power, 
Would teach the need of other bluod, 
I'o reconcfle angry God. 


The Lamb, the Dove, set forth 
His perfect innocence, 

Wliose blood of niaichless worth 
Should be the soul's defence; 
For he who can for s>n atone 
Must have no failings of his own. 

The scape*goat on his head 
T)u; T)co|>le’s trespass bore, 

And to the desert led, 

Waf to be seen no more ; 

In him our Surety seemed to say, 

“ ikdiold, I iMjar your sins away.” 

Di]>t in his fellow’s blood, * 

'Phe living birfl went free ; 

The type, well understood, 
lCxpresse<l the sinner’s pica; 
I 5 «;:t‘'ibt.d a guilty soul enlarged, 

And ^ j{||Saviour’s death discharged. 

Jcsus^l love to trace, 

Throughout the sacred page, 

Th^foolsteps of thy grace, • 

The same in eve^ age I 
Oh grant that 1 may faithful be 
To clearer light vouchsafed to me I 

XXL SARoJfi. Rev. Hi. 1—6. 


” Yef i number now^n thee 
A few that are upright; 

These Ay Father’s face shall see, 

Ancf walk with me in white. 

When in judgment I appear, 

* Tljiiy for mine sh.all be confessed; 

Let my faithful servants hear,— 

And woe be to the rest! ” 

• 

XXII. PRAYER FOR A BLESSING 
ON THE YOUNG. 

I^..STO\v, dear Lord, upon our youth. 
The gift of saving grace; 

And Idi the .seed of sacred truth 
Fall in a fruitful place. 

Grace is a plant, where’er it grows, 

Of pure and heavenly root; 

But fairest in the youngest shows. 

And yields the sweetest fruit. ^ 

Ye careless ones, oh hear betimes 
The voice of sovereign love ! 

Your youth is stained with many crimes, 
But Mercy reigns above.. 

True, you are joung, but there’s a stone 
Within the youngest breast; 

Or half the crimes which you have done 
Wq»dd rob you of your rest. 

i 

For you'the public prayer is made ; 

Oh join the public jirayer ! 

For you the secret tear is shed ; 

Oh shed ^'ourselves a tear I 


“ Write to Sardis*,” saith the Lord, 

“ A write what heXleclares, 

He w’hose Spirit, and whose word, 
Upholds the seven stars:— 

All thy works and ways I search, * 
Find thy zeal and love decayed; 
Thou art calleil a living church. 

But thou art cold and dead. 

“ Watch, remembir, swk, and strive, 
Exfirt thy former pains; 

^LeM^timely care revive, • 

■“•IHla strengthen what remains; 
Cleanse thine heart, thy works amend. 
Former times to mind recall. 

Lest my sudden stroke ^scend, • 

And smite thee nnre fnr nil . 


We pray that you may early prove 
The Spirit’s power to teach ; 

You cannot l>e loo young to love 
• That Jesus whom we preacli. 

XXIII. PLEADING FOR AND 
WITH YOUTH. • 

Sin has undone our wretched race; 

But Jesus has resjoied, • 

And brought the sinner face tg face 
With his forgiving Lord. 

This we repeat from year to year,' 
And press u})on our youth; 

Lord, ^e theti an attentive ear. 
Lord, save them by thy truth 1 
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Blessings upon th^ rising race I ' 
Make this a happy hour. 
According to thy richest grace, a 
And thine Almighty power. \ 


ii^( 


Without heginnii^or decliiv:, 
Object I>f faith and not of sense; 
Eternal ages saw him shine, 

He shines eternal ages hence. 


We feel for your unhappy state, • 

(May^you regard it too,) • 

And would awhile ourselves forget 
To pour out praye^^for you. 

We sec, though you perceive it not. 

The approaching awful doom ; 

Oh tremble at the solemn thought. 

And flee the wrath t^ come ! • 

Dear Saviour, Icf this new-born ^^ear 
Spread an alarm abroad ; 

And cry in every careless ear, 

“ Prepare to meet thy God I ” 

XXtV. PRAYER FOR CHILDREN. 

Gracious l.ord, our chiU’ en see. 

By thy mercy we are free ; 

But shall these, alas ! remain 
Subjects still of Satan’s reign ? 

Israel’s young ones, when of old 
Pharaoh thrcatencil to withhold. 

Then thy messenger said, “ No; 

Let the children also go !” 

Wh«a the npgel of the Lord, , 
Drawing form hi> dreadful sworo. 

Slew with an avenging hand, 

All the first-born of the land ; 

Then thy people’s doors he^assed. 
Where the bloody sign was placed t 
Hear us, now, upon our knees 
Plead the blood of Christ for these 1 

l..oTd, we tremble, for we know 
How the fierce malicious foe, « 

Wheeling round his watchful flight. 
Keeps them ever in his sight: 

Spread t;Jiy pinions. King of kings ! 
Hide them safe beneath thy wings; 
f.est the ravenous bird of prey 
Stooff, and bear the brood away. 

XXV. JEHOVAH JESUS. 

My song shall bless the Lord of all. 

My praise shall climb to his abode; 
*rhee. Saviour, by that^ame I call, 
Tlie great Supreme, the Mighty God. 


As much, when in the mjngftr laid. 
Almighty ruler of the say, 

As when the six days’ work he made 
Filled all the morning stars wi^i joy. 

Of all the crowns Jehovah beans. 
Salvation is'his^lc.arest claim ; 

That graAous sound well pleased hcheai'S, 
And owns Emmtftmel foi^his name. 

A cheerful confidence I feel, - 

My well-placed hopes with joy I see; 
My bosom glows with heavenijr /cal, 

To worship him who died for me. 

As mai^ he pities my complaint. 

His power and truth are all divine; 
He will not fail, he cannot faint; 
Salvation’s sure, and must be mine. 

, I 

XXVI. ON OPENING fiivifkCE 
FOR SOCIAL PRAYl^L 

Jesus I where’er thy people meef, 

'I'here they behold thy mercy-scat; 
Where’er they se<*k thee, thou art found. 
And every place isJi|llowed ground. 

For thou, within nb%a 1 ls confiiiM, 
Inhabitest the humbly mind ; 

Such ever brmg^hee where they come. 
And going, take thee to their m>me. 

Dear Shepherd of thy chosen few ! 

Thy former mercies here renew ; 

Here to our waiting hearts proclaim 
The sweetness of thy saving name. 

• 

Here may we prove t^e power of prayer, 
To strengthen faith, and sweeten 5 ire; 
To teach our faint desires to rise,* 

And bring all heaven before — 

Behold, at thy commanding word 
We stretch the curtain and the cord ; 
CSme thou, anil fill this wider sp.ace, 

^ Aii4 bless us with a large increase. 
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Lord, we are few, bin thou t rt near. 
Nor short thine arm, nor dea^ thine ear; 
Oh rend the heavens, come quickly down, 
And make a thousand hearts thine own. 

XXVII. WELCOME TO THE 
TABLE. 

Tiii$^ is the feast of heavenly wine, 

And God invites to sup ; 

The juices of the living Vine 
Were pressed to flli the cu|\ 

Oh ! bless‘the Sai^our, ye that eat. 
With royal dainties fed; 

Not heaven affords a costlier treat. 

For J^sus is the bread. 

The vile, the lost, he calls to them; 

Ye trembling souls, appciir! 

The righteous in their own esteem 
Have no acceptance here. 

Approach, ye poor, nor dare refuse 
The banquet spread for you; 

Saviour, this is welcome news, 
T>eiv^^niay venture too. 

If guilf^and sin afford a plea. 

And may obtain a place, 

Surcfy the Lord will weIcom»me, 

And I shall see his face! 

XXVIII. JESUS HASTENING 
t TOtUFFER. 

Tite Saviour, what a noble flame 
Was kindled in his^ireast, 
When^asting to Jerusalem, 

He marched before the rest I 

Ciood will to men, and zeal for Qod, 
His eveiy thought engross ; 

He longs to be baptized with blood. 

He }iants to reach the cross ! • 

Witli all his sufferings full in view, 

Atod woes to us unknown, 

J^r^to the task his spirit flew; c 
"^Twas love that urgM him on. 

l.ord, we return thee what vre can: 

Our hearts shall sound abroad 
Salvation to the dying Man, 

And to the rising God 1 * j 


An^ while thy bleec ing glories here 
Engage our wondering eyes, 

We iPrn our lighter cross to bear, 

Ain hasten to the skies. 

fCXIX. EXHORTATION TO 
PRAYER. 

What various hindrances we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat! 

Yet who Uiat knows the worth of prayer 
^iut wishes to be often there? 

Prayw* makes ^e darkened cloud with¬ 
draw, 

Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, 

(Mves exercise to faith and love. 

Brings every blessing from above. 

Restraining prayer, we cease to fight; 
Prayer makes the Christian’s armour 
bright; 

And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 

While Moses stood with'arms spread 
wide^ 

Success was found on Israel’s side; 

But when through weariness thev failed, 
Tha^moment Amalek prejtailea. 

Have y^u no words? Ah! think again. 
Words flow apace when you complain. 
And fill your fellow-creature’s ear 
With the Sad tale of all your care. 

Were half the breath thus vainly spent 
To Heaven in supplication sent. 

Your cheerful song would oftener be, 

• ** Hear what the Lord has done for me.” 

XXX. THE LIGHT AND GLORY 
OF THE WORD? 

The Spirit breathes upon the Word, 
And brings the truth to sight} 
Precepts and promises aiford« 

A sanctifying light. • 

A glo|7 gilds the sacred page. 

Majestic like the sun; « 

It gives a ligh^ to eveiy age, 
ft gives^ out borrows none. 

c 
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I see, or tllnk I Ji% 

A gUmrfering from afar | 

A beam of clay, that shines for me, 

To save me from despair. 

Foreninner of the sun, 

It marks the pilgrim’s ; 

I’ll gaze upon it while 1 run. 

And watch the rising day. 

XXXIII. THE waiting SOUi^ 

Brkathk from thegcptle south, O lx)rcl. 
And cheer me from the north; 

Blow on the treasures of thy word, 

And call the spices forth I 

I wish, thou know’st, to be resigned. 
And wait with patient hope; 

But hope delayed fatigues the mind, 
And eftinks the spirit up. 

Help me to reach the distant goal; 
Confirm my feeble knee; 

Pity the sickness of a soul 
That faints for love of thee 1 # 

f* 

Cold as I feel this heart of minw^ 

Yet, since 1 feel it so. 

It yields ^mc hope of life divine • 
Within, however low: 

I seem forsaken arfcl alone, 

I hear the lion roar| 

And every door is shi^but one, ^ 

And that is Mercy’s door. 

There, till the de§r Deliverer come, 

I’ll wait with humble prayer ;* 

Afid when he calls his exile home, 
The^Lord shall find him there. 

XXXIV. SEEKING THE 

• BELOVED. 

To those who know t^e Lord I speak ; 
Is my Beloved near? • 

The Bridegroom of my soul I seej^ 

Oh! when will he appear? 

Thcmgh once a man of grief and shame, 
^et now he fills a throne, 

And bears the gt-eatest, sweetest name 

• Tjiat ehrth or heaven has knowa 


gavf it still supplies* 
s light and heat; 


t 


The hand that 
The gracious 

His truths upon the nations rise,-4 
They rise, but never set. \ 

Let everlasting thanks be thine, . 

For siach a bright display, * 

As makes a world of darkness shine 
With beams of heaiieuly day. 

‘My soul rejoices to pursue 
The steps of him I love, 

Till gloiy break upon my view 
In brighter worlds al^pvc. 

• • 

XXXI. ON THE DEATH OF A 
MINLSTEK. 

Ills master taken from his head, 

EHsha saw him go; 

And in desponding .accents said, 

“Ah, what must Isnael do?'* 

But h&forgol the I^ord, who lifts 
The beggar to the throne; 

Nor knew that all Elijah’s gifts 
Would soon be made his own. 

What! when a Paul has run his course, 
Or when Apollos dies. 

Is Ismel Icflhwithout resource? • 
And have ^ no supplies? , 

Yes, while the dear Redeemer lives, 
We have a boundless store. 

And shall be fed with what He gives. 
Who lives for evermore. 


XXXII. THE SHINING LIGHT. 

My former hopes are fled. 

My terror now begins; 

1 feel, alas! that I am dead 
In trespasses and sins. 

A^, whither shall I fly? 

I heA the thunder»roar; 

The law puroclaims destractiem nigh. 
And vengeance at the door. 

When I review my ways, 

• I dread impending doom: 

But sure a friendly whisjfbr says, 

“Flee from the wrath to come.’* 
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(irace fliesibefore, ajid love bttencis 
‘ His steps where’er he goes; 

Though none can see him but his friends, 
• And they were once his foes. 


He speaks ;-^obcdient to his call 
Our warm affections move: 

Did he but shine alike on all, 

T^cn all alike would love. 

• 

'I'hen love in every heart would reign, 
And war would ctnse to roar; 

And cruel and bloodthirsty mien 
Would fhirst fot blood no more. 

Such Jesus is, and such his grace; 

Oh, ^lay he shine on you! 

And tell him, when you see his face, 

1 long to sec him too. 


XXXV. LIGHT SHINING OUT 
Oy DARKNESS. 

(iWi m<^es in a mysterious way 
iTts ^ nders to perform; 

He pL^its his footsteps in the sea, 

^ And rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines* 

Of never-failing slyll, 

He treasures up his bright designs, 

And works liif sovereign will. 

c • 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take, 

I'he clouds ye so much dread 

Are l)i^ with mercy, fnd shall break 
In Uessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense. 

But trust him for his grace; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. ^ ^ 

Hift purposes wift ripen fast, 

Upfolding every hour; 

Tht^iud may have a bitter tast<^ » 
sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err. 

And scan his work in vain: , 

God is his own interpi^ter, 

And He will make it plain? \ • | 


XXXVI. WEL(^,OME CROSS. . 

'Tis imr happiness below 
Nof to live without the cross, 

But tfle Saviour’s power to know. 
Sanctifying eveiy loss: 

Trii£s must aud will befall; , 

But with humble faith to see 

Love inscribed upon them all, 

'I'his is happiness to me. 

God in Israel sows the seeds 
Of aflliction, pam, and toil; 

'i'hese suriitg up and choke the weeds 
Which would else 9’erspread the soil: 

Trials make the promise sweet. 

Trials give new life to prayer; 

Trials bring me to his feet, 

Lay me low, and keep me there. 

Did I meet no trials here. 

No ehastisement by the way, 

Might I not with reason fear 
I should prove a ca.staway? 

Bastards may escape the rod. 

Sunk in earthly vain del'ght: 

But the true-born child of God 
Must not,—would not, if he might. 


xx?cvii. AFFLiCTi«f5rs sAxc- 

Tft-TED BY THE WORD. 

< )h, how J love thy holy word, 

'I'hy gracious covenant, O Lord! 

It guides me in the peaceful way; 

I think upon it all the day. 

What are the mines of shining w’ealth, 

• The strength of youth, the bloom of 
health! 

VMiat are all joys compared with tho^e 
Ibine everlasting Word bestews! 

I.ong unafHicted, undismayed, • 

In pleasure’s pathisecure I strayed; 
Thou madest me feel thy cha^ening rod, 
And straight I turned unto njy G^. 

What thou|;h it pierced my fainting heart, 
Iblessed thine hand that caused the sma^t; 
It taught my ffears awhile to flow. 

But saved me from eternal woe. 
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Didst thou not hear and answer prayei 
But a prayer-hearing, answering God 
Supports me under every load. * 
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Oh! hadst thou lift me unchastised, 
Thy precepts I had still despised; 
And still the snare in secret laiil 
Had my unwary feet betrayed. \ 




I love thee, therefore, O my God| * 
And bfeathe towards thy dear abode; 
Where, in Uiy presence fully blest, 

Thy chosen saints foa ever rest. 

XXXVIII. TEMPTATION. 

The billows swell, the winds are bi^, 
Clouds overcast my wmtry sky; * 

Out of the dept|}s to inee I call^ 

My fears are great, my strength is small. 

O Lord, the pilot’s part perform. 

And guard and guide me through the 
stonn; 

Defend me from each threatening ill, 
Control the waves,—^say, ‘U'eacei be 
still.” 

Amidst the roaring of the sea 
My soul still hangs her hope on thee; 
Thy constant love, thy faithful care, 

Is ml that saves me from despair. 

Dangers of every shape and name 
Attend the followers of the Lamb, 

Wha leave^he world’s deceitful ^ore, 
Anid leave iHo return no mor^ 

Though tempest-tost and half a wreck, 
My Saviour through the floods I seek; 
I-«t neither winds nor stomfy main 
Force back my shattered bark again. 

XXXIX. LOOKING UPWARDS 
IN A STORM. 

God of my life, to thee I call, * 

Afflicted at thy feet 1 fall; 

When the great water-floods prevail, 
Leave n<ft my trembling heart to fail I 

Friend of the friendless and the faint, 
Wherl should I lodg€ my deep complaint? 
Where bat with thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless and the poorl 

Did ever mourner plead with thee, 

And thou refuse that moumer^s plea? 
Does not the word stillfflxed i^ain, 
That none shall seek thy face in vain? 


Fair is the lot that’s cast/or W; 

I have an Advocate with thee; 

They whom the world caresses most 
Have no such privilege to boast. • 

Poor though I am, despised, forgot, 

Yet Co^ my God, forgets me not: 

And hefs safe, and must succeed, 

For whom the LortFrouchsdfes to plea<l, 

XL. THE VALLEY OF THE 
.SHADOW OF DEATH. 

My soul is sad, and much dismayed; 

See, Lord, what legions of my foes. 
With fierce Apollyon at their head. 

My heavenly pilgrimage oppose! 

See, from the ever-burning lake. 

How like a smoky cloud they rise! 
With horrid blasts my soul tjKy shake. 
With storms of blasphemiis*^nd lies. 

Their fiery arrows reach the mark. 

My thmbbing heart with anguiah teaf; 
Each lights upon a kindred spark, 

And finds abundant fuel there. 

I hate the thought thd| wrongs the Lord; 

Oh! I would dnv|^t from my J^reast, 
With thy own sharp two-edgM sword, 
Far as the east is from the west. 

Come, then, and chase the crudl host, 

- Heal the deep wounds I have received I 
Nor ^et the powers of darkness boast 
Hiat I am foiled, and thou art grieved! 

JCLI. PEACE AFTER A STORM. 

When darkness fonglias veiled my giind, 
And smiling day once more appears, 
Thea, my Rmeemer, then 1 finc^ 

The folly of my doubts and fearfc^ 

Straight I upbraid my wandering heart. 
And blusn that I should ever be 
Thus prone to act so base a part, 

» Or na/bour one hard thought of thee. 

^ Da 
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.Qh! let then at length ^'taught 
What I am still so slow to learn ; 
That God is Love, and changes not, 

' Nor knows the shadow of a turn. 

Sweet truth, md easy to repeat! 

But when my faith is sharply tried, 

I find myself a learner yet. 

Unskilful, weak, and apt to slide. 

But, O my Lord, one look from thee 
Subdues the disob&lient wil}, 

Drives doubt and eVseontent awav, 
And thy rebellious worm is still. 

Thou art as ready to forgive 
As I am ready to repine; 

Thou, therefore, all the praise receive; 
Be shame and self-abhorrence mine. 


XLII. MOURNING AND 
LONGING. 

f^viour hides his face I 
hfy si^t thirsts to prove ' 
Renews supplies of pardoning grace. 
And never-fading love. 

« ft 

The favoured souls who know 
Wh.al glories shinejin him. 

Pant for his presence as the roe 
Pants for the li| ing stream. 

c • 

What trifles tease me now! 

They swarm like summer flies; 
They ^ave to ever5rtfflng I do, 

And swim before my eyes. 

ITow dull the Sabbath day • 
Without the Sabbath’s Lord! 

How toilsome then to sing and pray* 
And wait upon the word I 

Of all the trutlJs I liear. 

Hew few delight my taste! 
^Ifl^;|n a berry here and there, « 
“"""nut mourn the vintage past. 

Yet let roe (as I ought) 

Still hope to be supplied; . 

No pleasure else is woi^ a thought, 
Nor shall I be denied. ' \ 


-r- 

• 

Though I am but 9 worm. 

Unworthy of his care. 

The L/rd will my desire perform. 

Anil grant me all my prayer. 

XL<II. SELF-acquaintance. 

Dear Lord! accept a sinful heart, 
Which of itself complains, 

And mourns, with much and frequent 
smart. 

The evil it contains. 

I. 

There /iery seetli of anger lurk. 

Which often hurt my frame; 

And wait but for the tempter’s work 
To fan them to a flame. 

Legality holds out a bribe 
To purchase life from thee; 

And Discontent would fain prescribe 
How thou shalt deal with me. 

While Unbelief withstands thy grace. 
And puts the mercy by; 
Presumption, with a brow of brass. 
Says, “ Give me, or I die! ” 

How eager arc my thoughts to roam 
In quest of what they love! 

But ! when Duty calls tl^m hone. 
How heavily they movifT 

Oh, cleanse me in a Saviour’s blood. 
Transform me by thy power. 

And make gne thy beloved abi^e, 

And let me roam no more. 

XLIV. PRAYER FOR PATIENCE. 

JLord, who ha.st suffered all for me, 

My peace and pardon to procure, 
The lighter cross I bear for thee 
Help me with patience to epdure. 

The storm of loud repining hush; 

I would in huml^e silence mourn; 
Why should the unbumt, though 
burning hush, * 

Be angry as the crackling tVom? 

Man should not faint at thy rebuke. 
Like Joshua falling on his face, '■ 
When the cursed thing that Achan took 
Brought Israel into just disgrace^ 
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Perhaps some golden wedge suppressed, 
Some secret sin offends my ; 
Perhaps that Babylonish vest, \ 
Self-righteousness, provokes me rod. 

Ah! were I buffeted all day, ^ 
Mocked, crowned with thorns, and 
spit upon, • 

I I yet should have no right to say. 

My great distress‘is mine alone. 

Let me not angrily declare 
No pain was ever sl)prp like mine,* 
Nor murmur at ^le cross I bear,* 

But rather weep, remembering thine. 

XLV. SUBMISSION. 

O Lord, my best desire fulfil, 

And help me to resign 
Life, health, and comfort lo thy will. 
And make thy pleasure mine. 

Why should I shrink at thy command, 
Whose Mve forbids my fears? 

Or tremble at the gracious hand 
That wipes away my tears? 

No, rather let me freely yield 
What m^ I prize to thee; ^ 

Who never irast a good withh|^d, 

Or wilt withhold, from me. 

Thy favour, all my journey through, 
Thou art engaged to graftt; 

What else I want, or think I do, 

’Tis better still to want. 

Wisdom and mercy guide my way, 
Shall I resist them both? « 

A poor blind creature of a day. 

And crushed before the moth! 

But ah I*my inward spirit crie^ 

, Still bind me to thy swajr; 

Else ^e next cloud t^t veils the skies 

Drives all these uioughts away. 

• 

XLVL THE HAPPY CHANGE. 

•How blessed thy creature is, O God, 
When, with a single^ye, 

He views the lustte of thy word. 

The dayspftig from on high! 
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^ 11 the storms that veil the skifc 

And”frown on earthly things, 

The Sun of Righteousness he eyes, • 
With healing on his wings^ 

Struck by that light, the human heart, 

A barren soil no more. 

Sends the sweet smell of grace abroad, 
Where serpents lurked before. * 

The soul, a drearv province once 
Of Satan’s darlrdomain, 

Feels a new empiregformed.within, 

And owns a heavenly reign. 

The glorious orb whose golden beams 
The fruitful year control, • 

Since first, obedient to thy word, 

He started from the goal. 

Has chfered the nations with the joys 
His orient rays impart; 

But, Jesus, ’tis thy light alone 
Can shine upon the heart. 

XLVII. RETIREMENT., 

Far from the world, O Lord, ’i flee. 
From strife and tumult far; 

From scenes where Satan wageststill * 
His most successful war. 

The calm retreat,* the silent shade, 

With prayer an^ {^ise agree; 

And seem by thy sv^t bounty n^pde 
For those who foUow thee. 

There, if thy Sp^it touch the soul, 

And grace her mean abode, * 

Oh I with what p>eac^ and joy, and love, 
Shp communes with her God I 

There like the nightingale she pours 
Her solitary lays; 

•Nor asks a witness of her song. 

Nor thhrsts fo» hu«an praise. ^ 

Author and guardian of my life, • 

Ssreet source of light divine, ^ 

And^—all harmonious names in ond^' * 
My Saviour! thou art mine! 

\jPiat thanks I owe thee, and what love, 
A boundlesSf endless store, 

► ShfU edho through the realms above, 
When time sh^ be no more. 
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XLVIII. THE hidden'LIFE. 


I’o tell the Saviour all my wants, 

How pleasing is the task ! 

Nor less to praise him when he grants 
Beyond whSc I can ask. 

My labouring spirit vainly seeks 
To*leIl but half the joy; 

With how much tenderness he speaks, 
And helps me to r^dy. ^ 

Nor were it«vrise, nrr should I choose. 
Such secrets to declare; 

Like precious wines their taste they 
lose, 

Expostjd to open air. 

But this with boldness I proclaim, 

Nor care if thousands, hear, , 

Sweet is the ointment of his name, 

Not life is half so dear. 

And can you frown, my former friends, 
Who knew what once I was; 
And^lam^ the song that thus commends 
The l^n who Iwre the cross? 

T|2^st me, I draw the likeness true, 
And^ot as fancy paints; • 

Such honour may he give to you, 

For such have all his saints. 

f 

XLtX. JOV AND PEACE IN 
BELIEVING. 

SoMETinES a light surprises 
The Christian while he sings; 

It is the Lord who rises 

With healing in his wings: * 

W'hen comforts are declining. 

He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining, • 

To cheer it aftert.ain.'- 

In hol^' contemplation, 

then pursue ^ 

The theme of God’s salvation. 

And find it ever new: 

Set free from present sorrow. 

We cheerfully can say,«- ' 

E’en let the unknown to-morrow , ' 

Bring with it what it may I ] 


It can bring with it nothing 
But he will bear us through; 

Who jrves the lilies clothing 
Will clothe his people too; 

Beneath the spreading heavens 
No creature but is fed; ** 

And he who feeds the ravens 
Will give his clftldren bread. 

Though vine nor fig-tree neither 
Their wonted fruit shall bear. 

Though all the field should wither. 

Nor/locks noif henis be there: 

Yet God the same abicting. 

His praise shall tune my voice; ^ 

For, wnile in him confiding, 

I cannot but rejoice. 

L. TRUE PLEASURES. 

I.ORD, my soul with pleasure springs 
When Jesus* name I hear; 

And when God the Spirit brings 
The word of promise near: 

Beauties too, in holiness, 

Still delighted I perceive; 

Nor have words that can express 
The joys thy precepts give. 

Clothe in sanctity and 
How sweet it is to see 

Those who love thee as they pass, 

Or when they wait on thee! 

Pleasant toof to sit and tell 
What we owe to love divine; 

Till our bosoms grateful swell. 

And eyes begin to shine. 

Those the comforts I possess. 

Which God shall still increase. 

All his ways are pleasantness. 

And all his paths are peace. 

Nothing Tesns did or spoke, * 
Henceforth let me ever slight; 

For I love his easy wke, • 

And find his burden light ^ 

LI. THE CHRISTIAN. 

Honour and happiness unite 
To make the Cllmstian’s name a praise; 

How fair the scen^ how clear the light. 
That fills the remnant oC his days! 


39 




A kingly character he bears, 

No change his priestly office kn«»ws; 
U nfading is the crown he wears, i 
His joys can never reach a close. 

Adorned ^ith glory from on high. 
Salvation shines upon his face ; 

His robe is of the ctheKal dye, 

* His steps arc dignity and grace. 

Inferior honours he disdains, 

Nor stoops to take aj^plausc from earth ^ 
The King of kings himsAf maintayis 

The expenses of*his heavenly birth. 

• 

Tlie noblest creature seen below, 
Ordained to fill a throne above; 

Gqd gives him all he can bestow, 

11 if kingdom of eternal love! 

My soul is ravished at the thought! 

MeCliinks from earth I see him rise! 
Angels congratulate his lot, 

And shout him welcome to the skies! 


LII, LIVELY HOPE AND 
GRACIOUS FEAR. 

• ' •v • 

1 WAS a grovelling creature onc% 

And basely cleaved to earth; 

I wanted spirit to renounce 
The cloa that gave me birtih. 

Rut God has breathed upon a worm. 
And sent me from above 

Wings such as clothe an angel’s form. 
The wings of joy and love. 

With these to Pisgah’s top I fly. 

And there delimited stand. 

To view beneath a shining skv 
•The spacious promised land. 

The Lord of all the ^ast domain 
Has promised it to me, 

The length and breadth of all the plain 
As far as faith can see. 

Ifow glorious is my privilege I 
To thee for help I call* 

I stand upon a mountain’s edge, 

Oh save me, rest 1 fall! 


Though much exalted in the Lord, 

My strength is not my own; 

Then let me tremble at his word. 

And none shall costume dow^ 

LIII. FOR THE POOR. 

When llagar found the bottle spent. 
And wept o’er Ishmael, * 

A message from the Lord was sent 
To guid| her to atwell. 

Should not Elijah’s cake and cruse 
Convince us at this day, 

A gracious God will not refuse 
Ihrovisions by the way? ^ 

HLs saints and servants shall be fed, 
The promise is secure; 

** Bread shall be giwen them,” .rs he said, 
“Their water shall be sure.” 

Rqiasts far richer they shall prove, 
Than all earth’s dainties are; 

’Tis sweet to taste a Saviour’s love. 
Though in the meanest fhre. • 

To Jesus then your trouble bringp 
Nor murmur at your lot; 

While youbare poor and He is King, 
You shall not be forgot. 

LIV. MY SOUL |HIRSTETH 
• FOR tgl). 

I THIRST, but not as once I did, 

The vain delights of earth to share; 

Thy wounds, Emffianuel, all forl^d 
-That I should seek my pleasures there 

It wasihe sight of thy dear cross 
First weaned my soul from earthly 
things; 

4 nd taught me to esteem as dross 
The mirth of foqis ai)fl pomp of kings 

I want that grace that springs from tJee 
Thf.t quickens all things where it flows 

And makes a wretched thorn like tflc ? 
Bloom as the myrtle, or the rose. 

Dear fountain of delight unknown! 

No loiter sink below the brim; 

fiut pverrow, and pour me down 
A living and life-giving stream; 
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' I* or sure of all the plants that share 
'I'he notice of thy Father’s eye, 
None proves less grateful to his care, 
Or yicjds hint meaner fruit than 1 . 

LV. LOVE CONSTRAINING 
TO OBEDIENCE. 

No strength of Nature can suffice 
'I'o serve the I^ord aright: 

And what she has sfie misapplies. 
For wartt of clearer light. 

How long beneath the law I lay 
In bondage and distress; 

I toilecUthe precept to obey, 

But toiled without success. 


---j- 

Much 1 fasted, watched, and strove, 
Scvce would show my face abroad, 

Fearm almost to speak or move, 

A Stranger still to God. 

Thifs afraid to trust his grace, • 

Long time did I rebel; 

Till despairing uT my case, 

Down at his feet I fell: 

Then my stubl>om heart he broke. 

And subdued me to his sway; 
a simple word he spoke, 

*‘Thy sins am done away.” 


LVII. HATRED OF SIN. 


Tlien to abstain from outward sin 

, Was more than I could do 

Now, if I feel its power within, 

I feel 1 hate it too. 

Then all my servile works were done 
righteousness ti^ raise; 

Nt/V, ^\^ly cliosen in the Son, 

I freely chuse his ways. 

” What shall I do,” was then the word, 
“'fhal I may worthier grow?” 

“What shall I render to the Lord?” 

Is my inquiry now* 

To see the law hf Christ fulfilled. 

Aid hear his ivrdoning voice. 

Changes a slave into a child. 

And duty into choi^. 

LVI. THE HEART HEALED 
AND CHANGED BY MEHCY. 

Sin enslaved me many years, 

And led me bound and blind; 

Till at length a thousand fears • 

(^me swarminf o’e» my mind. 

“W’nere,” said I, in deep distress, 
‘‘Will these sinful pleasures encH 
■UaAP«hall I secure my peace. 

And make the Lord my friend?” 

Friends and ministers said much 
The Gospel to enforte; 

But my blindness still was such, 

I chose a legal course .* 


Holy Lord God! I love thy truth, 

Nor dare thy least commandment 
slight; 

Yet pierced by sin, the serpent’s tooth, 
I mourn the anguish of the bite. 

But though the poison lurks within, 
Hope bids me still with patience wait; 

Till death shall set me free from sin, 
Free from the only thing 1 hate. 

Had I a throne above the test, t 
Wfiere angels and amh^gels dwell, 

One silt* unslain, within my breast, 
Would make that heaven as dark as 
helL 

t 

The prisoner sent to breathe fresh air. 
And blessed with liberty again, 

Would mourn were be condemnedto wear 
One link of all his former chain. 

I 

But, oh! no foe invades the bliss. 

When glory crowns the Christian’s 
head; ^ 

One view of Jesus as he is 
Will strike all sin for ever dead. * 

• 

LVIII. THE NEW CoStVERT. 

The new-born child of Gospel grace. 
Like some &ir tree when summer’s 
nigh, • 

Beneath Emmanuel’s shining face 
Lifts up his blooming i>raQch on high. 
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LIVING AND 
FAITH. 


A DEAD 


No fears he feels, he sees no foes, 

No conflict yet his faith employs, 

Nor has he learnt to whom he owes 
The strength and peace his soul enjoys. 

I 

But sin^oon darts its cruel sting, 

And comforts sinking day by day. 

What seemed his Ovv*, a self-fed spring. 
Proves but a brook that glides away. 

When Gideon armed his numerous host. 
The Lord soon made his numbers leij^; 

And said, Lest Israel vainly boast, 

* My arm procared me this sucd&ss. ’ ” 

Thus will he bring our spirits down. 
And draw our ebbing comforts low. 

That saved by grace, but not our own. 
We may not claim the praise we owe. 


LIX. TRUE AND FALSE 
COMFORT^. 

% 

O God, whose favourable eye 
The sin-sick soul revives, 

Holy and heavenly is the joy 
Xhy shining presence gives. 

*\ • 

Not such as hypocrites supposci 
Who with a graceless heart 

Taste not of thee, but drink a dose 
Prepared by Satan’s art.« 

Intoxicating joys are theirs, 

Who while they boast their light, 

And seem to soar above the stars, 

Are plunging into night. 

Lulled in a soft and fatal sleep. 

They sin and yet rejoice; 

Were they indeed the Saviour’s sheep, 

, Would they not hear his voice? 

Be rnine the comfdKs that reclaim 
The soul from Satan’s power; 

That nudee me blush for what 1 am, 
And hate my sin the more. 

’Tis joy enough, my All in All, 

At thy dear feet to He; 

Thou wut not let me lower fall. 

And none^an higher fly. 


The Lord receives his highefit praise 
From humble minds* and hearts 
sincere; 

While all the loud professor says 
Offends the righteous Judge's ear. 

To walk as childrj^n of the day. 

To mark the precepts' holy light. 

To wage the warfaijf(, watch, and pray. 
Show who are pleasing in his sight. 

Not words alone it cost the Lord 
To purchase pardon for his «wn ; 

Nor will a soul by grace restored 
Return the Saviour words alone. 

With ^Iden bells, the priestly vest. 
And rich pomegranates bordered 
round. 

The need of holiness expressed. 

And called for fruit as well as sound. 

Easy indeed it were to reach 
A mansion in the courts alx> 4 e. 

If swelling words and fluent speech 
Migh^serve instead of faith and love. 

But none shall »in the blissful place. 
Or God’s undoudid glory see. 

Who talks of free*atra sovereign grace. 
Unless that gracefias made him free! 


. LXI. ABUSE OF THE GOSPEL. 

Too*many. Lord, abuse thy grace 
In this licentious day. 

And while they boast they see thy face 
* They turn thj^ o^ away. 

TIw book displays a gradout ligfli 
That can the blind restore; ^ 

But these are dazzled by the siglft, 

And blinded still the more. 

'^he pardon such presume upon, 

.They do not beg, but stesil; 

1 Apd vmen they plead it at thy throne. 
Oh! where's the Spirit’s seal? 
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Was it for this, ye lawless tribe, The Lord’s unsparing hand 

'I'hc dear Redeemer bled? Supplies the living stream; 

ls> this the grace the saints imbibe It is i^t at our own command, 

From (^rist the living head? . But still derived from liim. 


Ah, Lord, we know thy chosen few 
Are fed with heavenly fare; 

But ihese,—tlie wretched husks they 
chew 

Proclaim them what they are. 

The liberty our hearts implore 
Is not to live in ; 

But still to wait at Wisdom’s door, 

Till Mercy calls us in. 


LXII. THE NARROW WAY. 

* e 

What thousands never knew the road! 
What thousands hate it when *tis 
known ! 

None but the chosen tribes of God 
Will seek or choose it for their own. 

•• A 

A thousand ways in ruin end, 

One only leads to joys on high; 

By thak my willing steps ascend. 

Pleased with a journey to the sky. 

No more I ask or hopft to find 
Delight or happfless below; 

Sorrow mav well j^sess the mind 
That feeds where thorns and thistles 
grow. 

The joy^chat fades is not for me, 

1 seek immortal joys above; 

There glory without end shall be , 

The bright reward of faith and love. 

Cleave to the world, ye sordid worms. 
Contented lick your native dust 1 • 

But God shall fighf with all his storms 
Agmiist the idol of your trust. 


LXIII. DEPENDENCE. 

To keep the lamp alive. 

With ou we fill tne bo^l; ^ 

*Tis water makes the willow thrive, 
And grace that feeds the soul. 


Beware of Peter’s word, 

Nor confidently say, 

“I never will deny thee, Lord,”— 
But,—“Grant I never may.” 

Man’s w'isdom is to seek 
,His strength in God alone; 

And even an an^l would be weak 
Wild trusted in his own. 

Retreat beneath his wings, 

And in his grace confide ! 

This more exalts the King of kings 
Than all your works beside. 

In Jesus is our store, 

Grace issues from his throne; 
Whoever says, “I want no more,” 
Confe:>scs'he lias none. 

LXIV. NOT OF WORKS. 

Grace, triumphant in the throne, ^ 
Scomsia rival, reigns alonqi^ 

Come and bow beneath her sway. 
Cast your idol works away I 
Works of man, when made his plea. 
Never shallaiccepted be; 

Fruits of pride (vain-glorious worm!) 
Are the best be can perform. 

Self, the god his soul adores, 
Influences all his powers; 
j^sus is a slighted name, 
Self-advancement all his aim: 

But when God the Judge shall come 
To pronounce the final doom, * 

Then for rocks and hills to hide 
All his works and a^ his pride! . 

Still the boasting heart replies,* 

** What! the worthy and the wise, 
Friends to temperance and peace, 
Have not these a righteousness?” 
Banish every vom pretence 
Built on human excellence; 

Perish everything in man. 

But the grace that never (§in. 


O^VJ^y NVA/NS. 
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LXV. PRAISE FOR FAITH. 

Of all the gifts thine hand bestowa 
Thou Giver of all good! v 

Not heaven itself a richer knows % 
Than rSy Redeemer’s blood. 

Faith too, the blood-regeivingr grace, 

, From the same hand we gain; 

Else, sweetly as it suits our case. 

That gift had been in vain. 

Till thou thy teaching p^wer apply, ' 
Our hearts refuse to see, • 

And weak, as a distempered eye. 

Shut out the view of thee. 

Blind to the merits of thy Son, 

What misery we endure! 

Yet fly that hand from which alone 
We could expect a cure. 

We praise thee, and would praise thee 
To thee our all we owe; [more. 
The precious Saviour, and the power 
That mak§^ him precious too. 

! 

LXVI. GRACE AND PRO- 
✓ -^IDENCE. 

A LMIGHTY King! whose wondrous hand 
SiipiifiMi’ the weight of sea and land; 
Whose grace is such a boundj^ss store, 

No heart shall break that sighs for more; 

Thy providence supplies my food. 

And ^tis thy blessing makes it good; 

My soul is nourished by thy word: 

Let soul and body praise the Lord I < 
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LXVII. 1 WILL PRAISE THE 
LORD AT ALL TIMES. 

Winter has a joy for me, 

While the Saviour’s chari;ps Fread, 
Lowly, meek, from blemish free, 

In the snowdrop’s pensive head. 

Spring returns, and brings along *• 
Lifednvigorating suns: 

Hark I the turtle's plaintive song 
Seems td speak his dying groans! 

r 

Summer has a thousand charms. 

All expressive of his worth; 

’Tis his sun that lights and w.*irms. 

His the air that cools the earth. 

What I has Autumn lefl to say 
Nothing of a Saviour’s grace? 

; Yes, the Seams ot milder day 
Tell me of his smiling face. 

Light appears with early dawn, 

While the sun makes haste to rise; 
See his bleeding beauties dran n, ^ 

On the blushes of the skies. 

Evening with a silent pace. 

Slowly tyoving in the west. 

Shows an emblem of his grace. 

Points to an eten^al rest. 

LXVTIl. LONGING TO BE 
WITH CHRIST. * 

To Jesus, the Crown of my Hop^ 

My soul is in haste to be gone r 
Oh bear me, ye cherubim, up, 

And,waft me away to his throne I 


My streams of outward comfort came 
From him who built this earthly frame; 
Whate’er I*want his bounty gives, 
Bjkwhom my soul for ever lives. 

Either his hand prese^es from pain, 
Or, if I fee>it, heals a^in; 

From Sataft’s malice shields my breast, 
Or overrules it for the best 

F(Wglve the song that falls so low 
Beneath the gratitude I o^e i 
It means thy praise,'however poor, 

An angel’s song^n do no more. 


My Saviour, whom absent I love, 
Whom, not having seen, I adore ; 
Whose name is exalted above 
All glory, domulion^and power 

Dissolve thou these bonds, that detsin 
M^soul from her portion in thee^ ^ 
Ah! strike off this a^mant chain, 

And make me eternally free. 

Whf n that happy era bemns, 

V^en apayed in thy Rories I shine. 
Nor grieve any more, by my sins, 

The bosom on which I recline; 

s 
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Oh then shall the veil be removed, 

And round me thy brightness be 
poured, 

1 shall meet Mim whom absent 1 loved, 
Shair sfe him whom unseen I 
adored. 

And then, never more shall the fears, 
The trials, temptations, and woes, 
Which darken this valley of tears, 
Intrude on my bdssful repose. 


Or, if yet remembered above, 
Remembrance no sadness shall raise, 
Th^ will be but new signs of thy love, 
Kew themes for my wonder and praise. 

Tlius the strokes which from sin and 
from pain 

Shall set me t temally free. 

Will but strengthen and rivet the chair. 
Which binds me, my Saviour! to 
thee. 
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PREFACE, BY THE REV. JOHN NEWTON. 

V^Then an author, by appearing in‘print, requests an audience qf tlTc public, 
and is upon the point of speaking for himself, whoever presumes to step before 
him with a Preface, and to say, "Nay, but hear me first I should have something 
worthy of attention tq offer, or he will be justly deemed officious and impertinent. 

*Thc judicious reader has, j)robably, upon other occasions, been beforehand with 
me in this reflection: and 1 am not very willing it should now be applied to me, 
Jiowever I may seem to expose myself to the dancer of' it. • But the thought of 
having my own name perpetuated in ^nnexion witn the name jp the title-page is 
so pleasing and flattering to the^ feelings of my heart, tliat 1 am content to risk 
something for th»gratification. 

This Preface is not designed to commend the Poems to which it is prefixed. 
My testimony would be insufficient for those who are not qualified to judge properly 
for themselves, and unnecessary to those who are. Besides, the reasons which 
render it improper and unseemly for a man to celebrate his own performances, or 
those of his nc.arest relatives, will liave some influence in suppressing much of what 
he might otherwise wish to say in favour of a friend*, when that friend is indeed an 
alter idem, and excites aim . si the same emotions of sensibility and affection as he 
lecls for himself. 

It is very probable these Poems may come into the hands of some persons, in 
whom the sight of the author’s name will awaken a recollection of incidents and 
scenes, which through length of lime they had almost forgotten. They^will^be 
reminded of one, w’ho was once the companion of their choseii hours, and who set 
out with them in early life in the paths which lead to literary honours, to innuence 
and atflucnce, with equal prospects of success. But he was suddenly and poAver* 
fully withdijiwn from those pursues, and he left thefh without rq^rct; yet not till 
he Had sufli^ent opportunity of counting the cost, and of knowing the value of 
what he gave up. If happincsl could have been found in cli^iqal attainments, in 
an elegant taste, in the exertions of wit, fancy, and genius, and A the esteem and 
converse of such persons os in these respects were most conge^al with hiipself, 
he would have been happy.* But he was not—He wondered (as thousands in n 
similar situation still do) that he should continue dissatisfied, with all tlie means 
apparently conducive to satisfaction within his reach.—^But ih due time th(^ cau.sc 
(n his disappointment was discovered to him:—He had lived without God in the 
world. In a memorable hour, the wisdom which is from above visited his heart. 
Then he felt himself a wanderer, and then he found a guide. Upon this change 
of views, a change of plan and conduct followed of course. ^ When he saw the 
busy and the gay world in its true light, he left it with as little reluctance as a 
prisoner, when called to liberty, leaves bis dungeim. Not that he became a cynic 
or an ascetic:—a heart filled with love to God will assuredly breathe benevolence 
to men. But the turn of his temper inclining him to rural life, he indulged it^nd 
the providence of Gbd evidently preparing his way and marking out his.retfcat, 
he retired ainto the country. By these steps th^good hand of God, unknown, p) 
me, was providing for me one of the principal blessings of my life; a friend and 
a counsellor, in whose company for almost seven years, though we were seldom 
seven successive waking hours separated, I always found new pleasure: a friend 
Afho was not only a comfort to myself, bat^ blessing t« the affectionate poor 
people among whojn I then lived. 
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Some lime after'inclinatiim had thus remov^ him from the hurry and bustle of 
lifci he was still more secluded by a lon^ indisposition, and my pleasure was 
succeeded bv a proportionable degree of anxiety and concern. But a hope that the 
God whom he served would support him under his affliction, and at length vouch¬ 
safe him a happy deliverance, never forsook m/. The desirable crisis, I trust, is 
now nearly'approaching. The dawn, the presage of returning day, is already 
arrived. He is again enabled to resume his pen, and some of the first fruits of his 
recovery are here presented to the public. In his principal subjects, the same 
acuenen which distinguished him in the early period of life Is happily employed in 
illustrating and enforcing the truths, of which ne received such deep and unalterable 
impressions in his njaturer years. Ills satire, if it may be called .so, is benevolent, 
(like the operations of the skilful and humane surgeon, who wounds only to heal,) 
dictated by a just»“egard for the honour of Ciod, and indignant grief excited by the 
profligacy of the age, and a tender compassion for the souls of men. 

His favourite topics are least insisted on in the piece entitled “ Table Talk 
which, tlicrcforc, with some regard to the prevailing taste, and that those who are 
govern^ by it may not be discouraged at the very threshold from proceeding 
mrlhcr, is placed nrst. In most of the large Poems which follow, his leading 
design is more explicitly avowed and pursued. He aims to communicate his own 
perceptions of the truth, beauty, and influence of the religion of the Bible,—a 
religion, which, however discredited by the misconduct of many who have not 
renounced the Christian name, proves itself, when rightly understood, and cordially 
embraced, to be the grand desideratum which alone can relieve the mind of man 
from painful and unavoidable anxieties, inspire it with stable peace and solid hope, 
and furnish those motives and prospects which, in the present state things, are 
absolutely necessary to produce a conduct worthy of a rational creature, distin- 
guishc 1 by a va.stness of capacity, which no assemblage of earthly good can satisfy, 
and by a principle and pre-intimation of immortality. 

Ala time when hypothec’s and conjecture in philosophy are so justly exploded, 
and little is considered as deserving the name i f knowledge which Ill not stand 
the test of experiment, the very use of the term ex^imental^ in religious concern¬ 
ments, is by too, many unhappily rejected with di^ist. But we W'cll know, that 
they who ancct to despise the inward feelings which religious persons speak of, and 
to tioat them enthusiasm and folly, have inward feelings of their own, which, 
though they would, they cannot suppress. We have been too long in the secret 
ourselves, to account the proud, the ambitious, or the voluptuous, happy. W’e 
must ^ose the remembrance of what we once were, before we can believe that a 
man is satisfied with himself, merely because he endeavours to appear so. A smile 
upon the face is often but a mask worn occasionally and in company, to j>revent, if 
possible, a suspicion of what at *the same time is passing in the heart. We know 
that there are people, who seldom smile when they are alone, who therefore are 
glad to hide themselves in a throng from the violence of their own reflections; and 
who, while by their looks and their language th^ wish to persuade us they are 
hap’ty, would bt glad to change conditions with a dog. But in defiance of all 
the^r efforts, they continue to think, forebode, and tremble. «This we know, for it 
has been our own state, and therefore we know how to commiserate it in others. 
From this state the Bible relievea us. When we were led to read it witli attention, 
we found ourselves descrilied,—^we learnt the causes of our inquietude,—^we were 
directed to a method of lelief,—we tried, and we were not disappointed. 

Deus nobis haec otia fecit. 

We are now certain that t^e Gospel of Christ is the polrer of God unto salvation 
to every one that believeth. It has reconciled us to God, and*to ourselves, to our 


•49 


TABLE TALK. 

...— ^- J 

duty, and our situation. It is thd balm and cordia* of theiprcsent life, and a 
sovereign antidote against the fear of death. 

Sed hactenus hac. —.Some smaller pieces, upon less important subjects, close the 
volume. Not one of them, 1 believe, was written with a view to publication, bu¥ 
J was unwilling they should be oinjhted. ^ 

^ * John Newton. 

CifARr.et Squarb, Hoxton, 

Ftbruary i 8 , 17S3. 


TABI.E TALK.' 

Si tc forti mexgravis urct sarcina chans, 
AbjicItu.~Hoi{- lib. i. cp. 23. 

A. You told me, I remember, glory, built 
On selfish priuciple.s, is shame and guilt; 

The deeds that men admire as half divine. 

Stark naught, because corru]>t in their design. • 
Strange doctrine this ! that without scruple tears 
The laurel that the very lightning spares ; 

Brings down the warrior's trophy to the dust, 

And cats into his bloody sword like rust. 
mB. 1 grant that, men continuing what they are. 
Fierce, avaricious, proud, there must be war; 

And never meant the rule .should be applied 
'I'o him that fights with justice on his side. 

Let laurels, drenched in pure Parnassian^dews, 
Reward his memory, do^r to every muse. 

Who, with a courag^of unshaken root. 

In honour’s field advancing hi.^ firm foot, 

Plants it upon the line that justice draws, 

And will prevail qf perish in her cause. 

’'Pis to the virtues of such men, man owes 
His portion in the good that Heaven bestows ; 

And when recording History displays 
Feats of renown, though WTought in ancient days, 
Tells of a few stout hearts tln^ fought and died 
Where duty placed them, at llieir counfry’s side,- ' 
The man that is not moved with what he reads, 
That takes not fire at their heroic deeds. 

Unworthy of the blessings of thed^rave. 

Is base in kind, and burn to be a slave. 

But let external infamy pursue 
The wretch to nought but his ambition true. 

Who, for the sake of filling with one blast 
'The post-horns of all Europe, lays her waste. 
Think yourself stationed on a towering rock. 

To see a people scattered like a doclc 
Some royal mastiff panting at their neels. 

With all'^the savage thirst a tigerdeels, * 
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Then view him sUf-proclaim^ in a gazette 
(’hief monster lliat has plagued the nations yet! 

The globe and sceptre in such liands misplaced, 

Those ensigns of domininn, how disgraced ! 40 

The glass that bids man mark the flc’ ling hour, 

^ii'l iJeath’s own scythe, would better s])cnk liis power. 

'J’hcri grace the bony phantom in their stead 
With the king’s shoulder-knot and gay cockade; 

Clothe the twin brethren in e.ich other’s dress, i 
'J'he same their occu])ation and succevs. 

A. ’Tis your belief the world was made for man ; 

Kings do^iut reasc^i on the .self-same plan: 

JVIaintrt^ning yoiUN, you cannot ll'oirs coiulemn, 

Who think, or seem to think, man nr|jile for them. 50 

B. Seldom, alas! the power of logic reigns 
With much sulTiciency in royal brains; 

Such reasoning falls like an invertetl cone, 

Wanting it>, projicr base to stand u]>on. 

Man made for kings! those optics arc but dim 
That tell yQU so;—sajr, rather, they for him. 

That were indeed a^king-ennoi)Hng thought, 

Couhl they, or would they, reason as they ought. 

The di.idem with mighty projects lined, 

To catch renown by ruining mankind, fo 

Is worth, with all its gold and glittering store, 

Ju-it what th: toy will sell for, and no more. 

O'l ! bright occasions of dispensing goo<l, 

Ilow soldi»!ii used, how little understood ! 

To jmur in Virtue’s lap her just reward; 

Kccj) Vice rcstraiifecl behind a doubl||guard ; 

'T o quell the faction that affronts the throne, 
lly silAt magnanimity alone; 

'I'o niffse with tender care the thriving Arts, 

Watc^ every beam Philosophy imparts; ^ 70 

To give Religion her unbridled scope, 

Nor jiulgc by statute a believer’s hope ; 

\Vitli clos? fidelity and love unfeigned 
I'o keep the matrimonial bond unstained ; 

Covetous only of a virtuous prajsc, 

His life a lesson to (hfi land he sways; 

To touch the sword with conscientious awe, 

Nor draw it but when duty bids him draw; 

'Fo sheath it in the peace-r%;toring close * 

With j )y beyond wnat victory bestows,— 80 

lllost country ! where these kingly glories shine, ^ 
lilest England ! if this happiness be thine. 

.*/. (biard what you'say: the patriotic tribe 
Will sneer, and chaise you with a bribe.— B. A bribe? 

The worth of his three kingdoms I defy 
'Fo lure me to the baseness of a lie ; 

And, of alKics (be that 8ne poat’s ^ast), 

The lie that flatters I abhor .the most. 
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Those arts be theirs that hate his gentle reign, 

Uut he that loves him has no need to feign. ^'O 

A. Your smooth eulogium, to one crown addressed, 

Seems to imply a ccnstirn on the rest. 

P. Quevedo, as he tel^ his sober tale, 

•Asked, when in hell, to see the royal jail. 

Approved their method in all other things, * 

“Ihit where,^nod sir, do you confine your kings?" 

"There,” said his guide, ‘‘the group is full in view." 

"Indeed !” replied the Don ; “there are but few.” 

Ilis black interpreter the charge disdained ;— 

"Few, fellow? There are ay that ever reigned.” ^ loo 

AVit, undisrtnguishing^ is apt to strike 
The guilty and not guilty, both alike. 

I grant the sarcasm is too severe. 

And we can readdy refute it here. 

While Alfred's name, the father of his age, 

And the Sixth Kdward’s, grace the historic page. 

A. Kings then at last have but the lot of all; 
lly their own con luct they must stand or flill. * 

/>. True. Wii.’ * they live, the courtly laureate pays 
Ills quit-rent ode, his pepper-corn of prai.se, iio 

AndTnany a dunce whose fingers itch to write, 

AJds, as he can, his tributary mite; 

A subject's faults a subject may proclaim, 

A monarch\s errors arc forbidden game. 

Thus free from censure, (overawed by fear,) 

And praised for virtues tliat they scorn to wear, 

Tlie fleeting forms of nnucj.ty eng.age • 

Kespcct, while stalking o cr life’s narrow stage. 

Then leave their crimes for History to scan, 

And ask, with busy scorn. Was this the man? 120 

1 pity kings whom worship waits upon 
Obsequious, from Ae cradle to the throne; 
lJefo*‘e whose infant eyes the flatterer bows, 

And binds a wreath about their baby brows; 

Whom education stiilfens into state, 

And death awakens from that dream too late. 

Oh ! if servility, with supple khecs, • 

Whose trade it is to smile, to crouch, to please,— 

If smooth dissimulation, skilled to grace 
A devil’s purpose with an angel’s (j^ce,— 130 

If smiling peeresses and simpering jjcers. 

Encompassing his throne a few short years,--' 

I f the pU carriage and the pampered steed, 

'jFhat wants no driving and disdains the<lead,— 

TP* guards, mechanically formed in ranks, 

Playing, at beat of drum, their martial pranks. 

Shouldering and standing, as if struck to stone, 

While condesc^ding majesty looks <fti; 

If monarchy consist in such base tilings, • 

SightQc. I say again, I pity kings I 
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To be suspected, thwarted, and withstood. 

Even when he labours for his country’s good,— 

'I'o see a band called patriot for no cause 
But that they catch at popular applause. 

Careless of all the anxiety heieels^ 
liook disappointment on the public wheels. 

With all their flippant fluency of tongue 
Most confident, when palpably most wrong,— , 

If this be kingly, then farewell for me 

All kingship, and may 1 be poor and free 1 150 

To bo- the Table Talk of clubs up stairs, 

To which the unv« ashed artificer repairs, 

To iniiulge his genius after long fatigue 
By diving into cabinet intrigue, 

(For what kings deem a toil, as well they may, 

'I'o him is relaxation and mere play ; )-~ 

To win no praise when well-wrought plans prevail, 

But to be rudely censured when they foil,— 

To doubt the love his fovouriles may pretend. 

And in reality to fcnd no friend,— 160 

If he indulge a cultivated taste. 

Mis galleries with the works of art well graced. 

To hear it called extravagance and waste; 

If these attendants, and if such as these. 

Must follow royalty, then welcome ease ! 

However humble and confined the sphere. 

Happy the slate that has not these to fear. 

A. Thus men, whose thoughts contemplative have 
dwelt • 

On situations that they never felt, 

.Staryip^sagacious, covered with the dCfst 170 

Of dreaming study and pedantic rust, 

And^rate and preach about what others prove, • 

As IT the world and they were hand and glove. 

Leave kingly backs to cope with kingly cares. 

They ha*e their weight to carry, subjects theirs; 

I’oets, of all men, ever least regret 
Increasing taxes and the nation^ debt. 

Could you contrive Uic payintfot, and reliearse 
The mighty plan, oracular, in verse. 

No bard, howe’er majestic, old or new, 180 

Should claim my fixed attention more than you. c 

Brindley nor Bridgewater would essay 
To turn tlie course of Helicon that w-ay; 

Nor would the Nine consent the sacred tide * 

Should purl amidst tke traffic of Chcapside^ 

< )r tinkle in ’Change Alley, to amuse 
'I'he le.ithern cars of stock-jobbers and Jews. 

^ ^ A. Voiich.safe, at least, to pitch the key of rhyme 
'i'o themesgmore pertinent, if less sublime. . 

When ministers syid ministerial arts,— . 190 

Patriots who love good places at their hearts,*— 
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When admirals extolled for standing still, 

Or doing nothing with a deal of skill, 

Generals who will not conquer when they may, 

Firm friends to peace, to pleasure, and good pay,— 

When freedom woundcci^almc]!,st to despair, 

, Though discontent alone can find out where,— 

When themes like these employ the poet’s tongue, 

I hear,—as ^ute as if a syren sung. 

Or tell me, if you can, what power maintains 200 

A Uriton’s scorn of arbitrary chains ? 

That were a theme might animate the dead. 

And move the lips of poets cast in lead. • 

Ji. 'I'he cagse, though woTth the search, may yet eltde 
Conjecture and remark^ however shrewd. 

They take, perhaps, a well-directed aim. 

Who seek it in his climate and his frame. 

Liboral in all things else, yet Nature here 
With stern severity deals out the year. 

Winter invades the sjiring, and often pours 21'' 

A chilling flood on summer’s drooping fleavers; 

Unwelcome vapi "is riuench autumnal beams, 

Ungenial blasts attending, curl the streams; 

The peasant'i urge their liarvest, ply the fork 
With double toil, and .shiver at their work. 

Thus with a rigour, for his good designed, 

She rears her favourite man of all mankind. 

His form robust and of clastic tunc. 

Proportioned well, half muscle and half bone. 

Supplies with warm activity and force • 220 

K mind well lodged, arA masculine of course. 

Hence Liberty, sweft l..iberty, inspires 
And keeps alive his fierce but noble fires. 

Patient of constitutional control, 

He bears it with Aeek manliness of soul; 

But if authority grow wanton, woe 
To him that treads upon his free-bom toe ! 

One step beyond the boundary of the laws 
Fires him at once in Freedom’s glorious cause. 

Thus proud Prerogative, not fnuch revved, 230 

Is seldom felt, though sometimes seen and heard ; 

And in his cage, like parrot fine and gay, 

Js kept to strut, look big, and talk away. 

Born in a climate softer far thatt ours, 

Not formed like us, with such Herculean powers, 

The Frenchman, easy, debonair, and brisk, 

^ive him his lass, his fiddle, and his %isk, 
tis always happy, reign whoever may. 

And laughs the sense of miseiy far away. 

He drinks his simple beverage with a gust, 240 

And feasting on an onion and a crust, 

We never feel^the alacrity and joy , 

With wfiich he shouts and carol4 ** Vive le Roy ! ” 
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Filled With as much true merriment and glee 
As if he heard his king say, “ Slave, be free ! ’’ 

Thus happiness depends, as nature shows, 

I.«ss on exterior things than most suppose. 

Vigilant over all that He has made/ 

♦Kind Providence attends with’gracious aid, 

Hifis equity throughout His works prevail, 

And weighs the nations in an even scale ; 

1 le can encourage Slavery to a smile. 

And fdl with discontent a llrilish isle. 

A. b^ceman and slave then, if the case be such, 
Stand on a level, r-and you prove too much. 

If allittien indiscriminately share , 

His fostering power and tutelaiy can, 

As well he yokc^l by Despotism’s hand, 

As dwidl at largo in Hiitaiii’s chartered laml. 

/y. No. Freedom has a thousand charms to show, 
'I’hat .slavc.s howe’er contented, never know. 

The mind attains hcnc.ath her happy reign 
The growth that Nature meant she should attain ; 
'I’lie varied fields of science, ever new. 

Opening and wider opening on her view. 

She ventures onward with a prosperous force, 

While no base fear impedes her in her course. 
Religion, richest favour of the skies. 

Stands most revealed before the freeman’s eyes ; 

No shades of superstition blot the day. 

Liberty cha.sc.s ail that gloom aw.iy ; 

'I’he soul, cm.incq).atcd, unoppre.ssed. 

Free to prove all things, and hold fic>t the best, 
LcatiK njuch, and to a thousand listcnivg minds 
Communicates W'ith joy tlic good she finds; 

Courage in arms, and ever prompt to show 
His flianly forehead to the fiercest foe ; • 

(tlorious in war, but for the Siike of peace. 

His spiril^ rising as his toils increase, 

Guards well what arts and industry have won. 

And Freedom claims him for her first-born son. 
Slaves fight for what were bcll«.‘r cast away. 

The chain that binds them, and a tyrant’s swa}*, 

Rut they that fight for freedom, undertake 
The noblest cause mankind can have at stake, 
Religion, virtue, truth, wlAte’er we call 
A bltissin^, freetlom is the pledge of all. 

O Liberty ! the [trisoner’s pleasing dream, • 
The poet’s muse, his passion and his theme. 

Genius is thine, and thou art Fancy's nurse, 

Lost without thee the ennobliug powers of verse ; 
Heroic song from thy free touch acquires 
Its clearest tone, the rn^ure it inspires. 

Place me v^here Winter breathes his keenest dir. 

And I will sing if‘Liberty bie there; 
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And I will sing at Liberty’s dear feet 
In Afrie’s torrid clime or India’s fiercest heat. 

A. Sing where you please ; in such a cause I grant 
An English poet’s privik'gc to rant. 

Hut is not Freedom, at R.ast is not orrs, jcy 

* Too apt to play the wanton with her powers, 

Grow freakisii, and o’ericaping every mound, 

Spread anaKhy and terror all around ? 

Ji. Agreed. Hut would you sell or slay your horse 
For bounding and curvetting in his course ; 

(Jr if, when ridden with a careless rein, 

He break away, and seek tlv: distant plaiif? 

No. Ilis hi^h mettle, jnider good control. 

Gives Min Olympic speed, and shoots him to the goal. 

Let Discipline employ lier wholesome arts ; 310 

f^t magistrates alert perform their parts. 

Not skulk, or put on a prudential mask, 

As if their duly were a desperate task ; 

I^et active laws apply the needful curb 
To guard the pca's^ that riot would distuA), 

And liberty, preserved from wild excess, 

.Shall raise no feuds for armies to suppress. 

When Tumult lately burst his prison door, 
nd set plebeian thousands in a roar, 

When he usurped Authorit/s just place, 320 

And dared to look his master in the face, 

When the rude rabble’s watchword was, “ Destroy ! " 

And blazing London seemed a second 
Ifibcrty blushed, and h|^g her drooping head, 

Beheld their progrej^ with the deepest dread. 

Blushed that effects Tike these she should produce, * 

Worse than the deeds of galley-slaves broke louse. 

She loses in such^torms her very name. 

And fierce Licentiousness should bear the blame. 

Incomparable gem ! thy worth untold, 330 

Cheap, though blood-bought, and thrown t^way wffen sold ; 
May no foes ravish thee, and no false friend 
Betray thee, while professing^ to defend: 

Prize it, ye ministers; ye monarchs, spare ; 

Ye patriots, guard it with a miser’s care ! 

A. Patriots, alas ! the few that have Ijeen found 

* Where most they flourish, upon Jilnglish ground. 

The country’s need have scantily supplied ; 

And the last left the scene when Cliatham died. 

B. Not so—the virtue still adorns our age, 340 

•Though the chief actor died upon th<f stage. 

* In him, Demosthenes was heard again, 

Liberty taught him her Athenian strain; 

She clothed him with authority and awe, 

Spoke from ys lips, and in his looks gave law. • 

His speech, his form, his action, full of grace, 

Anjl all his country beaming in his face, 
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He stotxl, as some inimitable hand 
Would strive to make a Paul or Tully stand. 

No sycophant or slave that dared oppose 350 

Her sacred cause, but trembled whmp he rose, 

^nd every venal stickler for the yoi« 

Felt himself crushed at the first word he spoke. 

Such men are raised to station and command, 

When Providence means mercy to a land. r 
He speaks, and they appear ; to Him they owe 
Skill to direct, and strength to strike the blow. 

To man^e with address, to seize with power 
^ The casis of a tlar^ decisive hoiw. 

So Gideon earned a victory not his oyn, 3O0 

Subserviency his praise, and that alone. 

Poor England! thou art a devoted deer, 

Heset with every ill but that of fear. 

The nations hunt; all mark thee for a prey, 

'I'hey swarm around thee, and thou stand’st at bay, 
Undaunted,slill, though wearied and perplexed ; 

Once C'hathamsav£d thee, but who saves thee next? 

Alas ! the tide of pleasure sweeps along 
All that should be the boast of Ihitish ^ong. 

'Tis u«)t the wreath that once adorned lliy brow, 370 

The prize of happier limes, will serve thee now. , 

Our ancestry, a gallant Christian mee, 

Patterns of every virtue, every grace. 

Confessed a God ; they kneeled before they fought, 

And praised Him in the victories He wrought. 

Now from the du^t of ancient days l|ring forth * 

Their sober zeal, integrity, an<I worth ; ^ 

Course,'ungraced by these, affronts the skies. 

Is bur the lire without the sacrifice. 

The f»ream that feeds the well-spring of tl^ heart 380 

Not more invigorates life’s noblest jiart. 

Than virtue quickens with a warmth divine 
The powSlrs that«sin has brought to a decline. 

A, The inestimable estimate Brown 
Rose like a paper-kite, and charmed the town , 

But measures, plannetl and oxecutetl well, 

Shifled the wind that raised it, and it fell. 

He trod the very self-same ground you tread, 

And victory refuted all he ^d. 

B. Andjyet his judgment was not framed amiss, 390 
Its error, if it erred, W'as merely this,— 

He thought the dying hour already come, 

And a complete recovfiy struck him dumb. 

^ But that effeminacy, folly, lust. 

Enervate and enfeeble, and needs must,— 

And that a nation shamefully debased 
Will be despised and trainpled on at last, 

Unless sweet penitence hcr^wers renew,— 

Is truth, if histoiy itself be true. 
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There is a time, and justice marks the date, 

For long-forbearing clemency to wait; 

That hour elapsed, the incurable revolt 
Is punishefl, and down romes the thunderbolt. 

If Mercy then put by th^thiealeiiing blow, 

• Must she perform the same kind ofHce n<rM i 
May she! and if offended Heaven be still 
Accessible, ^nd prayer prevail, she will. 

’Tis not however insolence and noise, 

The tempest of tumultuary joys, 

Nor is it yet despondence and dismay, 

Will win licr visits, or engage her stay ; • 

Prayer only, cind the penitential tear, 

Can caU her smiling clown, and fix her here. 

But when a country (one that I could name) 

In prostitution sinks the sense of shame ; 

When infamous Venality, grown bold. 

Writes on his bosom, “ 76 > be let or sold 
When Perjury, that licavcn-dcfying vice, 

Sells oaths by talc, and at the lowest priue, 

Stamps (Jod’s o\.i» name upon a lie just made. 

To turn a penny in the way of trade ; 

When Avarice starves, ancl never hides his face, 
wo or three millions of the human race, 
nd not a tongue inquires how, where, or when. 

Though conscience will have twinges now and then ; 

When profanation of the sacred cause 
In all its parts, times, ministry, and laws, 

Bespeaks a land, once Christian, fallen and lost 
In ail that wars again.st*that title most ; 

What follow's next, ret cities of great name, 430 

And regions long since desolate, proclaim : 

Nineveh, Babylom and ancient Koine 
Speak to the pre^nt times and times to come, 

They cry aloud in every careless ear, 

“ Stop, while ye may, suspend your mad career ! ' 

Oh learn from our example and our fate, 

Learn wisdom and repentance cre too late I" 

Not only Vice disposes anS prepares^ 

The mind that slumbers sweetly in her snares. 

To stoop to tyranny’s usurped command, 440 

*And bend her polished neck beneath his hand, 

(A dire effect, by one of nature’s*law’s 
Unchangeably connected with its cause ;) 

But Providence himself will intervene 
*To throw His dark displeasure o’er tlie scene. 

' All are His instruments; each form of war. 

What bums at home, or threatens from alar, 

Nature in arms, her elements at strife, 

The storms that overset the joys of«life. 

Are but. His rods to .secure a ^ilty lan(i^ 450 

And waste it at the bidding of nis hand. 
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He gives ihe word, and ^[utiny soon roars 
In all her gates, and shakes her distant shores ; 

The standards of all nations arc unfurled. 

She has one foe, and that one foe, the world. 

^tid if He doom (hat people with 9 frown, 

And mark th«'m with the seal of wrath, j^ressod dow 
Obduracy takes place; callous and tough, 

The reprobated race grows jiulgment-proof; , 

ICarih shakes beneath them, and heaven roars above, 
Milt nothing scares them from the course they love ; 
To the Hiscivioua pipe and wanton song, 

'J'hal charm down* fear, they frojjc it along, 
WitliTnad raj)idity ami unconeerii, ^ 

Hown to the gulf from which is no return. 

'riiey trust in navies, and their navies fail, 

(lod’s curse can cast aw.ay ten thousand sail ; 

They trust in armies, ami their courage dies ; 

In wisdom, wealth, in fortune, and in lies ; 

Mut all they trust in withers, as it must, 

When 1 le eommaifds, in whom they place no trust. 
Vengeance at last pours down upon their coast, 

A long despised, hut now victorious host ; 

Tyranny sends the chain that must abridge 
'rile noble sweei) of all their privilege, 

(iivfs liberty the last, the mortal shock, 

.Slips the slave’s collar on, and snaps the lock. 

A. Such lofty strains embellish what you teach ; 
Mean you to prophesy, or but lo preach ? 

Ji. I know thefnind that feels inched the fire 
'I’he Muse imparls, and can command the lyre, 

.\cts l^Lha force, and kindles with a z&lU 
Whalc’er the theme, that others never feel. 

If hty^an woes her soft attention claim, 
tender sympathy pervades the frame, * 

She pours a sensibility divine 
Along tllf nerve of every feeling line. 

Hut if a deed not tamely to be borne, 

Fire indignation and a sense of scorn, 

The strings are swept»with sueft a power, so loud, 
The storm of music shakes the astonished crowd. 

So when remote futurity is brought 
Before the keen inc^uiry of Jicr thought, 

A ter|il>t«k sagacity informs 

’I'he poet’s heart, he look.s to distant storms, 

He hears the thunder ere the tempest lowers, * 
And, armed with strength surpassing human powers, 
Seizes events as yet unknown to m<an, 

And darts his soul into the dawning plan. 

Hence, in a Roman mouth, the graceful name 
Of prophefcand of poct‘vas the same ; * 

Hence British poets too th^priesthood shared* 

And every hallowed Druid was a bard. 



TABLE TALK, 

But no prophetic fires to mo bcIcMig, 

I play with syllables, and sport in song. 

A. At Westminster, where little poets strive 
To set a distich upon six and five. 

Where I)isci])linc helpi^opening buds of sense. 

And makes his pupils proud with sih-cr pence, 

I was a poet too ;—but modern taste 510 

Is so refinq^l and delicate and chaste, 

'riuit verse, whatever fire the fancy warms. 

Without a creamy smoothness has no charms. 

Thus, all SUCCCS.S depending on an car. 

And thinking I might purchase it too deaf. 

If sentiment were s.acrificcu to sound. 

And tsuth cut short to make a period round, 

I judged a man of sense could scarce do worse 
Than caper in the morris-dance of verse. 

/?. Thus reputation is a spur to wit, 520 

And some wits flag through fear of losing it. 

Give me the line that ploughs its stately course 
Like a proud swan, conc|uering the strc.'vm by fdree : 

That like some cottage beauty .strikes the lieait, 

Quite unindebtod to the tricks of art. 

When labour and when dulness, club in hand, 

Like the two figures at St. Dunstan's stand, 

*Beating alternately, in measured time. 

The clock-work tintinnabulum of rhyme. 

Exact and regular the sounds will Ik;, 530 

But such mere (]uarter-strokes are not for me. 

. From him who rears a poem lank and long, 

To him who strains hit all into a song, 

Perhaps some boni!^ Caledonian air, 

All birks and braes, though he was never there; 

Or having whelped a prologue with great pains, 

Feels himself splint, and fumbles for his brains; 

A prologue interdaslicd with many a stroke, 

An art contrived to adverti.se a joke, 

So that the jest is clearly to be seen, 540 

Not in the words— but in the gap between; 

Manner is all in all, whate’ef is writ, • 

The substitute for genius, sense, and wit. 

To dally much with subjects mean and low 

• Proves that the mind is weak, oj^ makes it .so. 

Neglected talents rust into decay, 

And every eflbrt ends in push-pin play. 

The man ihat means success should soar above 

• A soldier’s feather, or a lady’.s glove,* 

• Else summoning the Muse to such a theme, 550 

The fruit of all her labour is whipt-cream. 

As if an eagle flew aloft, and then— 

Stooped frona his highest pitch to pounce a wYcn. 

As if the poet, purposing to wed, • 

Should carve himself a wife in ^rarbread. 
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Ages clasped ere Homer’s lamp appeared, 

And ages ere the Mantuan Swan was heard; 

To carry nature lengths unknown before, 

To give a Milton birth, asked ages more. 

Thus Genius rose and set at oi^tlcrcct^tinics, 

'And shot a day-spring into distant dimes ; 
Ennobling every region that he chose, 

He sunk in Greece, in Italy he rose, 

And, tedious years of (rolhic darkness past, 
Emerged all s[)lendour in our isle at last. 
ThusTo\ely halcyons dive into the main. 

Then show Hir off their shining pluiuivs again. 

* A. is genius only found in cp>c lays? , 

Prove this, and forfeit all pretence to praise. 

Make their heroic powers your own at once. 

Or candidly confess yourself a dunce. 

B. These were the chief; each interwal of night 
Was graced with many an undulating light; 

In less illustrious baids his beauty shone 
A meteor or a star^ in these, the sun. 

The nightingale may claim the topmost bough. 
While the jjoor grasshoj^per must chirp below. 

Like him unnoticed, 1 , and such as 1, 

Spread little wings, and rather skip tlian fly; 
Perched on the meagre produce of the land, 

An ell or two of prospect we command. 

Hut never peep beyond the thorny bound. 

Or oaken fence, that hems the ]).iddock round. 

In Eden, ere yot innocence of heart 
Had faded, imetry was not an art; *• 

Langi^c above all teaching, or if taugKt, 

Only uy gratitiulc and glowing thought,—- 
Elegant as simplicity, and warm 
As eCitasy, unmanaclcd by form,— ‘ 

Not prompted, as in our degenerate days, 

By low aisrbilioti and the thirst of praise. 

Was natural as is the flowing stream. 

And yet magnificent, a God the theme. 

That theme on earth^xhausteif, though above 
’Tis founrl as everlasting as Ilis love, 

Man lavished all his thoughts on human things. 

The feats of heroes and the wrath of kings,. 

But sUll >jfhile virtue kindled his delight. 

The song was moral, and so far was right. 

’Twas thus till luxury seduced the mind 
To joys less innocent,«as less refined. 

Then genius danced a bacchanal, he crowned 
The brimming goblet, seized the thyrsus, bound 
His brows with ivy, rushed into the field, 

Of wild imagination, and there reeled 
The victim of his^wn lascivious fires, ^ 

And, dizzy with delight, pAfaned the sacred wires.' 
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Anacreon, Horace, played in Greece and Rome 
This Bedlam part; and, others nearer home. 

When Cromwell fought for power, and while he reigned 6io 
'I'he proud Protector of the power he gained, 

Religion harsh, intolcrr^t, austere, 

Parent of manners like lierself severe. 

Drew a rough copy of the Christian face 
Without lltjj smile, the sweetness, or the grace; 

The dark and sullen humour of the time 
judged every effort of the Muse a crime; 

Verse in the finest mould of fancy cast. 

Was lumber in an ngc so void of taste: • 

But when th# second C'harles assumed the way, 620* 

And aits revived beneath a softer day. 

Then like a bow long forced into a curve. 

The mind, released from too constrained a nerve, 

Klew to its first position with a spring 
'fhat made tlie vaulted roofs of }>lcnsurc ring. 

His court, the dissolute and hateful school 
Of wantonness, where vice was taught by nile, • 

Swarmed with .. .,.ribbling herd as deep inlaid 
With brutal lust as ever Circe made. 

From these a long succession in the rage 630 

Of rank obscenity debauched their age, 

^or ceased, till ever anxious to redress 
The abuses of her sacrctl charge, the press, 

The Muse instructed a well-nuitured train 
Of abler votaries to cleanse the stain, 

And claim the palm for purity of song, • 

That lewdness had usu^icd and worn so long. 

Then decent pleasantry and sterling .sense, 

That neither gave nor would endure offence. 

Whipped out of sight, with .satire ju.st and keen, O40 

The puppy pack ^hat had defiled the .scene. 

In front of these came Addi.son. In him 
Humour, in holiday and sightly trim. 

Sublimity and Attic taste combined, 

To polish, furnish, and delight the mind. 

Then Po})e, as harmony itself exact, • 

In verse well-disciplined, complete, compact. 

Gave virtue and morality a grace 

That, quite eclipsing pleasure’s painted face. 

Levied a tax of wonder and appfause, ^ 650 

Even on the fools that trampled on their laws. 

But he (hfs musical fiiie.sse was such. 

So nice his ear, so delicate bis touch) 1 
Made poetry a mere mechanic art, 

And every warbler has his tune 1 ^ heart. 

Nature imparting her satiric gift. 

Her serious mirth, to Arbuthnot and Swift, , 

With droll sAirfety they raised a smile , 

At folly's cost, themselves unm^ed the while. 
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That constellation set, the world in vain 
Must hope to look upon their like again. 

A. Arc we then left —Not wholly in the dark: 
Wit now and then, struck smartly, shows a sp.uk, 
SufTicient to redeem the modern racet 
I rom total night and absolute disgrace. 

While servile trick and imitative knack 
Confine the million in the beaten track. 

Perhaps some courser wdio di-^dains the road 
SnufTs uj) the wind and llings himself abroad. 

C'onteaiporaries all surj)assed, .see one, 

Short his career, ii.decd, but ably nui. 

ChiircWill, himself unconschius of his jiowcrs, 

In ]>eiuiry consumed his idle hours, 

And, like a scattered seed at random sown, 

Was left to spring by vigour of his own. 

I.iftcd at length, by dignity of thought 
And dint of genius, to an ailluent lot, 
lie laid his head in luxury’s soft lap. 

And took too often there his easy naji. 

If brighter beams th.in all he threw not forth, 

’Tw.as negligence in him, not want of w'orth. 

.Surly and slovenly, and bold and coarse, 

Too jwoml for art, and trusting in mere force, 
Spendthrift alike of money .and of wit, 

Alwtiys at speed, and never drawing bit. 

He .struck the lyre in such a careless mood, 

An<l .so <lisd.rined the rule.s he understood, 

'I'lic laurel settmea' to wait on his command, 

He snnldied it rudely from the Mases’ hand. 

Na^gt't, exerting an unwearied powei^ 

I’orms, opens, and gives scent to every flower, 
Spreads the fresh vcnlurc of the field, and leads 
TheHtancing Naiads through the dewy mckds ; 

.She fills profuse teu thousand little throats 
With muTiic, modulating all their notes, 

And ch.arms the woodland scenes and wilds unknown 
With artless aii-s .and conceits of her own; 

Ihil scltlom (as if fcatrful of expcn.se) 

\'ouchsafcs to man a poet’s just pretence. 

I'erveucy, freedom, fluency of thought. 

Harmony, strength, words exquisitely sought, 

]''ancy th^t from the bow tftat spans the sky 
lirings colour*, dipt in heaven that nevei die, 

A ioul exalted abox'c earth, a mind 

Skilled in the characters that form mankind,— 

And as the sun, in rising beauty dressed. 

Looks to the westward from the dappled east, 

An<l marks, wlialever clouds may interpose, 

Lre yet his^race begins, «ts glorious close, 

An eye like his to,catch the distant goal, ‘ 

Or ere the wheels of verse ticgin to roll. 
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Like his to shed illuminating rays ' 

On every scene and subject it surveys,— 

Thus graced, the man asserts a poet’s name. 

And the world cheerfully admits the claim. 

Pity Religion has so s^-ldom found 
A skilful guide into poetic ground ! 

* The flowers would spring where’er she deigned to stray, 

And every muse alleud her in her way. 

Virtue indcAl meets many a rhyming friend, 720 

And many a compliment ])olitely penned, 

Hut unatlired in that becoming vest 
Religion w'caves for her, and half undressed, 

.Stands in thc^desert shivcrinljj and forlorn, 

A winliT figure, like a%vithered thorn. 

'I’hc shelves are full, all other themes arc sped, 

Hackneyed and worn to the last flimsy thread; 

.Satire has long since (h»ne his best, and curst 
And loathsome Ribaldry has done his worst; 

J''ancy h.as sported all her powers away 730 

In tales, in trifles, and in children's iday;^ 

And 'ti^ the sad c'-mplaint, and almost true, 

Whate’er we write, we bring forth nothing new. 

'Twere new intleed to sec a bard all fire. 

Touched with a coal from heaven, assume the lyre, 

And tell the world, still kindling as he sung, 

With more than mortal music on his tongue. 

That He who died below, and reigns above. 

Inspires the song, and that his name is Love. 

I’or, after all, if merely to beguile * 740 

By flowing numbers antka flowery style 
I'he taedium that thOlazy rich endure. 

Which now and then sweet poetry may cure,— 

Or if to sec the name of idol self 

Stamped on the \«ell-br>und quarto, grace the shelf, 

To float a bubble on the breath of fame,— 

Prompt his endeavour and engage his aim. 

Debased to servile jnirposes of pride, 

How are the powers of genius misapplied ! 

The gift whose office is the Giver’s praise, 7'o 

To trace Him in Ills word. His works, His ways, 

Then spread the rich discovery, and invite 
Mankind to .share in the divine delight, 

Distorted from its use and just de%ign. 

To make the pitiful possessor shine. 

To purchaae at the fool-frequented fair 
Of Vanity, a wreath for self to wear, , 

,^s profanation of the basest kind, 

Proof of a trifling and a worthless mind. 

A. Hail Sternhold then, and Hopkins hail I B. Amen. 
If flatter)', folly, lust employ the pep, 7C1 

If acrimony, gander and abuse, ^ 

Give it a* charge to blacken and iradnee; 
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Though Butler’s wit, Pope’s numbers, Prior’s ease. 
With all that fancy can invent to please. 

Adorn the polished jieriods as they fall. 

One madrigal of theirs is worth them all. 

A. ’Twoiild thin the ranks of the ;)oetic tribe, 

Vo dash the pen through all that you proscribe. 

/y. No matter;—we could shift when they were not 
And should, no doubt, if they were all forgot. 


THE PROGRESS OF ERROR. 

Si quid loquar audiendum.—Hon. lib. iv. od. a. 

SiNO, Mii.se (if such a theme, so dark, so long, 

May find a Muse to grace it with a song). 

By what unseen and unsuspected arts 

I'hc serpent Error twines round human hearts; 

Tell where she lurks, beneath what flowery shades 
Tlmt not nglimpso’of genuine light ])ervadcs. 

The poisrinuus, lilack, insinuating worm 
.Successfully conceals her lu.athsomc form. 

Take, if ye can, ye careless and supine, 

Counsel and caution from a voice like mine! 

'I'ruths that the theorist could never reach. 

And observation taught me, T would tench. 

Not all, whose olo(.|ucnce the fancy fills. 

Musical as^the chime of tinkling rills, 

Weak to .perfoniv though mighty to pretend, 

Can tra^ her mazy wiiulings to thei? end, 

Dh»cei|V the fraud beneath the specious ifirc, 

Prevent the danger, or prescribe the cure. 

The clear hcaranguc, and cold as it is clear, 

Falls soporific on the listless car; * 

Like quicksilver, the rhetoric they display 
Shines a»‘it runs, but, grasped at, slips away. 

Placed for his trial on this bustling .stage, 

From thoughtless youth to ruminating age. 

Free in his will to choose or to’ refiise, 

Man may improve the crisis, or abuse; 

Else, on the fatalist's unrighteous plan, 

Say, to what bar amenable were man? 

With^noiv^ht in chaise, heVoiild betray no trust. 
And, if he fell, would fall because he must; 

If fove reward him, or if vengeance strike, 

His recompense in bo^ unjust alike. 

Divine authority within his breast 
Brings every thought, word, action, to the test; 
Warns him or pi-onipts approves him or restrains, 
As Reason,, or as Passioti, takes the reins. 

Heaven from above, and Conscience from witllin, . 
Cry in his startled ear ” Al^tain from sin! ” 
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The world around solicits his desire, 

And kindles in his soul a treacherous fire; 40 

Whiles all his purposes and steps to guard, 

Peace follows Virtue as its sure reward, 

And Pleasure brings ashurely in her train 
' Remorse and Sorrow and vindictive Pain. 

Man, thus endued with an elective voice. 

Must be supplied with objects of his choice; 

Where'er he turns, enjoyment and delight, 

Or present or in prospect, meet his sight: 

These open on the snot their honeyed store; 

Those call him loudly to pi\fsuit of more. * 50 

His unexhausted mine,, the sordid vice 
Avarica shows, and virtue is the price. 

Here various motives his ambition raise— 

Power, Pomp, and Splendour, and the thirst of praise 
There Beauty woos him with expanded arms; 

£v*n Bacchanalian madness has its charms. 

Nor these alone, whose pleasures less refined 
Might well alarm the most unguarded miAd, 

Seek to supplant *ils inexperienced youth, 

Or lead him devious from the path of truth; 60 

Hourly allurements on his passions press, 

Safe in themselves, but dangerous in the excess. 

* Hark! how it floats upon the dewy air 1 
Oh what a dying, dying close was there! 

*Tis harmony from yon sequestered bow'cr. 

Sweet harmony, that soothes the midnight hour! 

L^ng ere the charioteer of day had run > 

His morning course,.^th^ enchantment w.is licgun; 

And he shall gild y^ mountain’s height again, 

Kre yet the pleasing toil becomes a pain. yo 

Is this the nigged path, the steep ascent ,, 

That Virtue point! to? Can a life thus spent 
Lead to the bliss she promises the wise, 

Detach the soul from earth, and speed her to the sk^E;s? 

Ye devotees to your adored employ. 

Enthusiasts, drunk with an unreal-joy. 

Love makes the music of the ulest aboV3, 

Heaven’s harmony is universal love; 

And earthly sounds, though sweet and well combined, 

And lenient as soil opiates to the mind, 80 

Leave vice and folly un.subducd bSiiiid. , 

Grey da\ra appears; the sportsman and his train 
Reekie the* bosom of the distant plain; 

’Xis he, the Nimrod of the ncighbourir.g lairs,— 

Save Uiat his scent is less acute than theirs, 

For persevering chase, and headlong leaps. 

True beagle as the staunchest hound he keeps. 

Charged with the folly of his life’s mad scene, 

He takes offeilte, and wonders what you mean; 

The joy, the danger, and the toil 6’erpays— 

r 


90 



66 


TPE PROGRESS OF ERROR. 


'Tis exercise, and health, and length of days. 

Again impetuous to the field he flics; 

Leaps every fence but one, there falls and dies; 

Like a slain deer, the tumbrel brings him home, 

(Unmissed but by his dogs and by hft groom. 

Ye clergy, while your orbit is your place, 

Lights of the world, and stars of human race; 

But if eccentric ye forsake your sphere, 

Prwligies ominous, and viewed with fear; 

The comet’s 1 >aneful influence is a dream; lOO 

Yours real and pernicious in the extreme. 

What then!—are appetites and lusts haiil down 
With the same case the man puts on^his gown? 

Will Avarice and Concupiscence give place. 

Charmed by the sounds—“ Your reverence,” or “ Your grace?” 
No. But his own engagement hinds him fast; 

Or, if it does not, brands him to the last 
What atheists call him—a designing knave, 

A mere church juggler, hypocrite, and shave. 

Oh laugh, or mouvn with me, the rueful jest, 1 lo 

A cassocked huntsman, and a fiddling priest I 
lie from Italian songsters takes his cue; 

Set Paul to music, he shall quote him too. 
lie takes the field, the master of the pack 
Cries—“ W’ell done, saint I ” and claps him on the back. 

Is this the ]}.ath of s.anctity? Is this 
To stand a y/&y*mark in the road to bliss? 

Himself a,Avanderer from the narrow way. 

His sillw^hecp, What wonder if thev stray? , 

Go, c^ your orders at your bishop* f^t, 120 

SeucUf^r dishonoured gown to Monmouth Street; ' 

The sacred function in your hands is made— 

Sad sacril^ !—^no function, but a trade I 
uicciduus is a pastor of renown ; ** 

When he has prayed and preached the sabbath down. 

With and catgut he concludes the day, 

Quavering and semiquavering care away. 

The full concerto swells upon your car; 

All elbows shake. dLook in, hnd you would swear 

The Babylonian tyrant with a nod 130 

Had summoned then to serve his golden god; 

So well that thought the |mploymcnt seems to suit, 
Psaltery«and sackbut, dulcimer and flute. 

Oh fie! ’Tis evangelical and pure: 

ODserve each face, how sober and demure { 

Ecstasy sets her stamp on every mien ; 

Chins fallen, and not an eye-ball to be seat. 

Still I insist, though music heretofore 

Has charmed me much, (not even Occiduus more,) 

Love, joy, and peace make harmony more meet 140 

For Sabbath evening ax^ perhaps as sweet.^ 

Will not the sickliest sneep of every flock 
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Resort to this example as a rock ; 

There stand and justify the foul abuse 
Of Sabbath hours, with plausible excuse? 

If apostolic gravity be free 

To play the fool on Sundays, why not we? 

• If he the tinkling har|)sichord regards 
As inoffensive, what offence in cards ? 

Strike up th^ fiddles ! let us all be gay! 150 

Laymen have leave to dance, if parsons play, 

C) Italy ! thy Sabbaths will be soon 
Our Sabbaths, closed with mummery and buffooiL 
I’reaching and pranks will share the motley scene, 

Ours parcelldl out, as ^ine nave ever licen, 

Ood’s Miorship and the mountebank between. 

What says the prophet ? Let that day be blest 
W'iih holiness and consecratcfl rest. 

I'astime and business both it should exclude, 

AikI bar the door the moment they intrude ; 160 

Nobly distinguished above all the six 

lly deeds in which the world must never mix. * 

Hear him again. He calls it a delight, 

A day of luxury, observed aright. 

When the glad soul is made heaven's welcome guest, 

Sits banqueting, and God provides the feast. 

Ifut triflers are engaged and cannot come; 

Their answer to the call is— Not at home. 

Oh the dear pleasures of the velvet plain ! ’ 

The painted tablets, dealt and dealt again ! 170 

Cjirds with what rapture and the polished tiie, 

The yawning chasm^f indolence supply ! 

Then to the dance, and make the sober moon 
Witness of joys that shun the sight of noon. 

Blame, cynic, if you can, quadrille or ball. 

The snug close pafty, or the s]>lcndid hall, 

Where Night, down-stooping from her ebon throne, 

Views constellations brighter than her own. • 

'Tis innocent and harmless, and refined, 

The balm of care, elysium of l^e<mind. 180 

Innocent! Oh, if venerable Time • 

Slain at the foot of Pleasure be no crime, 

Then, with his silver beard and magic wand. 

Let Comus rise Archbishop of the land; 

Let him your rubric and vour feans prescribe, 

Grand Metropolitan of all the tribe. 

Of manners rough, and coarse athletic cast, 

The rank debauch suits Clodio’s filthy teste. 

Rufillus, exquisitely formed by rule^ 

Not of the moral rat the dancing school, 190 

W'^onders at Clodio’s foUies, in a tone 
As tragical as others at his own. • ' 

He cannqt driAc five bottles, bilk the scora^ 

Then kill a constaUe^ and drink five more; 
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But he can draw a pattern, make a tart, 

And has the Ladies’ £ti(|uette t>y heart. 

Go, fool; and, arm in arm with Clodio, plead 
Your cause before a bar you little dread ; 

^lut know, the law that bids the drunkard die 
Is far too just to pass the trifler by. 200i 

Both baby-featured and of infant si7e, 

Viewetl from a distance, and with heedless eyes, 

Folly and Innocence are so alike, 

The difference, though essential, fails to strike. 

Yet FoAy ever has a vacant stare, 

A simpering couiftenancc, and ^ trifling air ; 

But Innocence, sedate, serene, erect,^ 

Delight.s us by engaging our resjicct. 

Man, Nature’s guest by invitation sweet, 

Receives from her both appetite and treat; !io 

But, if he play the glutton and exceed. 

If is l>enefactress blushes at the deed. 

For Nature, nice, as liberal to dispense. 

Made notKing bat<'a brute the slave of sense. 

Daniel ate pulse by choice—example rare ! 

Heaven blessed the youth, and made him fresh and fair. 
Gorgonius sits abdominous and wan. 

Like a fat squab upon a Chinese tan ; 

He snuffs far off the anticipated joy, ’ 

Turtle and venison all his thoughts employ ; 220 

Prc[ures foj^eals as jockeys take a sweat, 

Gh naust^s !—an emetic for a whet 1 
VVill Pn^idcncet)’erlook the wasted good? 

Temp^nce were no virtue if He coulc^ 

Thfl^dcasures, therefore, or what such we call, 

Are hurtful, is a truth confessed by all; 

And some, that seem to threaten virtue less, 

StilT hurtful in the abuse, or by the cxce.s^ 

Is man then only for his torment placed 
The cefflre of delights he may not taste ? 230 

Like fabled Tanuuus, condemncrl to hear 
I'he precious stream still purling in his car, 

Lip-aeep in what h9 longs foif and yet curst 
With prohibition, and perpetual thirst ? 

No, wrangler,—-^stitute of shame and sense, 

I'he precept that enjoins Mm abstinence , 

rorh^1s«>iim none but the licentious joy, 

Vyhose fruit, though fair, tempts only to destroy. 

Remorse, the fatal egg by Pleasure laid * 

In every bosom wheft her nest is made, 2^0 

Hatched by the beams of truth, denies him rest, 

A.nd proves a raging scorpion in his breast. 

Mo pleasure? Are domestic comforts dead? 

A^re all the nameless sweets of friemi^ip fled ? 

HUe time worn out, or fashion put to shame i 

3 ood sense, good health, ^ood conscience, and good fame? 
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AU tliese belong to Virtue, and all prove 
That virtue has a title to your.love. 

Have you no touch of pity, that the poor 

Stand .starved at your inhospitable door? 250 

Or if yoiii-self, too scantily su]}plied, 

*Need help, let honest iiufustry provide. 

Karn, if you want; if you abound, impart; 

These both »re pleasures to the feeling heart. 

No pleasure ? Has .some .sickly Ea.stcrn waste 
Sent us a wind to parch us at a blast? 

Can Tlritish paradise no scenes afford ^ 

To please her sated and indyTerent lord? 

Are sweet phflosophy’s•enjoyments run 

Quite ti/thc lees? And ha.s religion none? 2(10 

Brutes ca])able would tell you ’tis a lie, 

And judge you from the kennel and the sty. 

Delights like these, ye sensual and profane, 

Ye are bid, begged, besought to entertain; 

Called to these ci7stal .streams, do ye turn off , 

Obscene, to swill .and swallow at a trough*^ 

Envy the beast then, on whom IIc.aven liestows 
Your pleasurc.s, with no curses in the close! 

Pleasure, admitted iii undue degree, 

Grfislaves the will, nor leaves the judgment free. 270 

’Tis not alone the grape’s enticing juice 
Unnerves the moral powers, and mars their use ; 

Ambition, avarice, and the lust of fame, ^ 

And woman, lovely woman, does the same. 

The heart, surrendered the ruling power* 

Of some ungovernedipassion every hour, 

Finds, by degrees, the truths that once bore sway. 

And all their deep impressions wear away. 

So coin grows smgoth, in traffic current passed 
Till Caesar’s image is effaced at last. 280 

The breach, though small at first, soon opening \^de, 

In rushes folly with a full-moon tide: 

Then welcome errors, of whatever size, 

To justify it by a thousand lief. 

As creeping i^ clinm to wood or stonef 
And hides the ruin that it feeds upon. 

So sophistry cleaves close to and protects 
Sip’s rotten trunk, concealing its defects. 

Mortals whose pleasures are their only care, 

First wish So be imposed on, and then are; 490 

And lest the fulsome artifice should faiL 
Themselves will hide its coarseness with a veil. 

*Not more industrious are the just and true 
To pve to virtue what is virtue's due. 

The praise of wisdom, comeliness and worth. 

And call her g^arms to public node# forth. 

Than vice’s m'^n and disingenuoiis race ■* 

To j^ide the shocking features of her face: 
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Her form with dress and lotion they repair. 

Then kiss their idol, and pronounce her fair. 300 

The sacred implement I now employ 
Might prove a mischief, or at best a toy, 
rA trifle if it move but to amuse, 

But if to wrong the judgment and abuse, 

Worse than a poniard in the basest hand. 

It stabs at once the morals of a land. 

Ye writers of what none with safety reads*. 

Footing it in the dance that fancy leads, 

Ye no^lists, who mar what ye woultl mend. 

Sniveling and drivelling folly witlmut end, 310 

Whose corresponding misses fdl the ream 
With sentimental frippery and dream, 

Caught in a delicate soft silken net 
By some lewd earl or rakediell baronet; 

Ye pimps, who, under Virtue’s fair pretence. 

Steal to the closet of young Innocence, 

And tcach^her, inexperienced yet and green. 

To scribble as yoit'scribbled at fifteen; 

Who, kindling a combustion of desire. 

With some cidd moral think to ciucnch the fire; 320 

Though all your engineering proves in vain. 

The dribbling stre.ain ne’er [nits it out again; , 

Oh that a verse had power, and could command 
Far, far away tlie&c liesli-flic.s of the land ! 

Who fasteny^thout mercy on the fair. 

And sucl^nd leave a craving maggot there. 
Howe’e^isguisdd the inflammatoi^ tale, 

And c^ered with a fine-spun specious veil, 

SuchArfiters and such readers owe the gust 
And relish of their pleasure all to lust. 330 

l^it the Muse, eagle-pinioned, has in vjpw 
A cpiarry more important still than you; 

Down, down the wind she swims and sails away. 

Now stSops upon it, and now grasps the prey. ” 

Petronius! all the Mases weqi for thee, 

But every tear shall scald thy yiemory. 

The Ciraccs too, whfie Virtue at their shrine 
Lay bleeding under that soft hand of thine. 

Felt eadi a mortal stab in her own breast, 

Abhorred the sacrifice, and cursed the priest: 34b 

Thoir-poiished and high-finished foe to truth, 

Gfey-beard cormpter of our listening youth, 

To purge and skim away the filth of vice. 

That so refined it mi^ht the more entice, 

Then pour it on the morals of thy son 
To taint Ais heart,^ was worthy of tking mvn. 

Now while the poison all high life pervades. 

Write if thou canst one letter from the shades^ 

One, and one only, charged vith deep regret. 

That thy worst part, thy principles, live yet; ^ 350 
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One sad epistle thence may cure mankind 
Of the plague spread by bundles left behind. 

’Tis granted, and no plainer truth appears, 

Our most important are our earliest years. 

The mind impressible and soft, with case 
Imbibes and copies what she hears and sees. 

And through life’s labyrinth holds fast the clue 
That education gives her, false or true. 

Plants ralved with tenderness are seldom strong. 
Man’s coltish disposition asks the thong, 

And without discipline the favourite cliild, 
l.ikc a neglected forester, j^ins wild. • 

But we, as if good qiuilities would grow 
Spontaneous, take but little pains to sow; 

We give some Latin, and a sinatch of (Ireek, 
Teach liim to fence and fimire twice a week, 

An<l having done, we think, the best we can, 
I’raisc his uroficiency and dub him ntan. 

From senool to Cam or Isis, and thence home, 
And thence with all convenient speed t<k,Kome,* 
With reverend tutor clad in habit lay. 

To tease for cash, and quarrel with all day; 

With mcmorandum«booK for every town, 

^ And every post, and where the chaise broke down 
II is stock a few French phrases got by heart. 
With much to learn but nothing to impart. 

The youth, obedient to his sire^ commands,1 
Sets off a wanderer into foreign lands: 

•Surprised at all they meet, the gosling 
With awkward gmt, Jfretched neck, am 
Discover huge cathedrals built W'ith stone, < 

And steeples towering high much like our own, 
But show peculiar light by many a grin 
At Popish practices observed withia 

Ere long, some bowing, smirking, smart Abbe 
Remarks two loiterers that have lost their way, i 
And being always primed with polikfse 
For men of their apj^earance anud address. 

With much compassion unaertakes the task. 

To tell them more than they have wit to ask ; 
Points to inscriptions wheresoe’er they tread, 

Such as when legible were neva read. 

But being conked now, and lulf worn out, 

Craze aq,tiquarian brains with endless doubt; 

Some headless hero or some Caesar shows, 
Defective only in his Roman nose; • 

Exhibits elevations, drawings, plans, 

Models of Herpulanean pots and pans, 

And sells them medals, which, if neither rare 
Nor ancient, will be so, preserved with care. 

Strange Ihe recital I from whatever cause 
His great improvement and ndW lights he draws, 
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The squire once bashful is shamefaced no more, 

Dut teems with powers he never felt before: 

Whether increased momentum, and the force 
With which from clime to clime he sped his course. 

As axles sometimes kindle as they go, 

Uhafefl him and brought dull nature to a glow; 

Or whether clearer skies and softer air, 

That make Italian flowers so sweet and fair, 410 

Freshening his lazy spirits as he ran, 

Unfolded genially and spread the man; 

Kctumiifg, he proclaims by many a grace, 
liy shrugs and strange contortioq,s of his face, 

' flow fiuich a dunce that has been sent to roam* 

Excels a dunce that has been kept at luime. 

Accomplishments have taken virtue’s place. 

And wisdom falls before exterior grace; 

We slight the precious kernel of the stone. 

And toil to polish its rough coat alone. 420 

A just deportment, manners graced with ea.se. 

Elegant phifase, an«l figure formed to please. 

Arc qualities that seem to comprehend 
Whatever parents, guardians, schools intend, 
licnee an unfurnished and a listless mind. 

Though busy, trifling; empty, though refined; 

Hence all that interferes, and dares to clasli 
With indolence and luxury, is trash; 

While leamimf, once the man’s exclusive pride. 

Seems vergji;^fast towards the feivalc side. 430 

Learning itself, ecceived into a mind 
By natm/weak, or viciously inclinea, ^ 

Serves^t to lead philosophers astray 

\Vhere children would with ease discern the way. 

And of all arts sagacious dupes invent 
To cficat themselves and gain the w'orld’s alsent. 

The worst is—Scripture warped from its intent. 

The carriage bowls along, and all are plcase<l 
If Tom be sober, and the wheels well greased; 

But if the rogue have gone a cud too far, 440 

Left out his finch-pin or forgot nis tar. 

It suflfers interruption and delay. 

And meets with hindrance in the smoothest way. 

When some hypothesis absiyd and. vain 
Has filjpd with all its fumes a critic’s brain. 

The text that sorts not with his darling whim, , 

Thifhgh plain to others, is oliscute to him. 

The Will made subjec9>to a lawless force, 

All is irregular and out of course^ 

And Judgment drunk, and bribed to lose his way, 450 
W’inks hard, and talks of darkness at noon-day. 

A critic on the sacred book should be 
Candid and leamec^ dispassionate and free; 

Free from tlie wayward Wsliigots feel, 
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From fancy’s influence, and inlemperatc zeal, 

But above all (or let the wretch refrain, 

Nor touch the page he cannot but profane) 

Free from the domineering power of lust; 

A lewd interpreter is never just. 

How shall I speak thee, or thy power address. 
Thou god of our idolatry, the Press ? 

By thee, rcKgion, liberty, and laws 

Exert their influence, and advance their cause ; 

By thee, worse plagues than Pharaoh’s land befell. 
Diffused, make earth the vestibule of hell: 

Thou fountain, at which dripk the good add wise. 
Thou cver-btbbling s|:|fing of endless lies. 

Like I'>Icn’s dread jirobationary tree. 

Knowledge of good and evil is from thee. 

No wild enthusiast ever yet could rest, 

Till half mankind were like himself possessed. 
Philosophers, who darken and put out 
Eternal truth by everlasting doubt. 

Church quacks, with jxLssions under no cammand. 
Who fdl the wo.ld with doctrines contraband. 
Discoverers of they know not what, confincfl 
Within no bounds, the blind that lead the blind, 

£ o streams of popular opinion drawn, 
eposit in those shallows all their spawn. 

The wriggling fiy soon fill the creeks around. 
Poisoning the waters where their swarms abodbd ; 
Scorned by the nobler tenants of the flood, 

Minnows and gudgeonagoiige the unwholesome fobd 
The propagated mj^iaos spread so fast, V 

Even Leuwenhoek nimself would .stand aghast. 
Employed to calculate the enormous sum, 

And own his crab-computing powers o’crcomc. 

Is this hyperbole^ The world well known, 

Your sober thoughts will hardly find it one. 

Fresh confidence the speculatist takes 
From every hare-brained proselyte he makes. 

And therefore prints :—him^lf but half deceived, 
Till others have the soothing tale believed. 

Hence comment after comment, spun as fine 
As bloated spiders draw the flimsy line; 

Hence the same word that bids yur lusts obey. 

Is misapplied to sanctify their sway. 

If stubboyi Greek refuse to be his friend, 

Hebrew or Syriac shall be forced to bend ; 

'If languages and copies all cry “No 
Somebody proved it centuries ago. 

Like trout pursued, the critic in despair 
Darts to the mud and finds hi.c safety there. 

Women, whom aistom has forbid to fly 

The scbolar’f pitch (the scholar Jjest knows why). 

With all the simple and unlettered poor, 
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Admire his learning, and almost adore. 

Whoever errs, the priest can ne’er be wrong, 

With such fine words familiar to his tongue. 

Ye ladies! (for, indifferent in your cause, 5 *^ 

should deserve to forfeit all applause,) 

Whatever shocks, or ^ves the least offence 

Tj virtue, delicacy, truth, or sense 

(Try the criterion, 'tis a faithful guide), • 

Nor has, nor can have, Scripture on its side. 

None but an author knows an author’s cares. 

Or fancy’s fondness for the child she bears. 

Committed once Ihto the public; arms. 

The flaby seems to smile with added«charms: * 

Like something precious ventured far from shore, • 520 

*Tis valued for the danger’s sake the more. 

He views it with complacency supreme, 

Solicits kind attention to his dream, 

And daily, more enamoured of the cheat, 

Kneels, and asks Heaven to bless the dear deceit. 

So one, wKose stofy serves at least to show 
Men loved their own productions long ago^ 

Wooed an unfeeling statue for his wife, 

Nor rested till the gods had given it life. 

If some mere drivtdler suck the sugared fib, 5£0 

One that still needs his leading-string and bib, 

And praise his genius, he is soon repaid 
In praise appffed to the same part, nis head : 

For ’tis a lAe that holds for ever true, 

Grant me^isceniAent, and 1 grant if you. 

Pati^ of contradiction as a child, «• 

Affabl^ Stumble, diffident, and mild, 

Such was Sir Isaac, and such Doyle and Locke; 

Yoii£ blunderer is as sturdy as a rock : ^ 

The creature is so sure to kick and bite^ 540 

A muleteer’s the man to set him right. 

First apftetite enlists him truth’s sworn foe. 

Then ol>stinate self-will confirms him so. 

Tell him he wanders, that hts emror leads 
To fatal ills, that tholigh the path he treads 
Be flowery, and he see no cause of fear. 

Death and the pains of hell attend him there; 

In vain : the slave of arrogance and pride. 

He huf n« hearing on the prudent side. 

Hi| still refuted quirks he still repeats, 55® 

New raised objections with new ouibbles meets, 

Till sinking in the quicksand he oefends^ 

He dies disputing, and the contest mds; 

But not the mischiefs; they, still left behind, 

Lake thistle-seeds are sown by every wind. 

Thus men go wrong nfith an ingenious skill,. 

Bend the straight rule to thfir own crooked win, 

And with a clear and shining lamp supplied. 
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First put it out, then take it for a guide. 

Halting on crutches of unequal size, 560 

One leg by truth supported, one by lies. 

They sidle to the goal with awkward pace. 

Secure of nothing, but to lose the race. * 

Faults in the life breed errors in the brain. 

And these, reciprocally, those again. 

The inin<l and conduct mutually imprint 
And stamp their image in each other’s mint; 

Each sire and dam of an infernal race 
Begetting and conceiving all that’s base. 

None sends his arrow to Jhe mark in view, 570 

Whose han(^is feeble,«or his aim untrue ; * 

For though ere yet the shad is qii the wing, 

Or when it first forsakes the elastic string. 

It err but little from the intended line. 

It falls at last far wide of his design ; 

So he who seeks a mansion in tlie sky 
Must watch his purpose with a steadfast eye; 

That prize belongs to none but the silicon, * 

The least obliq; >t/ is fatal here. 

With caution taste the sweet Circscan cup : 580 

He that sips often, at last drinks it up. 

^abits arc soon as.sumed, but when we strive 
To strip them off, ’tis being flayed alive. 

Called to the temple of impure delight. 

He that abstains, and he alone, does right. ^ 

If a wish wander that way, call it home, 
ile cannot long li£ safa whose wishes rosm. 

But if you pass th^ th^hold, you are caught 
Die then, if power Almighty save you not 1 
There hardening by degrees, till double steeled, 590 

Take leave of nature’s God, and God revealed; 

Then laugh at afl you trembled at before, 

And joining the freethinkers* brutal roar. 

Swallow the two grand nostrums they dispense, 

That Scripture lies, and blasphemy is sense; 

If clemency revolt^ by ab|)^ - 
Be damnable, then damned without excuse. 

Some dream that they can silence when they will 
The storm of passion, and say, still; ” 

But ** TAus far and no farther ^*addressed 600 

To the wild wave, or wilder human breast. 

Implies authority that never can. 

That never ought, to be the lot of man. 

But, Muse, forbear! long fl^hts forebode a fall, 

Strike on the deep-toned chora the sum of all. 

Hear the just law, the judgment of the skies: 

He that hates truth shall the dupe of lies; 

And he that wUl be cheated to the^last. 

Delusions 8tA>Dg as hell, shall bind him fast. 

But if the wanderer his mistake discern, 
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Judge his own ways, and sigh for a return, 
Bewildered once, must he TCwail his loss 
For ever and for ever? No—the Cross ! 

There and there only (though the deist rave, 
^nd atheist, if earth l^ar so base a slave), 
There, and there only, is the power to save ; 
There no delusive hope invites despair. 

No mockery meets you, no deception there: 
The spells and charms thiit blinded you before, 
All vanish there, and fascinate no more. 

I am no preacher; let this hint suffice, 

^The Cross once sedh is death to <^very vice: 
‘Else lie that hung there sufrerc<l all His pain. 
Bled, groaned and agonized, and died, in vain. 
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Pensantur tnitinft.--'Hoa. lib. ii. ep. L 

Man, on the dubious waves of error tossed. 

His ship half foundered, and his compass lost. 

Sees, far as human optics may command, 

A sleeping fog, and fancies it dry land : 

Spreads all In^anv:^ every sinew plies; 

Pants for it^^ms at it, enters it, and dies. 

Then fare^ll all s^-satisfving schemfs, 

His welh^uilt systems, philosophic dreamf, 

Deceitfm tiews of future bliss, farewell! 

He reads his sentence at the flames of Hell. 

Hafd lot of man ! to toil for the reward 
Of virtue, and yet lose it!—"Wherefore hard ? 

He that would win the race, must guide his horse 
Obedient Tb the customs of the course; 

Else, though unequalled to the goal he flies, 

A meaner than himself shall gauK<the prize. 

Grace leads the right Way,—if you choose the wrong. 
Take it and perish, but restrain your tongue; 

Charge not, with light sufficient, and left free. 

Your wilful suicide on God’^decree. 

Oh hrwtunlike the complex works of man, 
Hcayen’s easy, artless, unencumbered plan! 

No meretricious graces to b^ile, 

No clustering omamentl to clog the pile; 

From ostentation as from weakness free, 

Tt stands like the cserulean arch we see^ 

Majestic in its own simplicity. 

Inscribed above the portal} from afar 
Con^icuous as the brightness of a star. 

Legible cmly by the light they give, 
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Stand the souUquickening words— believe and Llf e. 

Too many, shocked at what should charm them most, 
Despise the plain direction and are lost 
Heaven on such terms I they cry with proud disdain, 
Incredible, impossible, and v|iin 1 — 

Rebel because ’tis easy to obey, 

And scorn, for its own sake, the gracious way. 

These are {he sober, in whose cooler brains 
Some thought of immortality remains; 

The rest too busy, or too gay, to wait 40 

On the sad theme, their everlasting state, 

^ort for a day and perish in a night, • 

Ine foam u|)on the waters^iot so light. 

Who judged the PiSarisee? What o<lious cause 
Exposed him to the vengeance of the laws? 

Had he seduced a virgin, wronged a friend. 

Or stabbed a man to serve some private end ? 

Was blasphemy his sin ? Or did he stray 
From the strict duties of the sacred day? 

Sit long and late at the carousing boards • 50 

(Such were the sins with which he charged his Lord.) 

No—the man’s morals were exact; what then? 

*Twas his ambition to be seen of men; 

^ 1 lis virtues were his pride I and that one vice 
Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price; 

He wore them as fine trappings for a show, 

A praying, synagogue-freciucnting beau. y 
The self-applauding bini, the peacock see,-^ 

• Mark what a sumptuous Pharisee is heU 
Meridian sunbeaigs tmpt liim to unfold 60 

His radiant glories, azure, green, and gold: 

He treads as if, some solemn music near, 

His measured step were governed by his car. 

And seems to ^y, “Ye meaner fowl, give place 
I am all splendour, dignity, and grace! ” 

Not so the pheasant on his charms presumes. 

Though he too has a glory in his plumes. 

He, Christian-like, retreat^ with modest mien 
To the close copse or far sequestered (green. 

And shines without desiring to be seen. 70 

The plea of works, as arrorant and vain. 

Heaven turns from with almorgence and disdain 
Not more affronted by avowed neglect 
Than b)(the mere dissembler’s feigned respect. 

W^t b all righteousness that men devise, 

W*hat, but a sordid barmin for the ifries? 

But Christ as soon would abdicate His own 
As stoop from heaven to sell the proud a throne 
His dwelling a recess in some rude rock, 

Book, beads, and maple dish his meagre stock, 

In shirt of Aair, and weeds of ^nvas dressed. 

Girt with a bell-rppe that the rope has bles^. 
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Adust With stripes told out for every crime. 

And sore tormented long liefore his time; 
liis prater preferred to saints that cannot aid, 

His praise^ ^stixmcd, and never to lie paid ; 

See the sage hermit by mankin/i admired, 

With all that bigotry adopts, inspired. 

Wearing out life in his religious whim. 

Till bis religious whimsy wears out him. , 

H is works, his abstinence, his zeal allowed. 

You think him humble—God accounts him proud; 
High in ilemand, though lowly in pretence, 

Of all his conduct ihis the genuine sense— 

••My poiitcntial stripes, my slreaifiing blood, , 
Have purchased heaven and prove my title gotid. 

Turn Eastward now, and fancy shall apply 
To your \t’cak sight her telescopic eye. 

The llramin kindles on his own bare head 
The sacred fire, sell-torturing his trade; 

IIi.s voluntary pains, severe and long, 

Would give a barba'‘Ous air to British song; 

No grand inquisitor could worse invent 
Than he contrives to suffer well content. 

Which is the saintlier worthy of the two? 

" Past all dispute, yon anchorite," say you. 

Your sentence and mine differ. What’s a name? 

, I say the Bramin has the fairer claim. 

If sufferings S^’pture nowhere recommends. 
Devised by sov to answer selfish ends, 

Give saintsk^, thci^all Europe must agree. 

Ten staryglng hermits suffer less than*ne. 

The is (if the truth may suit your lar. 

And prejudice have left a passage elear) 

Pride has attained its most luxuriant growth. 

And i^oisoned every virtue in them both. 

Pride may be pampered while the flesh grows lean. 
Humility (uay clothe an English dean; 

That grace was Cowper’s—his confessed by all— 
Though placed in golden DurhamJ^ second stall. 
Not ml the plenty of a Jiishop's b8ard. 

His palace, and nis lacqueys, and " my lord," 

More nourish pride, that condescending vice. 

Than abstinence, and b^vaiy, and lice: 

It thrives in misery, and abundant grows: 

In misei^ fSols upon themselves impose. 

Bu' why before us Protestants produce 
An Indian mystic or a French recluse? 

Their sin is plain; but what have we to fear. 
Reformed and well instructed? You shall hear. 

Yon ancient prude, whose withered features diow 
She might be young some (iorty years ago. 

Her elTOW'S pinion^ close upon her hips, 

Her head erect, her fan upon ^er lips, 
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Her eyebrows arched, her eyes Iwth gone astray 
To watch yon amorous couple in their play^ 

With bony and unkerchiefed neck defies 
The rude inclemency of wintry skies, 

And sails with lappet-head and mincing airs, 

• Duly at clink of bell, to morning prayers. 149 

To thrift and parsimony much inclinra. 

She yet allgws herself that boy behind; 

The shivering urchin, bending as he goes, 

With slipshod heels, and dew-drop at his nos^ 

His predecessor’s coat advanced to wear, 

Which future pages are yet doomed to share. 

Carries her ^iulc tucked befieath his arm, 

And h|(les his hands td keep his fingers warm. 

She, half an angel in her own account. 

Doubts not hereafter with the saints to mount, 150 

Though not a grace appears on strictest search. 

But that she fasts, and, itm.^ goes to church. 

Conscious of age, she recollects her youth, 

And tells, not always with an eve to trutl^ • 

Who spanned h^r waist, and who, where^r he came, 

Scrawled upon glass Miss Bridget’s lovely name, 

Who stole her slipper, filled it with Tokay, 

And drank the little bumper every day. 

T)f temper as envenomed as an asp. 

Censorious, and her every word a wasp; 160 < 

In faithful memory she records the crimes, 

Or real or fictitious, of the times; y 

{^ughs at the reputations she has tom, ^ 

And holds them danglifig at arm’s len^h in scorn. 

Sucli are the fruds of sanctimonious pride, , 

Of malice fed while flesh is mortified: 

Take, madam, the reward of all your prayers. 

Where hermits rthd where Bramins meet with theirs 
Your portion is with them,—nay, never frown, 

But, ii you please, some fathoms lower down, • 170 

Artist, attend!—your brushes and your paint— 

Produce them—take a diajn—nQw draw a Saint 
Oh sorrowful and sad I the nreaming t^ars 
Channel her cheeks,—a Niobe appears. 

Is this a saint? Throw tints and ml away 1 

• True piety is cheerful as the day. 

Will weep indeed, and heave a {ntying groan 
For others' woes, but smiles upon her own. 

What purpose has the King of Saints in view? 

, Why falls the Go^l like a gracious 4 ew? iBo 

• To call up plenty from the teeming earth, 

Or curse the desert with a tenfold dearth? 

Is it that Adam’s offspring may be saved 
From servile fear, or be the more <yislaved? 

To loose th^inks that galled mankiiMl bijfore, 

Or bind them faster on, and ad^still more? 
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The frtjebom Christian has no chains to prove* 

Or, if a chain, the golden one of love : 

No fear attends to riuench his glowing fires. 

What fear he feels his gratitude inspires. 190 

Shall he, for such deliverance freely wrought, 

* Recompense ill? He trembles at the thought. 

His Master’s interest and his own combined 
Prompt every movement of his heart and mind; 

Thought, word, and deed, his liberty evince. 

His freedom is the freedom of a prince. 

Man'll obligations infinite, of course 
His life should prpve that he perceives tlicir force; 

.1 His utmost he can render is bufsmall— , 

The principle and motive all in all. 200 

You nave two servants—^Tom, an arch sly rogue, 
l*'rom top to toe the Gcta now in vogue; 

Clcnteel in figure, easy in address, 

Moves without noise, and swift as an express, 

Reports a message with a pleasing grace, 

Expert in all the dyties of his place: 

Say, on what hin^e docs his obedience move? 

Has he a world of gratitude and love? 

No, not a spark—'tis all mere shaqier's play; 

He likes your house, your housemaid, and your pay; 210 

Reduce his wages, or get rid of her, 

Tom quits you, with “ Your most obedient, sir." 

The dinner served, Charles takes his usual stand. 

Watches yo^cye, anticipates command; 

Sighs if p^iaps y^iir apjietitc should fail; 

And if h^but suspects a frown, turnip pale; 

Consul^all day your interest and your chse. 

Richly rewarded if he can but please; 

And proud to make his firm attachment known, 

To save your life would nobly risk his own; 220 

Now, which stands highest in your serious thought ? 

“ Charles, without doubt," say you,—and so he ought; 

One act, that from a thankful heart proceeds. 

Excels ten thousand mercenary deeds. 

Thus Heaven approves as hone» and sincere. 

The work of generous love and filial fear; 

Put with averted eyes the omniscient Judge 
Scorns the base hireling and the slavish drudge. 

“ Where dwell these matfchless saints?" old Curio cries. 
Even ^ your side, sir, and before your eye^ 2 jo 

- The favoured few, the enthusiasts you despise. 

And pleased at heart because on holy ground 
Sometimes a canting hypocrite is foun^ 

Reproach a people with his single fall, 

And cast hU filthy raiment at them all. 

Attend!—ai\ apt similitude shall show 
Whence springs the conduct that offends yon s^ 

See where it smokes aloi^ the sounding plaint 
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Blown all aslant, a driving, dashing rain, 

Peal upon peal redoubling all around. 

Shakes it a^ain, and faster, to the ground; 

Now flashing wide, now glancing as in play. 

Swift beyond thought the lightnings dart away. 

Ere yet it came, the traveller urged his steed. 

And hurried, but with unsuccessful speed; 

Now drenched throughout, and hopeless of his case 
He drops the rein, and leaves him to his pace. 
Suppose, unlooked for in a scene so rude. 

Long hid by interposing hill or wood, 

Some mansion neat and elegantly dressed,* 

By some kind hospitatde heart possessed. 

Offer hkn warmth, security, and rest; 

I'hink with what pleasure, safe and at his ease. 

He hears the tempest howling in the trees; 

What glowing thanks his lips and heart employ. 
While danger jjast is turned to present joy. 

.So fares it with the sinner, when he feels 
A growing dread of vengeance at his heels. 

His conscience, Mke a glassy lake before. 

Lashed into foaming waves begins to roar ; 

The law grown clamorous, though silent long, 
Arraigns him—charges him with every wrong - 
Asserts the rights of his offended Loro, 

And death or restitution is the word : 

The last impossible, he fears the first, 

And, having well deserved, expects the worst. 

Then welcome refuge, ^id a peaceful home; 

Oh for a shelter frogi the wrath to come! 

Crush me, ye rocks; ye falling mountains, hide. 

Or bury me in ocean’s angry tide— 

The scrutiny of tiiose all-seeing eyes 
1 dare not—“And you need not,” God replies; 
“The remedy you want I freely mve : 

The book shall teach you ; readj lielieve, and live .' 
*Tis done—the raging storm is heard no more, 
Mercy receives him on her ^aceful shore : 

And Justice, guardian of the dread command. 

Drops the red vengeance from his willing hand. 

A soul redeemed demands a life of prai.se; 
iHence the complexion of his futiy% days. 

Hence a demeanour holy and itnspeckra. 

And the world’s hatred, as its sure effect. 

Some lead a life unblameable and just, 

^eir own dear virtue their unshaken ifust: 

•They never sin—or if {as all offend) 

Some trivial slips their daily walk attend, 

The poor are near at hand, the charge is small, 

A slight gratuity atones for all. • 

For thoitgh tUe Pope has lost his^interest here. 

And pardons are not sold as once they were. 
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No papist more desirous to compound 
Than some tjravc sinnei-s upon Knglisli ground. 

I’hat plea refuted, other (purks they seek— 

Mercy is infinite, and man is weak ; 

The future shall obliterate thie past. 

And Heaven no doubt shall be their home at la'.t. 

Come then—a still small whisper in your ear— 
lie has no hope who never had a fear; 

And he that never doubted of his state. 

He may perhaps—perhaps he may—too late. 

'i’he’palh to bliss abounds with many a snare ; 
learning is one,* and wit, however rare. 

The Frenchman fir>»t in literary fame, 

(“Mention him, if you please—Voltaire?”—The Srame,) 
With spirit, genius, ehuiucncc supplied. 

Lived long, wrote mucli, laughed heartily, and died: 
The .Scripture was his jest-book, whence he drew 
Ron mots to gall the Christian and the Jew ; 

An infidel in health, but what when sick ? 

Oh—then a textovould touch him at the tpiick: 

View him at Paris in his last career ; 

Surroumling throngs the demigod revere. 

Exalted on his pedestal of pride. 

And fumed with Irankincense on every side. 

He begs their flattery with his latest breath, 

And smothered in’t at last, is prai.sed to death. 

Yon cott.ager, wlio weaves at her own door. 

Pillow ai^bobbins all her little store ; 

(Jonten/Though 4nean, and cheerfiil if not gay, 

ShufHtng her threads al>out the livc-loi^ day, 
juht earns a scanty pitt.ancc, and at nignt 
l.ies down secuie, her heart and pocket light. 

She, for her bumble sphere by nature fit, 
l^’as little understanding, and no wit, * 

Keceive.s no praise; but though her lot be such 
(Toilsl/ine and iiuligent), she rendiTS nntch ■ 

Just knows, and knows no more, her Bible true— 

A truth the brilliant Frenchimj^i never knew ; 

And in that chartea reads with .sparkling eyes 
Her title to a treasure in the skies. 

O happy peasant ! O unhappy bard ! 

His the more tinsel, hers^the rich reward ; 

He ]craiseil perh.\p.s for ages yet to come. 

She never heard of half a mile from home: 

Tie lost in errors his vain heart prefers, 

She safe in the simplicity of hers. 

Not many wise, rich, noldc, or profound 
In science, win one inch »)f heavenly ground. 

.And is it not a inoitifying thought 

The poor should gaindt, and the rich should not ? 

No ;—the voluptuaries, who ne’er foniet t 
One pleasure lost, lose Heaven without regret; 
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Regret would rouse them, and give birth to prayer, • 
Prayer would add faith, and faith woi^ld fix them there. 

Not that the Former of us all in thi.s 
Or aught lie does, is governed by caprice; 

The supposition is rcjiletc with sin. 

And bears the brand of blasphemy burnt in. 

Not so—the silver trumpet’s heavenly call 
Sounds forjthe poor, but sounds alike for all: 

Kings arc invited, and would kings obey, 

No slaves on earth more welcome were tlian they ■ 

liut royalty, nobility, and state 

Are such a dead preponderating weight, , 

I'hat endles^bliss (how strifhge soe’er it seem), 

In couytcrpoisc, flics and kicks the beam. 

'Tis ojicn, and ye cannot enter—why ? 

“ Because ye will not,” Conyers would reply— 

And he says much that many may dispute 
And cavil at with ease, but none refute. 

Oh blessed effect of [K'liury and want. 

The seed sown there, how vigorous is ihy plant I 
No soil like po\f*ny for growth divine, * 

As leanest land Mipplies the richest wine. 

Karth gives too little, giving only bread, 

'J'o nourish pride or turn the weakest head : 

•To them the sounding jargon of the schools 
Seems what it is, a cap-aml-bells for fools : 

The light they walk by, kindled from above, 

Shows them the shortest way to life and love : 

They, strangers to the controversial field^ 

\Vhere deists always fcfletl, yet scorn to yiel<l, 

And never checkea by what im]jcdeB the wise, 

Believe, rush forward, anri [losscss the prize. 

Envy, ye great, the dull unlettered small : 

Ye have much cause for envy—but not all. 

We boast some ricli ones whom the Gospel sways. 

And one who wears a coronet and prays ; 
l.ike gleanings of an olive-tree they show, 

Here and there one upon^e topmost bough. 

How readily upon the uJfeipel plan , 

That question has its answer—What is man ? 

Sinful and weak, in every sense a wretch ; 

An instrument whose chords, upon the stretch. 

And strained to the la.st screw tRat he can bear. 

Yield only discord in his Maker’s ear: 

Once the lilessed residence of tniih divine. 

Glorious as Solyma’s interior shrine, # 

Where, in his own oracular alxxlc. 

Dwelt visibly the light-creating God ; 

But made long since, like Babylon of old, 

A den of mischiefs never to be tol^ : 

And .she, oi^ mistress of the realms around. 

Now scattered wide and nowli^e to be lound, 
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As soon shall rise and re>ascend the throne. 

By native power and energy her own. 

As Nature, at her own peculiar cost, 

Bestore to man the glories he has lost, 
do—bid the winter cease to chill the year, 

\<uplace the wandering comet in his sphere, 

'I'hen boast (but wait for that unhoped-for hour) 

'Fhe self-rt.s!onng arm of human power. 

Hut what is man in his own proud esteem ? 

1 lear him—himself the poet and the theme : 

A mona/ch clothed with majesty and awe. 

His mind his kingo'om, and his will his law, 

* (traceSn his mien and glory in hf» eyes. 

Supreme on earth, and worthy of the skies, 

Strength in his heart, dominion in his nod. 

And, thunderbolts excepted, quite a god! 

So sings he, charmed with nis own mind and form, 
The song magniheent—the theme a worm! 

Himself so much the source of his delight. 

His Maker hxs no beauty in his sight. 

See where he sits contemplative and Axed, 

Pleasure and wonder in his features mixed. 

His passions tamed and all at hts control. 

How perfect the composure of his soul 1 
C.'omplaccncy has breathed a gentle gale 
O'er all his thoughts, and swelled his easy sail; 

His books well trimmed, and in the gayest style. 

Like regiinei)l*'cd coxcombs rank and file. 

Adorn nis i^itellectswts well as shelves. 

And teach him notions splendid as themselves: 

The Bibles only stands neglected there, ^ 

Though that of all most worthy of his care; 

And, like an infant troublesome awake. 

Is left* to sleep for |)eacc and quiet sake. * 

What shall the man deserve of humankind. 

Whose happy skill and industry combined 
Shall prove (what argument could never yet) 

The Bible an imposture and a ch^? 

The praises of the libertine profe^i^. 

The worst of men, curses of the best 
Where should the living, weeping o'er his woes,— 

'I'he dying, trembling at the |iwful closer— 

Where t^Ccbctrayed, forsaken, and oppressed. 

The thousands whom the world forbids to rest,— 
Whete slKiuld they find (those comforts at an end * 
The Scripture yields), Ar hope to find, a friend? 

Sorrow might muse herself to madness then. 

And, seeking exile from the sight of men. 

Bury herself in solitude profound. 

Grow frantic with her pangs, and bite the ground. , 
Thus oilen Unbelief,, grown sick of life. 

Flies to the tempting pool, or felon knife. 
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The jufy meet, the coroner is short. 

And lunacy the verdict of the court: 

Reverse the sentence, let the truth be known. 

Such lunacy is ignorance alone ; 430 

They knew not, what some bishops may not know, 

That Scripture is the only cure of woe; 

That held of promise, how it flings abroad 
Its odour %'er the Christian's thorny road 1 
The soul, reposing on assured relief. 

Feels herself happy amidst all her grief, 

Forgets her labour as she toils along. 

Weeps tears of joy, and bursts into a song. 

But the snme word,«that, like the polished share 
Ploughs up the roots of a believer’s care, 4O0 

Kills too the flowery weeds, where’er they grow. 

That bind the sinner’s bacchanalian brow. 

Oh that unwelcome voice of heavenly love. 

Sad messenger of mercy from above I 
How does it grate upon his thankless ear. 

Crippling his pleasures with the cramp oCfear! * 

His will and ju ij^ment at continual strife. 

That civil war embitters all his life: 

In vain he points his powers against the skies, 

,In vain he closes or averts his eyes, 470 

Truth will intrude—she bids him yet beware; 

And shakes the septic in the scorner's chair. 

Though various foes against the Truth combine. 

Pride above all opposes her design ; 

•Pride, of a growth suj^rior to the rest, • 

'I'he subtlest serp^t with the loftiest crest. 

Swells at the thought, and, kindling into rage, 

Would hiss the cherub Mercy from the stage*. 

“ And is the soul indeed so lost! ”— she cries, 

** Fallen from her glory and too weak to rise! 4S0 

I'orpid and dull beneath a frozen zone. 

Has she no spark that may be deemed her own? 

Grant her indebted to what zealots call 
Grace undeserved, yet suHjy not for all— 

Some beams of rectitude she yet displays. 

Some love of virtue, and some power to praise; 

Can lift herself above corporeal things, 

• And, soaring on her own unbonjo'*^ ®'-* 

Possess herself of all that’s good or true. 

Assert th( skies, and vindicate her due. 490 

Past indiscretion is a venial crime, 

• And if the youth, unmellowed yet by^ime. 

Bore on his branch luxuriant then and rude 
Fruits of a blijghted siz^ austere and crude, 

Maturer vears shall happier stores produce. 

And meliorate the well-concocted juice. 

Then, consiAous of her meritor|pus zeal, • 

To Justice she may make her bold appeal. 
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And leave to Mercy, with a tranquil mind, 

The worthless and unfruitful of mankind." 

Hear then how Mercy, slii^hted and defied. 

Retorts the affront against the crown of l*ridc. 

“ Perish the virtue, as it ought, abhorred, 

*And the fool with it, that insults his Ix>rd. 

The atonement a Redeemer's love has wrought. 

Is not for you,—the righteous need it not. 

Sccbt thou yon harlot wooing all she meets, 

'I'lic worn-out nuisance of the public streets, 
Herself'iroin morn to night, frf>m night to morn, 

1 ler own abhorrciicc, aiul as much your scorn : 

'Flic gracious shower, unlimited and free, ' 

Shalt fall on her, when Heaven denies it thee. 

Of all that wisdom dictates this the drift, 

'I'liat man is dc.ul in sin, and life a gift." 

“ Is virtue then, unless of Christian growth, 

Merc fallacy, or foolishness, or both? 

'I’en thousand sages lost in endless woe. 

For ignorance of \»*iiat they could not know?” 

'Fhal speech bctray.s at once a bigot's tongue, 

('harge not a God with such outraget>iis wrong! 

'I’ruly not 1 —The partial light men have. 

My creed persuades me, well employed, may *-avc ; 
While he that scorns the noonday beam, perverse. 
Shall find the blessing unimproved a curse. 

J..et heathen worthies who.se exalted mind 
l.eft setisualrty and dross behind. 

Possess for me tlieif* undi.sputed lot, i 
Anti take iincnvicd the reward they sougirt, 
lint still hi virtue of a Saviour's pica ; 

Not blind by choice, but destined not to see. 

Theif fortitude and wisdom were a flame 
Celestial, though they knew not whence it came, 
I>crivcd from the same source of light and grace 
That guifics the Christian in his swifter race: 

Their judge was Conscience, and her rule their law, 
That rule, pursued with revercn«?fknd with awe, 

I.ed them, however fifltering. faint, and slow. 

From what they knew, to what they wished to know. 
But let not him that shares a brighter dtvy 
Traduce the splendour of a noontide ray, 

Prefer t>h<y'twilight of a darker time, 

^ A''t| deem his base stupidity no crime; 

The wretch who sligh^ the bounty of the skies. 

And sinks, while favoured with the means to rise. 
Shall find them rated at their full amount. 

The good he scorned all carried to account. 

Marshalling all his terrors as he came. 

Thunder and earthquake,'nnd devonrii^ Dame, 

From Sinai's top Jehovah gave the law, ^ 

Life for obedience, death for every (law. 
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When the great Sovereign would llis will express, ' 

He gives a perfect rule; what can lie less? 

And guards it with a sanction as severe 
As vengeance can inflict, or sinners fear: 

IClse his own glorious rights he would disclaim, 

, And man might safely trifle with his name. 

He bids him glow with unremitting love 
To all on earth, and to Himself above; 

C'ondcmns llie injurious deed, the slanderous tongue, 

The thought that meditates a brothers wrong: 
llrings not alone the more conspicuous part. 

His conduct, to the test, but tries his hcar|. 

Hark ! lu^versal Nature aliook and groaned, 

’Twas ^hc last trumpet— see the Judge enthroned ; 

Rouse all your courage at your utmost need. 

Now summon every virtue, stand and plead. 

What ! silent ? Is your boasting heard no more? 

That sell-renounci tig wisdom, learned benen e, 

Had shed immortal glories on your brow, 

That all your virtues cannot purchase now. , 570 

All joy to the believer ! he can speak-^ 

Trembling yet happy, confident yet meek,— 

“Since the dear hour that brought me to thy foot, 

Aud cut up all my follies by the root, 

^ never trusted in an arm but thine. 

Nor hoped, but in thy righteousness divine: 

My prayers and alms, imi^rfcct and defiled, 

Were but the feeble efforts of a child ; 

Howe’er performed, it was their biightest part, 

'That they proceeded fft»m a grateful heaft: 580 

Cleansed in thine 0 wn albpurifyiqg blood, 
l''orgive their evil, and accept their good ; 

I cast them at thy feet—my only ^>lea 
Is what it was, dependence upon Thee, 

While stru^ling in the vale of tears below, 

T hat never failed, nor shall it fail me now. “ 

Angelic gratulations rend the skies, 
rride falls unpitied, nevei^more to rise, 

Humility is crowned, and i^aith'receiY^s the prize. 


EXPOSTULATION. 

Tantane, tarn patiens, nullo certamine tolli 
Dona sines f—ViRGiu 

• 

Why weeps the Muse for England ? What appears 
In England’s case to move the Muse to tears ? 

From side to side of her delightful'isle 
Is she not clothed with a smile? 

Can NAtur^dd a charm, or art confer ^ 

A ncw'found luxury not seen iif her? * 
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Where under heaven is pleasure more pursued. 

Or where does cold reflection less intrude ? 

1 ler fields a rich expanse of wavy com. 

Poured out from Plenty’s overflowing horn ; lO 

Ambrosial gardens, in which Art supplies 
, The fervour and the force of Indian skies ; 

Her peaceful shores, where busy Commerce waits 
To pour his golden tide through all her gates ; 

Whom fiery suns, that scorch the russet spice 
Of Eastern groves, and oceans floored with ice. 

Forbid .in vain to push his daring way 
To darker climes, or climes of brighter <^y ; 

Whojn the winds waft where’er <^he billows roll, 

From the world’s girdle to the frozen*pole ; 20 

The chariots bouruling in her wheel-worn streets, 

Her vaults below, where every vintage meets ; 

Her theatres, her revels, and her spcjrts; 

The scenes to which not youth alone resorts. 

But age, in spite of weakness and of pain. 

Stilt haunts, in hope to dream of youth again ; 

All speak her hapjfJy : let the Muse look round 
From East to West, no sorrow can be found . 

Or only what, in cottages confined. 

Sighs unregarde<l to the passing wind. yo 

Then wherefore weep for England? What appears 
In England’s case to move the Muse to tcais ? 

The prophet wept for Israel; wished his eye?. 

Were fountains fed with infinite supplies : 

]''or Israel dealt in robbery and wrong; 

There were the scolner’s and the slanderer’s to-'gue. 

Oaths, use<l as playthings or convenient tthols. 

As interest biassed knaves, or fashion fools; 

Adultery neigiiing at his neighbour’s door ; 

Oppt^ssion labouring hard to grind the poor, 40 

The partial balance, and deceitful weight; 

The treacheroiis smile, a mask for secret hate. 

Hypocri^, formality in prayer. 

And the dull service of the lip, w^re there. 

Ifer women insolent and self-car^sed. 

By Vanity’s unwearied finger dressed. 

Forgot the blush, that virgin fears impart 
To modest cheeks, and borrowed one from art; 

Were just such trifles w'ithovt worth or use. 

As siUv<v>*ide and idleness produce ; 50 

furled, scented, furbelowed and flounced around, * 
tVith feet too delicate to touch the ground, 

They stretched the ne<^, and rolled the wanton eye, 

Ancf sighed for every fool*that fluttered by. 

He saw his people slaves to every lust, 

I<ewd, avaricious, arrogant, unjust ; 

He heard the wheds of ah avenging God 
Groan heavily along the distant road ; 
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Saw Babylon set wide her two*Icaved brass 
To let the military deluge pass ; 

Jerusalem a prey, her glory soiled, 

lier princes captive, and her treasures spoiled; 

Wept till all Israel heard his letter cry, 

• Stamped witli his foot, and smote upon his thigh : 
But wept, and stam})ed, and smote his thigh in vain. 
Pleasure is when told of future pain. 

And sounds prophetic are too rough to suit 
Ears long accustomed to the pleasing lute : 

I'hey sconicd his inspiration and his theme, 
Pronounced him frantic, and his fears a draom ; 

With self-indsigence wjpged’the fleeting hours, 

Till theafoe found them, and down fell the towers. 

I..ong time Assyria bound them in her chain, 

Till penitence h.ad purged the public stain, 

And Cyrus, with relenting pity moved. 

Returned tliem happy to the land they loved ; 

There, proof against prosperity, awhile 
They stood the test of her ensnaring smiley • 
And had the grai. scenes of peace to show 
I'he virtue they had learned in scenes of woe. 

But man is frail, and can but ill sustain 
A long immunity from grief and pain, 

Xnd after all tlie joys that plenty leads 
With tiptoe step vice silently succeeds. 

When he that ruled them with a shepherd's rod, 

Tn form a man, in dignity a (iod, 

Came, not expected in that humtde guise,• 

To sift, and search thenf with unerring eyes, 
lie found, concealed beneath a fair outside. 

The filth of rottenness and worm of pride ; 

Their piety a system of deceit, 

Scripture employ^ to sanctify the cheat; 

The pharisee the dupe of his own art. 

Self-idolized, and yet a knave at heart. 

When nations are to perish in their sins, 

*Tis in the church the lejprovy begins; 

The priest, whose oflice is with zeal sinecre 
To watch the fountain, and preserve it clear, 
Carelessly nods and sleeps upon the brink, 

AVhile others poison what the floi^k must drink •, 

Or, waking at the call of lust alone, 

InAises lies and errors of his owm ; 

His unsuspecting sheep believe it pure, 

^nd, tainted by the vety means of cur«i 

* Catch from each other a contagious spot, 

The foul forerunner of a general rot. 

Then Truth is hushed, that Heresy may preach ; 

And all is trash that Reason cannot^each : 

Then God’s (yvn image on the soul impressed 
Becomes a mockery and a standing jest; 
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And faithy the root whence only can arise 
The graces of a life that wins the skies, 

Loses at once all value and esteem, 

Pronounced by grey bean Is a pernicious dream : 

^ 'I’hen ceremony leads her bigots forth, 

Prejiared to fight for shadows of no worth; 

While truths, on which eternal things depend. 

Find not, or hardly find, a single friend: < 

As soldiers watch the signal of comtnami. 

They U‘arn to bow, to kneel, to sit, to stand ; 120 

Happy to fill religion’s vacant place 

With hollow form, ami gesture, and grimace. 

SAch, when the 'I’eacher of iiis church was there, 

Pecmle and priest, the sons of Israel were ; 

Stiff in the letter, lax in the design 
And import of their oracles divine ; 

Their learning legendary, false, absurd. 

And yet exalted above God’s own word ; 

'I'hcy drew a curse from an intended goo<l, 

I’liffed upSwith gifts they never understood. 130 

He judged them with as terrible a frown. 

As if not love, but wrath, had brought him down : 

Yet he was gentle as soft summer airs. 

Had grace for others’ sins, but none for theirs ; 

Through all he spoke a noble plainness ran — 

Khctoric is artifice, the work of man ; 

And tricks and turns, that fancy may devise, 

/Vre far too mean for Him that rules the skies. 

The astonished vulgar trembled wWlc he tore 

The mask from faces never seen before i 140 

He stripped the impostors in the noonday sun, 

Showcci that they followed all they seemed to shun; 

Th^r prayers m^e public, their excesses kept 
As private as the chambers where they slejpt ; 

The temple and its holy rites profaned 
By muAimeries he that dwelt in it disdained ; 

Uplifted hands, that at convenient times 
Could act extortion and the wor£ of crimes. 

Washed with a neatness scrupulously nice. 

And free from eveiy taint but that of vice. 150 

Judgment, however tardy, mends her pace 
When Obstinacy once has^onquered Grace. 

They now distemper healed, and life restored, 

^ In answer to the fiat of his word ; 

Confessed the wonder, and with daring tongue 
Blasphemed the autlibrity from which it sprung. 

They knew, by sure prognostics seen on high. 

The future tone and temper of the sky. 

But, grave dissemblers I could not understand 
That sin let loose speaks punishment at hand. 160 

Ask now df history’s aut|kentic page. 

And call up evidence from every age ; 
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Displ.ay with busy and laborious hand 
The blessings of the most indebted land ; 

What nation will you hnd^ whose annals prove 
So rich an interest in Almighty love ? 

Where dwell they now ? Whore dwelt in ancient day 
•A people planted, watered, blest as they? 
l.ct Kgypfs plagues and Canaan's woes proclaim 
The favoursspoured upon the Jewish name ; 

Their fiee<lom purchased for them at the cost 
Of all their hard oppressors valued most; 

Their title to a country not their own 
Made sure by prodigies till tjien unknown ^ 
h'or them tlicAstate they«left made waste and void ; 
For then the stales to which they went destroyed ; 

A clouil to measure out their march by day, 
lly night a fire to cheer the gloomy way ; 

That moving signal summoning, when best. 

Their host to move, and when it stayed, to rest. 
l*'or them the rocks dissolved into a flood, 

'J'he dews condensed into angelic food, •, 

Their very garmt u.. sacred, old yet new. 

And Time forbid to touch them as ho flew ; 

Streams, swelled above the bank, enjoined to stand. 
While they passed through to their appointed land ; 
Their leader armed with meekness, zeal, and love. 
And graced with clear credentials from above; 
Themselves secured lieneath the Almighty wing; 
Their God their captain, lawgiver, and king; 
Crowned with a thousai||J victories, and aX last 
Lords of the compi^Ted soil, there rooted fast. 

In peace possessing what they won by war. 

Their name far published, and revered as far ; 

Wliere will you find a race like theirs, endowed • 
With all that man e’er wished, or heaven bestowed ? 

They, and they only, amongst all mankind 
Received the transcript of the eternal mind ; 

Were trusted with his own engraven laws 
And constituted guardians his cause; 

Theirs were the prophets theirs the priestly call. 

And theirs by birth the Saviour of us all. 

In vain the nations, that had seen them rise 
*With fierce and envious yet admiging eyes. 

Had sought to crush them, guarded as they were 
Ity {>ower ^ivine, and skill that could not err. 

I lad they maintained alliance firm and sure, 

■And kept the faith immaculate and puA, 

* Then the proud eagles of all-conquering Rome 
Had found one city not to be o’ercome; 

And the twelve standards of the tribes nnfhrled 
Had bid defiance to the warring world. 

But grace ab^d brings forth the foulest deeds 
As ru^hest soil the most luxuiian* weeds. 
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Cured of the golden calves, their fathers’ sin, 

They set up seif, that idol-god within ; 

Viewed a Deliverer with disdain and hate 
Who left them still a tributary state ; 

I Seized fast his hand, held out to set them free 

From a worse yoke, and nailed it to the tree ; 22c 

There was the consummation and the crown. 

The flower of Israel’s infamy full Mown ; 

Thence date their sad declension and their fall. 

Their woes not yet repealed ; thence date them all. 

Thus fell the best instrucle<l in her day. 

And the most favoured land, look where we may. 

' Philbsophy indeed on Grecian hyes , • 

I fad poured the day, and cleared the Roman skies ; 

In other climes perhaps creative art. 

With power .surjmssing theirs, performed her part, 230 

Might give more life to marble, or might fill 
The glowing tablets with a juster skill. 

Might shine in fable, and grace i<lle theme.s 
With all the embroidery of poetic dreams ; 

’Twas theirs alone to dive into the plan 
That truth and mercy had revealed to man ; 

And while the world beside, tliat plan unknown. 

Deified useless wood, or senseless stone, 

They breathed in faith their well-directed prayers. 

And the true God, the God of truth, was theirs. 240 

Their glory faded, and their race disper^ed, 

The last of rations now, though once the first; 

They warn and teach the proudest,, would tln'v learn, 

** Keep wisdom, or meet vengeance in your turn: 

If we escaped not, if heaven spared not us. 

Peeled, scattered, and exterminated thus ; 

If vice received her retribution due, 

* WVien we were visited, what hope for you ? 

When God arises with an awful frown 

To puKish lust, or pluck presumption down ; 250 

When gifts perverted, or not duly prized. 

Pleasure o’ervalucd, and his gi?y>e des]>ised. 

Provoke the vengeance of his righteous hand 
To pour down wrath upon a thankless land ; 

He will be found impartially severe. 

Too just to wink, or spea^ the guilty clear." 

O Israel, of all nations mc^t undone ! 

Thy diadem displaced, thy sceptre gone ; ^ 

Thy temple, once thy glory, fallen and rased. 

And thou a worshipfier e’en where thou mayst; 260 

Thy services, once holy without spot. 

Mere shadows now, their ancient pomp forgot; 

Thy Levites, once a consecrated host, 

Ho longer Levites, anck>their lineage lost; 

And thou thyself^ o’er every country sown, 

With none on earth that thou const call thine own; 
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Cry aloud, thou that sittest in the dust, 

Cry to the proud, the cruel, and unjust; 

Knock at the gates of nations, rouse their fears ; 

Say wrath is coming, and the storm appears ; 270 

But raise the shrillest cry in British ears. 

• What ails thee, restless as the waves that roar 
And fling their foam against thy chalky shore ? 

Mistress, at Iqjist while Providence shall please. 

And trident’bearing queen of the wide seas— 

Why, having kept good faith, and often shown 
Friendship and truth to others, findest thou none? ^ 
Thou that hast set the persecuted free, ^ 

None interpose^ now to s^ccouV thee ; • 

Countries^ndcbted to thy power, that shine 280 

With light derived from thee, would smother thine: 

Thy very children watch for thy disgrace— 

A lawless brood,—ami curse thee to thy face. 

Thy rulers load thy credit, year by year, 

With sums Peruvian mines could never clear; 

A.S if, like arches built with skilful hand, ^ • 

The more ’twere pressed the firmer it would ^aml. 

The cry in all thy snips is still th.* same, 

“ Speed us away to battle and to fame." 

Thv mariners explore the wild e^anse, 290 

Impatient to dese^ the flags of France; 

But, though they fight as thine have ever ibught. 

Return ashamed without the wreaths they sought. 

Thy senate is a scene of civil jar, 

Chj^os of contrarieties at war ; ^ 

Where sharp and solid, plTl^matic and light, 

Discordant atoms me^, ferment, and fight; 

Where Obstinacy takes his sturdy stand. 

To disconcert what Policy has planned; 

Where Policy is busied all night long 3^ 

In setting right what Faction has set wrong; 

Where flails of oratory thresh the floor. 

That yields them chaff and dust, and nothing more. 

Thy rack^ inhabitants repine, complain. 

Taxed till the brow of labour sweats in vain ; 

War lays a burden on the reeling state. 

And Peace does nothing to relieve the weight; 

Successive loads succeeding broils impose. 

And sighing millions prophesy the Aose. 

Is adverse Providence, when pondered well, 310 

So dimly wrif^ or difficult to smH, 

T^ou canst not read with readiness and ease 
Providence adverse in events like these ? 

Know, then, that heavenly wisdom on this ball 
Creates, gives birth to, guides, consummates all; 

That, while laborious and quick'thoug|>ted man 
Snuffs up pja’se of what he seems to plap. 

He first conches, then perfects hi#desigii. 
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As a mere instrument in hands divine: 

Blind to the working of that secret j)ower, 320 

That balances the wings of every hour, 

The busy trifler dreams himself alone. 

Frames many a purpose, anti (io<l works his own. 

States thrive or wither as moons wax and wane, 

K’en as flis will and His decrees ordain ; 

While honour, virtue, piety l>ear sway, , 

They flourish ; and as these decline, decay : 

In just resentment of his injured laws, 

He pSurs contempt on them and on their cause ; 

Strikes the rough thread of error right athwart 330 

Thf^web of every scheme they have at heait > 

Bids rottenuubs invade and bring to dust 
The pillars of su|>port in which they trust, 

And do his erraiwl of disgrace and shame 
On the chief strength an<l glory of the frame. 

N<jne ever yet impeded what lie wrouglit. 

None bars Him out from his most secret thought; 

Darkness*Itself before Ilis eye is light. 

And hell’s close mischief naked in IIis sight. 

Stand now ami judge thyself- Hast thou incurred 3iO 
His anger, who can waste thee with a word. 

Who ]ioiscs and proportions sea and land. 

Weighing them in the hollow of his hand, 

And in whose awful sight all natioits seem 
As grasshoppers, as dust, a drop, a flrcain ? 

Hast thou (a sacrilege hia soul abhors) 

Claimed all the glory of thy prospeixnis ware, 

Proiul of thy fleets and armies, stdicn the gem 
Of his just praise, to lavish it on them j 

Hast thou not learned, what thou art often told, 350 

A truth still sacred, and believed of old, 

I’Wat no success attends on spears and swords 
Unblessed, and that the battle is the Cord’s? 

That Courage is his creature, ami Dismay 
The ]>ost, that at his bidding speeds away. 

Ghastly in feature, and his staiipnering tongue 
W^ilh doleful rumour and sad presage hung. 

To quell the valour of the stoutest heart. 

And teach the comlxilant a woman’s part ? 

That he bids thousands fly when none pursue, 360 

Saves as he will by many or by few. 

And claims for ever, as his royal right, 

The event and sure tiecision of the fight? 

Hast thou, though suckled at fair Freedom’s breast, 
F.xported slavery to the conquered East ? 

Pulled down the tyrants India served with dread. 

And raised thyself, a greater, in their stead ? 

Gone thither armt^ and hungry, returned full. 

Fed from the richest ^ins of the Mogul, 

A despot big wtlh power^btaixied by wealth^ 
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And that obtained by rapine and by stealth ? 

With Asiatic vices stored thy inindt 

But left their virtues and thine own behind ; 

And, having trucked thy soul, brought home the fee, 

To tempt the poor to sell hims9lf to thee ? 

• llast thou by statute shoved from its design 
The Saviour’s feast, his own blest bread and wine. 

And made the symliols of atoning grace 
An oflicc key, a picklock to a place. 

That infidels may prove their title gocxl 380 

By an oath dipped in sacramental blood ? 

A blot that will be still a blot, in spite 
< )f all that gqave apulo^rists may write ; 

And thqpgh a bishop toil to cleanse the stain, 

1 Ic wipes and scours the silver cup in vain. 

And hast thou sworn on every slight pretence, 

Till perjuries .arc common as bad pence, 

While thousands, careless of the damning sin. 

Kiss the book’s outside, who ne’er look within ? 

Hast thou, when heaven has clothed th<^ with disgrace, 
Ami, long provok«'d, repaid thee to thy face, 39I 

(h'or thou hast knoun eclipses, and endured 
l)iinncss anil anguish, all thy beams obscured, 

When sin lias shed dishonour on thy brow; 

>fnd never of a sablcr hue Ilian now ;) 

Hast thou with heart perverse and conscience scared, 
He-spising all rebuke, still persevered, 

And having chosen evil, scorned the voice 

That cried, “ Repent! ’’—and gloried in t(iy choice ? 

Thy fastings, when calarhity at last 400 

Suggests the expc*di 3 nt of a yearly fast, 

W'hat mean they? Caiist thou dream there is a power 
In lighter diet at a later hour, 

To charm to sleep the tlireatenings of the skies. 

And hide past folly from all-seeing eyes? 

The fa.st that wins deliverance, and suspends 
The stroke that a vindictive God intends. 

Is to renounce hypocrisy ; U* draw 

Thy life upon the pattern of the la'w; j 

To war with pleasures idolized before; 410 

To vanquish lust, and wear its yoke no more. 

•A .11 fasting else, whate’er be the pretence, 

Is wooing mercy by renewed offeilce. 

Hast thou within thee sin, that in old time 
Brought fir6 from heaven, the sex-abnsing crime. 

Whose horrid pcipetration stamps disg.ace 
•llaboons are free nrom upon human race? 

Think on the fruitful and well-watered spot 
That fed the flocks and herds of wealthy Lot, 

Where Paradise seemed still vouch^fed on earth, 420 

Buming^and scorched into perpetual dearth. 

Or, in his who damned tlA base deure. 
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SufTering the vengeance of eternal Are; 

Then Nature injured, scandalized, deAled, 

Unveiled her blushing cheek, looked on, and smiled ; 

Beheld with joy the lovely scene defaced. 

And praised the wrath that laid her beauties waste. 

Far be the thought from any verse of mine. 

And farther still the formed and fixed design. 

To thrust the charge of deeds that I detest 430 

Against an innocent, unconscious breast: 

The man that dares traduce, because he can 
With skfety to himself, is not a man: 

An individual is a> sacred mark. 

Not to be pierced in play or in the dark ; « 

But public censure speaks a public foe. 

Unless a zeal fur virtue guide the blow. 

The priestly brotherhood, devout, sincere. 

From mean self-interest and ambition clear. 

Their hope in heaven, servility their scorn, 440 

Prompt to persuade, expostulate, and warn, 

Thctr wisdom pu^e, and given them from above. 

Their usefulness ensured by zeal and love. 

As meek as the man Moses, and withal 
As bold as in Agrippa's presence Paul, 

Should fly the world’s contaminating touch. 

Holy and unpolluted :—are thine such ? 

Except a few with Eli’s spirit blest, 

Uophni and Phineas may describe the rest. 

Where shall a teacher look, in days like these, 450 

For ears and hearths that he can hope to please ? 

Look to the poor—the simple and the p|ain 
Will hear perhaps thy salutary strain : 

Humility is gentle, apt to learn. 

Speak but the word, will listen and* return. 

AI1&, not so ! the poorest of the flock 
Are proud, and set their faces as a rock ; 

Deniedw^hat eaithly opulence they choose, 

God’s better gift they scoff at and refuse. 

The rich, the produce of a nobler stem, 460 

Are more intelligentoat least,—try thenw 
O vain inquiry ! they without remorse 
Are altogether gone a devious course; 

Where beckoning Pleasure leads them, wildly stray ; 

Have ^\}rst the bands, ana cast the yoke away. 

Now borne upon the wings of truth sublime, 

“ Rdjriew thy dim original and prime. 

This island, spot of flnreclaimed rude earth. 

The cradle that received thee at thy birth. 

Was rocked by many a rough Norwegian blast, 470 

And Danish bowlings scared thee as they passed ; 

For thou w'ost born amid the din of arms. 

And sucked a br^t that panted with alarms. 

While yet thou wast a gro^lling puling chit. 
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Thy^ bones not fashiotie^, and thy joints not kiut. 
The Roman taught thy stubborn knee to bow. 
Though twice a Ca:sar Could not bend thee now : 
His victory was that of orient light. 

When the sun*s shafts disperse the gloom of night: 
Thy language at this distant moment shows 
How much the country to the conqueror owes : 
Expressive energetic, and refined. 

It sparkles with the gems he left behind : 

He brought thy land a blessing when he came, 

He found thee savage, and he left thee tame ;. 
Taught thee to dothe thy pinked and painted hide 
And grace thy figure with a soldier’s pride ; 

He soiled the seeds of order where he wen^ 
Improved thee far beyond his own intent. 

And, while he ruled thee by the sword alone, 

Made thee at last a warrior like his own. 


Religion, if in heavenly truths attired, 

Nee^ only to be seen to be admired ; 

But thine, as dark as witcheries of the night, * 

Was formed to 'tarden hearts and shock the sight; 
Thy Druids struck the well-strung haqis they hore 
With fingers deeply dyed in human gore ; 

And, while the victim slowly bled to death, 

*Upon the tolling chords rung out his dying breath. 

Who brought the lamp that with awaking beams 
Dispelled thy gloom, and broke away thy dreams. 
Tradition, now decrepit and worn out, 

•Babbler of ancient fables, leaves a doub(: 

But still light reached thee ; and those gods of thine, 
Woden and Thor,*each tottering in his shrine, 

Fell broken and defaced at his own door. 

As Dagon in Philistia long before. 

But Rome with sorceries and magic wand 
Soon raised a cloud that darkened every land ; 

And thine wa.s smothered in the stench and fug • 
Of Tiber's marshes and the papal bog. 

Then priests with bulls and briefs and shaven crowns. 
And griping fists, and unrelenting frowns. 

Legates and dele^tes with powers from hell. 

Though heavenly in' pretension, fleeced thee well ; 

> And to this hour, to keep it fre|h in mind. 

Some tw^ of that old scourge are left behind. 

Thy soldiery, the Pope’s well-managed pack. 

Were traftiM beneath his lash, and knew the smack, 

» And, when he laid them on the scent^f blood. 
Would hunt a Saracen through fire and floocL 
Lavish of life to win an empty tomb^ 

That proved a mint of wealth, a mine to Rome, 

Tt^ left their bones beneath unfrWsndly skies. 

His WQithl^ absolution all the prise. « 

Thou wasuthe veriest slave in rfkys of yore 
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That ever dragged a chain or tugged' an oar; 

Thy monarchy arbitrary, fierce, unjust. 

Themselves the slaves of bigotry or lust, 

Disdained thy counsels, only in distress 530 

Found thee a goodly sponge for Power to press. 

Thy chiefs, the lords of many a* petty fee. 

Provoked and harassed, in return plagued thee ; 

Called thee away from peaceable employ, 

Domestic happiness and rural jo}'. 

To waste thy life in arms, or lay it down 
In causeless feuds and bickerings of their own. 

Thy parliaments adored on bended knees 
The sd/ereignty they were convened to please ; 

Whate’er was asked, too timid to resisf, 540 

Complied with, and were graciously dismissed 
And if some Spartan soul a doubt expressed, 

And, blushing at the tamenesS of the rest. 

Dared to suppose the subject had a choice. 

He was a traitor by the general voice. 

O slave I with powers thou didst not dare exert, 

Verse cannot stoop so low as thy desert; 

It shakes the sides of splenetic Disdain, 

Thou self-entitled ruler of the main. 

To trace thee to the date when yon fair sea, 550 

That clips thy shores, had no such charms for thee; 

» When other nations flew from coast to coast, 

And thou hadst neither fleet nor flag to boast. 

Kneel now, and lay thy forehefcd in the dust; 

Blush if thou canst,-^not petrified, thou must; 

Act but an honest and a fiiithful part f 
Compare j^hat then thou wast with what tilou art; 

And God’s disposing providence confessed. 

Obduracy itself must yield the rest— 

Then^rt thou bound to serve him, and to prove, 560 

Hour after hour, thy gratitude and love. 

Has hainot hid thee, and thy favoured land, 

For ages safe beneath his sheltering band. 

Given thee his blessing on the cleasest proof. 

Bid nations leagued against thee stand aloof. 

And chained hostility and hate to roar 
Where else they would, but not upon thy shore ? 

His power secured thee, when presumptuous Spain 
Baptizec^^ljer fleet Invincible^n vain; 

Her gloomy monarch, doubtful and resigned 57 ^ 

Ttj e^ery pang that racks an anxiousinind, * 

Asked of the waves tb..t broke upon his coast, 

** What tidings?” and the surge replM—“All lost.” 

And when the Stuart leaning on the Scot, 

Then too much feared, and now too much forgot. 

Pierced to the v^ centre,of the realm, 

And hoped to sdbse his absented helm, 

'Twu to prove now qmddy with a fiown 
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He that had raised thee cbuld h 2 ve plucked thee dov^n. 
Peculiar is the grace by thee possessM, 5S0 

Thy foes implacable* thy land at rest; 

Thy thunders travel over earth and seas* 

And all at home is pleasure* wealth, and ease. 

^ ’Tis thus* extending his tempe&tuous aim* 

Tlur Maker fills the nations with alarm* 

While his o^n heaven surveys the troulsled scene, 

And feels no change* unshaken and serene. 

Freedom* in other luds scarce known to shine* 

Pours out a flood of splendour upon thine ; 

Thou hast as bright an interest in her raySi, 590 

As ever Koxi^m had in Rome's best days. 

True freedom is where lio restraint is known 
That S&iptur^ justice* and good sense disown* 

Where only vice and injury are tied* 

And all from shore to shore is free beside. 

Such freedom is—and Windsor's hoary towers - 
Stood trembling at the boldness of thy powers, 

That won a nymph on that immortal plaim • 

Like her the mblcd Phoebus wooed in vaim: 

He found the laurel only—happier you. Coo 

The unfading laurel* and the virgin too I 

Now think, if Pleasure have a thought to spare; 

K God himself be not beneath her care ; 

If business* constant as the wheels of time. 

Can pause an hour to read a serious rhyme ; 

If the new mail thy merchants now receive. 

Or expectation of the next* give leave ; 

Oh think* if cliargeable*with dera arrearf 

For such indulgencS gilding all thy year^ ^ 

How much, though long neglected*, shining yet* 610 

The beams of heavenly truth have swelled the deb 
When persecuting zeal made royal sport 
With tortured innocence in Mary's .court* 

And Bonner* blithe as shepherd at a wake* 

Enjoyed the show, and danced about the stake ; 

The Sacred Book* its value understood* 

Received the seal of martyrdom in bloc^ 

Those holy men, so full of truth and grace* 

Seem to reflection of a different racet 

^eek* modest, venemble, wise* sincere, 620 

In such a cause they could not ddiu to f^r ; 

They could not purchase Earth with such a prize* 

Nor spare a life too shor^>to reach the skies. 

From them to thee conveyed along thestide, 

.*rheir streaming hearts poured fredy, whm they died. 

Those truths, which neither use nor years impair, 

Invite Uiee* woo thee, to the bliss they share. 

What dotage vrill not Vanity maintain? 

What web too weak to catch a mocfem brain? 

The moles ^nl bats in &11 assenlbly find, * 
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On spedal search, the keen-eyed eagle blind. 

And did they dream, and art thou wiser now ? 
Prove it—if better, 1 submit and bow. 

Wisdom and Goodness are twin born, one heart 
Must hold both sisters, never syen apart. 

So then—as darkness overspread the deep, 

Ere Nature rose from her eternal sleep, 

And this deiightful earth, and that fair sky, 

Leaped out of nothing, called by the Most High : 
By sucb a change thy darkness is made light. 

Thy chaos order, and thy weakness might; 

And He, whose pewer mere nullity olieys, _ 
Who'iound thee nothing, formed'theo for his prfise. 
To praise him is to serve him, and fulfil. 

Doing and suffering, his unquestioned will; 

''Fis to believe what men inspired of old. 

Faithful, and faithfully informed, unfold : 

Candid and just, with no false aim in view, ' 

To take for truth what cannot but be true; 


To learn in*God*s.own school the Christian part. 

And bind the task assigned thee to thine heart; 
Happy the man there seeking and there found, 
Happy the nation where such men abound ! 

How shhll a verse impress thee ? By what name 
Shall I adjure thee not to court thy shame ? 

By theirs, whose bright example unimpeached 
Directs thee to that eminence they reached. 

Heroes and worthies of days past, thy sires ? 

Or IIis, who touched their heart with hallowed fires? 
Their names, aJ.'is 1 in vain reproach^n ^e 
Whom all the vanities they scorned engage ! 

And His, that seraphs trembled at, is hung 
Discracefully on every tri tier’s tongue. 

Or serves the champion in forensic war 
To flourish and parade with at the bar. 

Pleasure herself perhaps suggests a plea. 

If interest move thee, to pcisuade even thee ; 

By every charm, that smiles upon her face. 

By joys possessed, and joys still held in chase, 

If*dear society be worth a thought. 

And if the feast of freedom cloy thee not. 

Reflect that these, and all ^lat seems thine own. 

Held l^^he tenure of His will alone. 

Like angels in the service of their Lord, 

**Atifiiain with thee, or leave thee at-His word ; 

That gratitude and tAnperance in our use 
Of what he gives, unsparing and profuse^ 

Secure the favour, and enhance the joy. 

That thankless waste and wild abuse destroy. 

But a^ve all reflect,-vbow cheap soe’er 
Those rights that gaillions envy thee appear, » 

And, though resolved to ri^ diem, and swim 
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The tide of pleasure, he^less of His frown,— 

That blessings trul^ sacred, and, when given. 

Marked with the signature and stamp of Heaven, 

The word of prophecy, those truths divine. 

Which make that heaven, if thou desire it, thine, 

, ^wful alternative ! believed,* beloved, 

T^y glory,—^nd thy shame if unimproved,) 

Are never \png vouchsafed, if pushra aside 690 

With cold disgust or philosophic pride ; 

And that, judicially withdrawn, disgrace, 

£rror, and darkness occupy their place. 

A world is up in arms, and thou, a spot 
Not quickly^ound, if negli^ntly sought. 

Thy sqpl as ample as tny bounds are small, 

£iidurest the brunt, and darest defy tliem all: 

And wilt thou join to this bold enterprise 
A bolder still, a contest with the skies? 

Remember, if He guard thee and secure, 700 

Whoe’er assails thee, thy success is sure; 

But if He leave thee, though the skill and power 
Of nations swor^i to spoil thee and devour 
Were all collected in thy single arm. 

And thou couldst laugh away the fear of harm. 

That strength would fail, opposed against the push 
9 \.nd feeble onset of a pigmy rush. 

Say not (and if the thought of such defence 
Should spring within thy bosom, drive it thence,) 

** What nation amongst all my foes is free 7x0 

From crimes as base as any chatged on me?** 

Xheir measure filled, tlflby too shall pay the debt. 

Which God, thoiigfh long forbom, will not forget. 

But know that Wrath divine, when must severe. 

Makes justice still the guide of his career. 

And will not punish, in one mingled crowd. 

Them without li^ht, and thee without a cloud. 

Muse, hang this harp upon yon aged beech. 

Still murmuring with the solemn truths I teach; 

And while at intervals a cold blast sings 720 

Through the diy leaves, and pants upon the strings. 

My soul shall sigh in secret, and lament 
A nation scourged, yet tardy to repent. 

• I know the warning song is sung in vain. 

That few will hear and fewer h^d the strain ; 

But if a sweeter voice, and one designed 
A blessing to my country and mankind, 

^Reclaim me wandering thousands, anc^bring home 
A flock so scattered and so wont to roam. 

Then place it once a^in between my knees ; 

The sound of truth will then be sure to please : 

And truth alone, where’er my life cast. 

In scen« of olenty, or the pixuite waste, , 

Shall be m^dioscn theme, my pozy to the JasL 
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Ask what is human life—^the sa^ lilies. 

With di^ppointment lowering in his eyesp 
A patnftupassage o’er a restless flood, 

A vain Dursuit of fugitive false good, 

A sceiAT of fancied bliss and heartfelt c§re. 

Closing at last in darkness and despair. 

T'he poor, inured to drudgery and distress. 

Act without aim, think little, and feel less. 

And nowhere, but in feigned Arcadian scenes. 

Taste happiness, or know what pleasure means. lo 

Riches are pass^ away from hand to hand. 

As fortune, vice, or folly may command ; 

As in a dance the pair that take the lead 
Turn downward, and the lowest pair succeed. 

So shifting and so various is the plan 
By which Heaven rules the mixt affairs of man; 

Vicissitude wheels round the motley crowd, 

» The rich grow poor, the poor become purse-proud; 

Business is labemr, and man’s weakness such. 

Pleasure is labour too, and tires as much, 20 

The very sense of it /oregoes its use. 

By repetition palled, by age obtuse. ^ 

Youth lost in dissipation we deplore, ^ ^ 

Through life’s sad remnant, what no sig^hs restore; 

Cur wars, a fruitless race without a prize. 

Too many, yet too few to make ns wise. 

Dangling his cane about, and taking snufi^ 

Lothano ^ries, ** What phUosophic stuflT— 

O querulous and weak !—whose usele^ brain 

Once thought of nothing, and now thinks in vain: 30 

Whose eye reverted weeps o’er all the p^t. 

Whose prospect shows thee a disheartening waste; 

Would age m thee resi^ his wintry reign. 

And youth invigorate mat fi^me again. 

Renewed d^ii^ would grace*with other speech 
^ys always prized, when placed within our reach. 

H^Rft thy palsied head, shake off the gloom * 

That overhangs the bdiders of thy tomb. 

See Nature gay as when she first began. 

With smiles alluring her admirer, man ; 40 

She spreads the morning over eastern hills. 

Earth glitters with the drqps the night distils % 

The sun obedient a^hor <^l ampeais» 

To fling his glories o’er the fhbe she wearsi 
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Banks clothed with flowers, groves filled with sprightly sounds. 
The yellow tilth, green meads, rocks, rising grounds. 

Streams edged with osiers, fattening every fimd 
Where'er they flow, now seen and now concealed; 

From the blue rim, where secies and mountains meet, 

Down to the very turf beneath tlw feet^ 50 

Xen thousand charms, that only fools despise. 

Or pride look at with indifferent eyes, 

All speak one language, all with one sweet voice 
Cry to her universal realm, Rejoice! 

Man feels the spur of passions and desires. 

And she gives largely more than he requires; 

Not that, bis hours ^vot#i all to care, 
llollqw-eyed abstinence, and lean deapeur. 

The wretch may pine, while to his smell, taste, sight, 

She holds a paradise of rich delight; Co « 

But gently to rebuke his awkward fear. 

To prove that what she gives, she gives sincere, 

To Danish hesitation, and proclaim 

His happiness her dear, her only aim. * 

'Tis grave phi' isophy’s absurdest dream. 

That heaven’s intentions are not what they seem. 

That only shadows are dispensed below. 

And earth has no reality but woe. 

* Thus things terrestrial wear a different hue, 

As youth or age persuades ; and neither true. 70* 

So Flora’s wreath through coloured crystal seen. 

The rose or lily appears blue or green, 

, But still the imputed rints are those ahvic 
The medium repijpenfs, and not their ovrn. 

To rise at noon, sit slipshod and undressed. 

To read the news, or fiddle, as seems best, 

Till half the world comes rattling at his door, 

To fill the dull vacuity till four; 

And, just when evening turns tha blue vault grey. 

To spend two hours in dressing for the day ; • So 

To make the sun a bauble without use. 

Save for the fruits his heavenly- beams produce ; 

Quite to forget, or deem it worth no thought 
Who bids him shine, or if he shine or not; 

Through mere necessity to close his eyes 
• Just when the larks and when {^e shepherds lisp ; 

Is such a life, so tediously the same, 

So void of all utility or aim, 

That podlr Jonquil, with almost every breath, 

, Sighs for his exit, vulgarly called death ; 90 

For he, with all his follies, has a mind 
Not y^ so blank, or fashionably blind, 

But now and then perhaps a feeble ray 
Of distant wisdom shoots across way. 

By wlpch ^ reads, that life widiout a plan. 

As nsm^^ the mmnent it b^^an, 
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Serves merely as a soil for discontenf 
To thrive in ; an incumbrance ere half spent. 

Oh weariness beyond what asses feel. 

That tread the circuit of the cistern whe^ ; 

A dull rotation, never at a stay,^ 

Yesterday's face twin image of to-day ; 

‘While conversation, an e'^austed stock. 

Grows drowsy as the clicking of a clock. 

*‘.No need,” he cries, “ of gravity stuffed out 
With academic dignity devout, 

To read ^ise lectures, vanity the text : 

Proclaim the remedy, ye learned, next; 

For trffth self-evident, with pomt# impressed, <■ 
Is vanity surpassing all the rest.'^ 

That remedy, not hid in deeps profound. 

Yet seldom sought where only to be found. 

While Passion turns aside from its due scope ' 
The inquirer’s aim, that remedy is Hope. 

Life is tlis gift, from whom whate’er life needs, 
And every good and perfect gift, proceeds ; 
Bestowed on man, like all that we partake. 
Royally, freely, for his bounty’s sake ; 

Transient indeed, as is the fleeting hour. 

And yet the seed of an immortal flower ; 

Designed in honour of his endless love, 

To fill with fragrance his abode above ; 

No trifle, howsoever short it seem. 

And, howsoever shadowy, no dream ; 

Its value, what no tI)ought can ascertain. 

Nor all an angel’s eloquence explain. * 

Men dqp .1 with life as children with thei^ play, 
'Who first misuse, then cast their toys away ; 

Uve to no sober purpose, and contend 
That^heir Creator had no serious end. 

'When God and man stand opposite in view, 
Man’s disiappointment must of course ensue. 

The just Creator condescends to write. 

In h^ms of inextinguishable light. 

His names of wisdom,goodness, power, and love. 
On all that blooms below, or shines above. 

To catch the wandering notice of mankind. 

And teach the world, if not perversely blind, 

His gradi^s* attributes, and prove the share 
His offspring hold in his paternal care. 

from earthly things to things divine, 

His creature thwart noi his atupst design, 

Then praise is heard instead of reasoning pride. 
And captious cavil and complaint subside. 

Nature, employed in her allotted place. 

Is handmaia to the purpo^ps of Grace; 

By good vouchsafed^ makes lonbwn superior good. 
And bliss not seen by blessing understood : ^ 
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That bliss, revealed in Scripture, with a glow 

Bright as the covenant-ensuring bow, 150 

Fires all his feelings with a noble scorn 

Of sensual evil ; and thus Hope is bom. 

Hope sets the stamp of vanity on all 
^That men have deemed substantial since the fall, 

Yet^ias the wondrous virtue to educe 
From emptiulsss itself a real use ; 

And while slie takes, as at a father’s hand. 

What health and sober appetite demand. 

From fading good derives, with chymic art. 

That lasting happiness, a thankful heart. • 160 

Hope, with uplifted foo^ set free from earth. 

Pants fo( the place of her ethereal birth. 

On steady wing sails through the immense abyss, 

Plucks amaranthine joys from bowers of bliss. 

And crowns the soul, while yet a mourner here, 

W'ith wreaths like those triumphant spirits wear. 

Hope, as an anchor firm and sure, holds fast 
The Christian vessel, and defi^the blast. ^ • 

Hope ! nothing tise can nouri^ and secure 

His newborn virtues, and preserve him pure. 170 

Hope I let the wretch once conscious of the joy. 

Whom now despairing agonies destroy, 
speak, for he can, and none so well as he, 

What treasures centre, what delights, in thee. 

Uad he the gems, the spices, and the land 
That boasts the treasure, all at his command, 

T}ie fragrant grove, the inestimable mine, « 

Were light, when wgigheu against one smile of thine. 

Though, clasped wd cradled in his nurse’s arms, • 

He shine with all a cherub’s artless charms, 180 

Man is the genuine offspring of revolt, 

Stubborn and sturdy, a wild ass’s colt; 

His passions, like the watery stores that sleep 
Beneath the smiling surface of the deep. 

Wait but the lashes of a wintry storm 
To frown and roar, and shake his feeble form. 

From infancy through tdiildhood’s giddy maze, 

Froward at school, and fretful in his plays, 

The puny tyrant burns to subjugate 

The free republic of the whip-gig i^ate. tgo 

If one, his ^ual in athletic frame. 

Or, more provoking still, of nobler name, 

Dare step across his arbitrary views, 

An Iliad, only not in verse, ensues ; * 

u he little Greeks look trembling at the scales. 

Till the best tongue or heaviest hand prevails. 

Now see him launched into die world at large: 

Ii priest, supinely droning o’er his charge. 

Their fleece hu pillow, and his w^kly drawl. 

Though sboyif too long, the price ne pays for all; 
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If lawyer, loud whatever cause he plead. 

But proudest of the worst, if that succeed ; 

Perhaps a grave physician, ^thering fees. 

Punctually paid for lengthening out disease ; 

No Cotton, whose humanity sheds rays. 

That make superior skill his second praise ; 

If arms engage him, he devotes to s^rt 
His date of life, so likely to be short, ( 

A soldier may be anything, if brave; 

So m^ a tradesman, if not quite a knave. 

Such stuff the world is made of; and mankind 
To passion, interest, pleasure, whim, resigned, 

InsiK on, as if each were his o'firn P9pe, < 
Forgiveness, and the privilege of hope ; 

But Conscience, in some awful silent hour. 

When captivating lusts have lost their power. 

Perhaps when sickness, or some fearful dream. 
Reminds him of religion, hated theme I * 

Starts from the down, on which she lately slept. 

And tells of laws despised, a^ least not kept : 

Shows with a pointing linger, and no noise, 

A pale procession of past sinful joys. 

All witnesses of blessings foully scoriled. 

And life abused, and not to be suborned. 

Mark these," she saj’s ; " these, summoned from afar. 
Begin their march to meet thee at the bar ; 

There find a Judge inexorably just, 

And perish there, as all presumption must." 

Peace be to thofte (such peace as,earth can give) 

Who live in pleasure, dead even while ^ey live ; 

Bom capable indeed of heavenly truth ; 

But down to latest age, from earliest youth, 

Tl^ir mind a wilderness through want of care. 

The plough of wisdom never entering there. 

Peace (if Insensibility may claim 
A right to the meek honours of her name) 

To men of pedigree, their noble race. 

Emulous always of the nearest place 
To any throne, except the throne of grace. 

Let cottagers and unenlightened swains 
Revere the laws they dream that heavoa ordains ; 
Resort on Sundays to the house of prayer. 

And ^k, and fancy they find, blessings there; 
Themselves, perhaps, when weary th^ retreat ^ 

"“T# enjoy cool nature in a country seat, * 

To exchange the cefitre of a thousand trades 
For clumps, and lawns, and temples, and cascades. 
May now and then their vidvet cushions take. 

And seem to pray, for good example’ sake ; 

Judging, in charity no ^ubt,.the town 
Pious enough, and having need of none. 

Kind souls! to teach theur^enantiy to {aise 
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What they themselves, without remorse, despise: 

Nor hope have they, nor fear, of aught to come, 

As well for them had prophe^ been dumb ; 

Thw could have held the conduct they pursue. 

Had Paul of Tarsus lived and died a Jew ; 

•And truth, proposed to reasoners wise as Aey, 

Is 4 pearl cast-—completely cast, away. 

They die.-«-Death lends them, pleased, luid as in sporty 260 
All the grim honours of his ghastly court. 

Far other paintings grace the chamber now. 

Where late we saw the mimic landscape glow : 

The busy heralds hang the s^ble scene * 

With mournfA scutcheons, and dim lamps between ; 

Proclaim their titles to the crowd around^ 

But they that wore them move not at the sound ; 

The coronet placed idly at their head 
Adds nothing now to the degraded dead ; 

And evdh the star that glitters on the bier 270 

Can only say —** Nobility lies here.” 

Peace to all such—'twere pity to offend, % 

By useless censuie, whom we cannot mend ; 

Life without hope can close but in despair ; 

*Twas there we found them, and must leave them there. 

As when two pilgrims in a forest stray, 
ifoth may be lost, yet each in his own way ; 

So fares it with the multitudes beguiled 
In vain opinion’s waste and dangerous wild ; 

Ten thousand rove the brakes and thorns among, 28c 

Some eastward, and sonjp westward, and all wrong. 

But here, alas I the Jatal difference lies. 

Each man’s belief is right in his own eyes ; 

And he that blames what they have blindly chose. 

Incurs resentment for the love he shows. 

Say, botanist, within whose province fall 
The cedar and the h^op on the wall. 

Of all that deck the lanes, the fields^ the bowers. 

What parts the kindred tribes of we^s and flowers ? 

Sweet scent, or lovely form, or both combined, 290 

Distinguish eveiy cultivated kind ; * 

The want of both denotes a meaner breed. 

And Chloe from her garland picks the we^. 

Thus hopes of eveiy sort, whatevqp- sect 
Esteem them, sow them, rear them, and protect. 

If wild in nfture^ and not duly found, 

Gethsemane 1 in thy dear hallowed g^und,— 

That cannot bear the blaze of Scriptine light, 

*Nor cheer the spirit, nor refresh the s^t. 

Nor animate the so^ to Christian deeds,— 300 

(Oh cast them from thee I) ore weeds, arrant weeds, 
Ethelred’s house, the centre of ssxwways. 

Diverging ea^ from each, like equal ny& • 

Himself asbj^tifal-as Api^ lain^ 
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Lord paramount of the surrounding plains, 

Would give relief of bed and board to none 
But guests that sought it in the appointed One : 

And they might enter at his open door, 

Even till his spacious hall would hold no more. 

He sent a servant forth by every road, 

To sound his horn, and publish it abroad. 

That all might mark—knight, menial, high, and low— 

An ordinance it concerned them much to know. 

If aft<u all some headstrong hardy lout 
Woula disobey, though sure to be shut out. 

Could he with reason murmur at his case, 

IIiii(self sole author of his own'disg^ce ? 

No I the decree was just and without flaw ; 

And he that made had right to make the law ; 

His sovereign power and pleasure unrestrained, 320 

The wrong was his who wrongfully complained. 

Yet half mankind maintain a churlish strife 
Wit}i Him, the Donor of eternal life. 

Because the deet^by which his love conhims 
The laigess he bestovrs, prescribes the terms. 

Compliance with his will your lot ensures ; 

Accept it only, and the boon is yours. 

And sure it is as kind to smile and give. 

As with a frown to say, ** Do this, and live.” 

I.ove is not pcdler's trumpery, bought and sold : 330 

He «'/'// give freely, or he wM withhold ; 

His soul abhors a mercenary thought. 

And him as deeply who abhors it not : 
lie stipulates indeed, but merely tlfis. 

That n^an will freely take an unbought fiiiss. 

Will trust him for a fmthful generous part, 

Nor set a price upon a willing heart. 

Of all the ways that seem to promise fair. 

To place you where his saints his presence share. 

This ocsly can ; for this plain cause, expressed 340 

In terms as plain. Himself has shut the rest. 

But oh the strife, the bickering, and debate. 

The tidings of unpurchased heaven create 1 
The flirted fan, the bridle, and the tos% 

All speakers, yet all language at a loss. 

From stuccoed walls smart ai^goments rebound; 

And l^us, adepts in evei^ thing profound. 

Die ol' disdain, or whistle off the sound. 

-owch is the clamour of rooks, daws, and kites, * 

The explosion of tlu levelled tube excites, 3^0 

'Where mouldering abbey walls o*erhang the glade. 

And oaks coeval spread a mournful shade ; 

The screaming nations, hovering in mid air. 

Loudly resent the strar^r’s freedom there. 

And seem to wa^n him never to repeat 
His bold intrusion on thei^ dark retreat. 
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Adieu,” Vinosa cries, ^re yet he sips 
The pUrple bumper trembling at his lips, 

** Adieu to all morality, if Grace 

Make works a vain ingredient in the case. 3O0 

The Christian hope is—Waiter, draw the cork— 
mistake not—Blockhead ! with a fork ! 

Without good works, whatever some may boost. 

Mere folly a^d delusion—Sir, your toast. 

My firm persuasion is, at least sometimes. 

That Heaven will weigh man’s virtues and his crimes ^ 

With nice attention, in a righteous scale, 

And save or damn as these or those prevails 
I plant my foot upon th^ grdhnd of trust, ’ 

And silepce every fear with—God is just 
But if perchance on some dull drizzling day 
A thought intrude, that says, or seems to say, 

If thus the important cause is to be tried, 

Suppose*the TCam should dip on the wrong side ; 

I soon recover from these needless frights, 

And God is merciful—sets all to riglits. ^ • 

Thus between ju »‘ice, as mv prime support. 

And mercy, fi^ to as the last resort, 

I glide and steal along with heaven in view. 

And,—pardon me, the bottle stands with you.” 380 

•” I never will believe,” the colonel cries, 

“ The sanguinary schemes that some devise, 

Who make the good Creator on their plan 
A being of less equity than man. 

If appetite, or what divines call lust, , 

Which men comply with, even because they must. 

Be punished with p^ition, who is pure ? 

Then theirs, no doubt, as well as mine b sure. 

If sentence of eternal pain belong ** 

To every sudden slip and transient wrong, ^90 

Then Heaven enjoins the fallible and frail 
A hopeless task, and damns them if they fiul. 

My creed (whatever some creed-makers mean 
By Athanasian nonsense, or Nicene), 

My creed is, He b safe that does his best. 

And death’s a doom sufficient for the rest.” 

** Right,” says an ensign, **and for aught I see, 
your faith and mine sul^tantially jigree; 

The best of every manb performance here , , 

Is to dbcharge the duties of his sphere. 400 

A lawyer’s (Sealing should be just and fair. 

Honesty shines with great advantage the/e. 

•Fasting and prayer sit well upon a priest, 

A decent caution and reserve at'least. 

A soldier’s best b courage in the field. 

With nothing here that wants to be qpncealed: 

Manly deportment, gallant, easy, gay; 

A hand lU li^ral as the light of &y. 
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The soldier thus endowed. Who never shrinks 

Nor closets up his thought, whate’er he thinks, 410 

Who scorns to do an injury by stealth. 

Must go to heaven—and 1 must drink his health. 

Sir Smug,” he cries (for lowest at the board, 

Just made fifth chaplain of his patron lord, 
llis shoulders witnessing ^ many a shrug 
How much his feelings suffered, sat Sir Smug), . 

** Your office is to winnow false from true ; 

Come, prophet, drink, and tell us, what think you ? ” 

Signing and smiling as he takeahis glass. 

Which they that^woo preferment rarefy pass, 420 

** Fallible man," the church-br«jd youth replies 
'* Is still found fallible, however wise; 

And differing judgments serve hut to declare. 

That truth lies somewhere, if we knew but where. 

Of all it ever was my lot to read. 

Of critics now alive, or long since dead. 

The book of all the world mat charmed me most 
Was—well-a-day,. the title-page was lost; 

The writer well remarks, a heart that knows 

To take with gratitude what Heaven bestows, 430 

With prudence always ready at our call. 

To guide our use of it, is all in all. 

Doubtless it is.—To which, of my ovm store, 

I superadd a few essentials more $ 

But these, excuse the liberty 1 tak^ 

I waive just now, for conversation sake.*'— 

** Spoke like an omcle I” they all exclaim. 

And add Right R^erend to Smug*^ honoured name. 

And,^et our lot is given us ia a land,** 

Where Dusy arts are never at a stand ; 440 

Where Science points her telescopic eye, 

Fahniliar with the wonders of the sky t 
Where bold Inquiry, diving out of sight, 

Bringsimany a precious pearl of truth to light ; 

Where nought mudes the persevering quest. 

That fashion, taste, or luxury suggest. 

But above all, in her own light arrayed,, 

See Mercy's nand apocalypse displayed I 
The Sacred Book no longer suffers wson. 

Bound in the fetters of an unknown tongue ; 45p 

But sp^ks, with plainnesS art could never mend. 

What simplest minds can soonest comprehend. 

'^Cj'd gives the word, the preachers throng around. 

Live from his lips, «.nd spread the glorious sound t 
That sound bespeaks Salvation on per way. 

The trumpet of a life-restoring day ; 

*Tis heard where England's Eastern glory shines. 

And in the gulfs of her Comubian mines. 

And still it sprei^s. ^es Germany send forth 

Her sons to pour it on the farthest north 1 460 



HOPE, 


Iff’ 


Fired with a zeal peculiar, they dftfy 
The rage and rigour of a polar sky. 

And plant successfully sweet Sharon's Rose 
On icy plains, and in eternal snows. 

O blessed within the inclosure of your rocks. 

Nor herds have ye to boast, noi* bleating flocks, 

No fertilizing streams your fields divide^ 

Thae show, reversed, the villas on their side ; 

No groves haVe ye; no cheerful sound of bird. 

Or voice of turtle, in your land is heard; 470 

Nor grateful eglantine regales the smell 
Of those that walk at evening where ye dwelt : 

But Winter, armed with terrors here unknown, 

Sits absolute on his unsl&ken throne ; 

Piles up Ais stores amidst the frozen waste, 

And bids the mountains he has built stand fast; 

Beckons the legions of his storms away 

From happier scenes, to make your land a prey ; 

Proclaims the soil a conquest he has won. 

And scorns to share it with the distant sun. 480 

—Yet Truth is yc-.its, remote, unenvied isle^ 

And Peace, the genuine offspring of her smile; 

The pride of lettered ignorance, that binds 
In chains of error our accomplished minds. 

That decks, with all the splendour of the true, 

A false religion, is unknown to you. 

Nature indeed vouchsafes for our delight 
The sweet vicissitudes of day and night; 

Soft airs and genial moisture feed and cheer 

Fifeld, fruit, and flower, ahd every creature'here; 490 

But brig:hter beams than his who fires the skies 

Have nsen at length on your admiring eyes, 

That shoot into your darkest caves the day, ** 

From which our nicer optics turn away. '' 

Here see the encouragement Grace gives to vice, 

The dire effect of mercy without price! , 

What were they? What some fools are made by art 
They were by nature, atheists, head and heart. 

The gross idolatry blind heathens teach , 

Was too refined for them, beyond their reach. 500 

Not even the glorious sun, though men revere 
The monarch most that seldom will appear, 

And though his beams, that quicks where they shine.. 

May claim some right to be esteemed diving 
Not even the* sun, desirable as rare. 

Could bend one knee, engage one votary .*here ; 

^ey were, what base credulity believes 

True Christians are, dissemblers, drunkards, thieves. 

The full-gorged savage, at his nauseous feast 
Spent haU the darkness, and snored out the rest, 5x0 

Was one whom Justice, on an eqiial ^flan 
Denouneixtg dyklh upon the luns ofanan. 
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Might almost have indulge'd with'an escape 
Chaigeable only with a human shape. 

What are they now?—Morality may spare 
Her grave concern, her kind suspicions there: 

The wretch who once sang wildly, danced, and laughed, 

And sucked in dizzy madne^ with his draught, , 

Has wept a silent flood, reversed his ways, , 

Is sober, meek, benevolent, and prays, , ' 520 

Feeds sparingly, communicates his storey 
Abhprs the craft he boasted of before. 

And he that stole has learned to steal no more. 

Well spake the 4>rophet, ** Let the desert sing: 

Where sprang the thorn, the ftpiry fir shall sj^ring ; 

And where unsightly and rank thislies grew. 

Shall grow the myrtle and luxuriant yew.'* 

Go now, and with important tone demand 
On what foundation virtue is to stand. 

If self-exalting claims be turned adrift, 1 53O 

And grace be grace indeed, and life a gift; 

The poon reclaimed inhabitant, his eyes 
Glistening at once with pity and surprise. 

Amazed that shadows should obscure the sight 
Of one whose birth was in the land of light. 

Shall answer, ** Hope, sweet Hope, has set me free. 

And made all pleasures else mere dross to me.” < 

These, amidst scenes as waste as if denied 
The common care that waits on all beside. 

Wild as if Nature there, void of all good, 540 

Played only gambols in a frantic mo^, 

(Yet charge not Aeavenly skill with having planned 
A plaything world, unworthy of his hahd;) 

Can see his love, though secret evil lurks 
In all we touch, stamped plainly oh his works; 

Deem life a blessing with its numerous woes. 

Nor spurn away a giil a God bestows. 

Ha:xj task indeed o’er Arctic seas to roam! 

Is hope exotic ? grows it not at home ? 

Yes; but an object, bright as orient mom, 550 

May press the eye Aoo closely to be borne: 

A distant virtue we can all confess ; 

It hurts our pride, and moves our envy, less. 

Leuconomus (beneath well-sounding Greek 
I sliuji name a poet must not speak) 

Stood pilloried on infamy’s high stage, 

-v^nd bore the pelting scorn of half an age; 

The very butt of sUnder, and the Wot 
For every dart that malice ever shot. 

The man that mentioned Aim at once dismissed 5C0 

All mercy from his lips, and sneered, and hissed; 

His crim» were such as Sodom never knew. 

And Peijuiy stqpd up to swear all true; 

His aim was mischief, anti hi's zeal pretence. 
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His speech rebellion i^iAst conllmon sense; 

A knave, when tried on honesty's plain rule. 

And when by that of reason, a mere fool; 

The world's best comfort was, his doom was passed. 
Die when he might, he must be damned at last. 

^ Now, Truth, perform thine ofilice; waft aside 
The curtain drawn by prejudice and pride, 

Re'^eal (thcman is dead) to wondering eyes 
This more than monster in his proper guise. 

He loved the world that hat^ him: the tear 
That dropped upon his Bible was sincere: 

Assailed by scandal and the tongue of strife 
His only answer was a blameless life; 

And he that forged, and he that threw the dart. 

Had eaAi a brother’s interest in his heart. 

Paul’s love of Christ, and steadiness unbribed. 

Were copied close in him, and well transcribed. 

He foll<vved Paul; his zeal st kindred flame. 

His apostolic charity the same. 

Like him, crossed cheerfully tempestuous seas. 
Forsaking country, kindred, friends, and else; 

Like him he laboured, and like him content 
To bear it, suffered shame where’er he went. 

Blush, Calumny ; and write upon his tomb, 

If honest eulogy can spare thee room. 

Thy deep repentance of thy thousand lies. 

Which, turned at him, have pierced the oftended skies ! 
And say, ** Blot out my sin, confessed, deplored. 
Against thine image in thy saint, O Lord 1" 

* No blinder bigot, 1 nllLintain it still, * 

Than he who mustliave pleasure, come what will; 

He laughs, whatever weapon Tnitn may draw. 

And deems her slrarp artillery mere straw. 

Scripture indeed is plain; but God and he 
On Scripture ground are sure to disagree; 

Some wiser rule must teach him how to live 
Than that his Maker has seen fit to give; 

Supple and flexible as Indian caiie. 

To take the bend his appetites ordain; • 

Contrived to suit frail nature’s crazy case. 

And reconcile his lusts with saving grace. 

By this, with nice preciMon of design. 

He draws upon life’s map a zigzag line. 

That shows now far 'tis safe to follow sin. 

And wherefliis dsmger and God's wrath begin. 

By this he forms, as pleased he sports afamg, 

.His well-poised estimate of right smd wrong; 

And finds the modish manners of the day, 

Thoiffih loose, as harmless as an infant’s play. 

BuOd by whatever plan caprice decrees. 

With what materials, on what gi^ifti you please; 
Your s^^ stand unblamc^spethaps admire^ 
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If not that hope the Scripture has' required. 

The strange conceits* vain projects* and wild dreams* 
With which hypocrisy for ever teems* 

(Though other follies strike the public eye* 

And raise a laugh) pass unmolested by; 

But if* unblameable in word knd thought* 

A man arise* a man whom God has taught. 

With all Elijah’s dignity of tone* ^ 

And all the love of the beloved John* ‘ 

To storm the citadels they build in air* 

And imite the untemperra wall ’tis death to spare ; 

To sweep away fill refuges of lies* 

AnO place, instead of quirks themselves devis^ 

Lama sabachthani wfore their e^es; 

To prove* that witliout Christ all gain is loss* 

All hope despair* that stands not on his ctoss; 

Except the few his God may have impressed, 

A tenfold frenzy seizes all the rest. 

Throughout mankind, the Christian kind at least* 
There dwells a consciousness in eveiy breast, 

That folly ends ^here genuine hope begins* 

And he that finds his heaven must lose his sins. 

Nature opposes with her utmost force 
This riving stroke* this ultimate divorce; 

And* while religion seems to he her view* 

Hates with a deep sincerity the true: 

For this* of all that ever influenced man* 

Since Abel worshipped* or the world began. 

This only spares no lust* admits no plea. 

But makes him* if at all* completely free; 

Sounds forth the signal* as she mounts tier car. 

Of an eternal* universal war ; 

Rejects all treaty* penetrates all wiles* 

ScX}ms w'ith the same indifference frowns and smiles; 
Drives through the realms of Sin* where Riot reels* 
And grinds his crown beneath her burning wheels 1 
Hence all that is in man* pride, passion* art* 

Powers of the mind, and feelings of the heart. 
Insensible of Tmti^s almighty charms* 

Starts at her first approach* and sounds to arms! 

While Bigotry, with well-dissembled fears* 

His eyes shut fast* his fingers in his ears, 

Mijghty to parry and puslrby God’s word 
WitH'Senseiess noise* his aigument the sword* 

T^retends a zeal for godliness and grace* « 

And spits abhorrence in the Christian's face. 

Parent of Hope* immortal Truth! make known 
Thy deathless wreaths and triumphs all thine own: 
The silent progress of thy power is such* 

Thy means so feeble* and despised so much* 

That few believe the Wonders thou hast wrought* 

And none can tdkch thexn^ but whom thou ha^ tatlght. 
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O see me sworn to serve* thee, And command 
A painter's skill into a poet’s hand, 670 

That, while I trembling trace a work divine, 

Fancy may stand aloof from the design. 

And light, and shade, and every stroke be thine. 

^ If ever thou hast felt another's pain, 

IC ever when he sighed hast sighed again, 

If^ver on thine eyelid stood the tear 
That pity had engendered, drop one here. 

This man was happy—^had the world’s good word, 

And with it every joy it can afford; 

P'ricndship and love seemed tenderly at s^ife, ‘ CHo 

Which moshshould sweeten his untroubled life ; 

Politely learned, and &f a gentle race. 

Good oreeding and good sense gave ^1 a grace. 

And whether at the toilet of the fair 

He laughed and trifled, made him welcome there,— 

Or if i9 masculine debate he shared. 

Ensured him mute attention and regard. 

Alas, how changed I expressive of his mind, . 

His eyes are sunk, arms folded, head redllncd ; 

Those awful syllables, Hell, Death, and Sin, C90 

Though whispered, plainly tell what works within. 

That conscience there performs her proper part, 

«And writes a doomsday sentence on his heart; 

Forsaking and forsaken of all friends. 

He now perceives where earthly pleasure ends ; 

Hard task ! for one who lately knew no care, 

And harder still as learnt Iseneath despair; 

*His hours no lon^r pfihs unmarked awa^, 

A dark important saddens every day ; 

lie hears tlie notice of the clock perplexed, 700 

And cries, “ Perhaps eternity strikes next 
Sweet music is no longer music here. 

And laughter sounds like madness in his ear ; 

His grief the- world of all her power disarms. 

Wine has no taste, and beauty has no charms : 

God’s holy word, once trivial in his view. 

Now by the voice of his experience trge. 

Seems, as it is, the fountain whence alone 
Must spring that hope he pants to make his own. 

, Now let the bright reverse be known abroad ; 710 

Say man’s a worm, and power ifelongs to God, 

As when a felon, whom nis country’s laws 
Have justly doomed for some atrocious cause. 

Expects in darkness and heart-chillingirfears, 

* The shameful close of all his misspent years; 

If chance, on heavy pinions slowly bom^ 

A temped usher in the dreaded mom. 

Upon his dungeon wails the lightnings play. 

The thunder seems to summon hinf away. 

The the door his key^ipplies. 
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Shoots back the bolt, and all his cdurage dies ; 

If then, just then, all thoughts of meitpr lost. 

When hope, long lingering, at last yields the ghost. 

The sound of pardon pierce his startled ear. 

He drops at once his fetters and his fear ; 

A transport glows in all he looks and speaks. 

And the first thankful tears bedew his cheeks. 

Joy, far superior joy, that much outweighs 
The comfort of a few poor added days. 

Invade^, assesses, and o’erwhelms the soul 730 

Of him^WQom hope has with a touch made whole. 

'Tis heaven, all heaven descending on the wings 
Of th^ glad legions of the King t>f kings; 

*Tis more—’tis God dififused through every part, 

'Tis God himself triumphant in his heart. 

O, welcome now the sun’s once hated light, 

His noonday beams were never half so bright. 

Not kindred minds alone are called to employ 
Their hours, their days, in listening to his joy; 

Unconscious natu^, all that he surveys, 740 

Rocks, groves, and streams, must join him in his praise 
These arc thy glorious works, eternal Truth, 

The scoff of withered age and beardless youth j 
These move the censure and illiberal grin 
Of fools that hate thee and delight in sin : 

But these sliall last when night lias quenched the pole. 

And heaven is all departed as a scroll. 

And when, as Justice has long since decreed, 

This earth shall bls^ze, and a new world succeed. 

Then these thy glorious works, and they who share- 750 
That Hppe, which can alone exclude des'^air. 

Shall live exempt from weakness and decay. 

The brightest wonders of an endless day. 

Happy the bard (if that fair name belong 
To him that blends no fable with his song) 

Whosee^ines uniting, by an honest art. 

The faithful monitor’s and poet’s part. 

Seek to delight, that they may mend, mankind. 

And, while they captivate, inform the mind ; 

Still happier, if he till a thankful soil, 760 

And fruit reward his honourable toil; 

But happier far, who comfort those that wait 
To heari.plain truth at Judy’s hallowed gate: 

Their language simple, as their manners meek, 

-Nd shining ornaments have they to seek; 

Nor labour they, nd^ time nor talents waste. 

In sorting flowers to suit a fickle taste; 

But while they speak the wisdom of the skies, 

Which art can only darken and disguise, 

The abundant harvest, ^jecompense divine, 770 

Repays their wor^—the leaning only mine. 
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9 UO nihil majus meliusve terris 
ata donavere, bonique divi; 

Mac dabun^ quamvis redeant in aunim 

TeniiK>ra priscum.—H or. lib. iv. ode a 

Fairest and foremost of the train that wait 
On man’s most dignified and happiest state, 

Whether we name thee Clarity or Love,* 

Chief grac^below, and all in all above. 

Prosper (I press thee with a powerful plea) 

A task 1 venture on, impelled by thee: 

Oh never seen but in thy blest effects, 

Nor f(^t but in the soul that Heaven selects; 

Who seeks to praise thee, and to make thee known 
To other hearts, must have thee in his own. 

Come, prompt me with benevolent desires, " 
Teach me to kitiule at thy gentle fires. 

And though disgraced and slighted, to redeem 
A poet’s name, by making thee the theme. 

^ God, working ever on a social plan. 

By various ties attaches man to man: 

He made at first, though free and unconfined. 

One man the common father of the kind; 

That every tribe, though placed as he sees best, 
•Where seas or deserts ^art them from the rest. 
Differing in language, manners, or in face. 

Might feel themselves allied to all the race. 

When Cook—lamented, and with tears as just 
As ever mingled with heroic dust— 

Steered Britain’s oak into a world unknown. 

And in his country’s glory sought his own. 

Wherever he found man, to nature true. 

The rights of man were sacred in his view; 

He soothed with gifts, and greetM with a smile, 

The simple native of the new-found iste; 

He spumed the wretch that slighted or withstood 
Tlie- tender aigument of kindr^ blood. 

Nor would endure that any shorid control 
His freeborn brethren of the southern pole. 

But though some nobler minds a law respect, 

That none shall with impunity iteglect^ 

> In baser souls unnumbeim evils meet. 

To thwart its influence, and its end defeat. 

While Cook is loved for savage lives he saved. 

See Cortez odious for a world enslaved! 

Where wast thou then, sweet Chaiity 1 where then, 
Thou tutd^ friend of helple8%meR? * 
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Wast thou in monkish cells and nunneries found. 

Or building hospitals on English ground ? 

No.—Mammon makes the world his legatee 
Through fear, not love; and Heaven abhors the fee. 
flVherever found (and all men need thy care). 

Nor age nor infancy could find thee there. 

The hand, that slew till it could slay no more. 

Was glued to the sword-hilt with Indian gore. 50 

Their prince, as justly seated on his throne 
As vain ,'mperial Philip on his own. 

Tricked out of all his royalty by art. 

That stripped him bare, and broke his honest heait. 

Died by the sentence of a shaven'^riesl, ‘ 

For scorning wliat they taught him to detest. 

How dark tlie veil that intercepts the blaze 
Of Heaven’s mysterious purposes and ways; 

God stood not, though he seemed to stand, aloof; 

And at this hour the conqueror feels the proof: 60 

The wreath he won drew down an instant curse. 

The fretting plagucrt's in the public purse, 

The cankered spoil corrodes the pining state. 

Starved by tliat indolence their mines create. 

Oh could their ancient Incas rise again. 

How would they take up Israel’s taunting strain I 
“ Art thou too fallen, llieria t Do we see 
The robber and the murderer weak as we ? 

I'hou that hast wasted earth, and dared despise 
Alike the wrath and mercy of the skies, 70 

Thy pomp is in the grave, thy gloiy l^id 
J .ow in the pits thine avarice has made. , 

We come>with joy from our eternal rest. 

To see the ojijiressor in his turn oppressed. 

Art thou the god, the thunder of whose liand 
Rolled over all our desolated land. 

Shook principalities and kingdoms down. 

And maZie the mountains tremble at his frown ? 

I'he sword shall light upon thy boasted powers, 

And waste them, as thy sword has wasted ours.” So 

’I'is thus Omnipotence his law fulfils. 

And vengeance executes what justice wills. 

Again—the band of commerce was designed 
To a^ociate all the branchee of mankind ; 

And if s-boundless plenty be the robe^ 

Trade is the golden girdle of the globe; 

Wise^to promote whatever end he means, 

God opens fruitful Nature’s various scenes : 

Each climate needs what other climes produce^ 

And offers something to the general use ; 90 

No land but listens to the commton call. 

And in return receives sup^y from allr 
This genial intercourse, and^mutuid aid. 

Cheers what were else a universal shade, 
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Calls Nature from her ivy-mantled den, 

And softens human rockwork into men. 

Ingenious Art, with her expressive face. 

Steps forth to fashion and refine the race^ 

Not only fills necessity's demand, 

jput overcharges her capacious hand: ico * 

C'apricious taste itsdf can crave no more, 

'rhnd slie suj^lies from her abounding store ; 

She strikes out all that luxury can ask, 

And gains new vigour at her endless task, 
llers is the spacious arch, the shapely spire, 

'I'he painter’s pencil, and the poevs lyre ; • 

From her the«:anvas borrow#light and shade, 
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And pours a torrent of sweet notes around, 

Fast as the thirsting ear can drink the sound. 

These are the gilts of Art, and Art thrives most 
Where commerce has enriched the busy coast; • 

lie catches all im^ revements in his flight, * 

Spreads foreign wonders in his country’s sight. 

Imports what others have invented well, 

And stirs his own to match them or exceL 
thus reciprocating, each with each. 

Alternately the nations learn and teach; 120 

While Providence enjoins to every soul 
A union with the vast terraqueous whole. 

Heaven speed the canvas, gallantly unfurled 
To furnish and accommSdatc a world, * 

To give the pole th% produce of the sun. 

And knit the unsocial climates into one. —> 

Soft airs and gentle heavings of the wave 
Impel the fleet, whose errand is to save, 

To succour wasted regions, and replace 
The smile of opulence in sorrow's face.— 

Let nothing adverse, nothing unforeseen. 

Impede the bark that plough thejdeep serene, 

Chaiged with a freight transcending in if.s worth 
The gems of India, nature’s rarest birth. 

That flies, like Gabriel on his Lord’s commands, 

•A herald of God’s love to pagan ^nds. 

But ah ! what wish can prosper, what prayer. 

For merchants rich in catgoes of despair. 

Who drive*a loathsome traffic, gauge and span, 

^And buy the muscles and the bones of man ? *** ’ 140 

• The tender ties of fother, husband, friend, 

AH bonds of nature in that moment end ; 

And each endures, while yet be draws his breath, 

A stroke as fatal as the 8<ythe of death. 

The sable warrior, frantic with ^ 

Of her lie l</res» and never can ibzget^ 


And verse, more lasting, hues that never fade. 
She guidfes the finger o’er the dancing keys, 
Cvives difficulty alif the grace of ease. 



120 


cjiARiry, 


Loses in tears the far recedZng shOt^, 

But not the thought that they must meet no more ; 

Deprived of her and freedom at a blow. 

What has he left, that he can yet forego ? 150 

Yes, to deep sadness sullenly resigned. 

He feels his body’s bondage in his mind ; 

Puts off his generous nature; and, to suit 
His manners with his fate, puts on the brute 
O most degrading of all ills, that wait 
On man, a mourner in his best estate 1 
All otYier sorrows virtue mav endure. 

And find submission more than half a cure; 

Gri^r is itself a medicine, and bestowed 

To improve the fortitude that bears {he load, iGo 

To teach the wanderer, as his woes increase. 

The path of Wisdom, all whose paths are peace; 

But slavery !—Virtue dreads it as her grave: 

Patience itself is meanness in a slave; 

Or if the will and sovereignty of God 
Bid suffer it awhile, and kiss the rod. 

Wait for the daWning of a brighter chiy. 

And snap the chain the moment when you may. 

Nature imprints upon whate'er we see 

That has a heart and life in it, *' Be free !" 170 

The beasts are chartered—neither age nor force 
Can quell the love of freedom in a horse : 

He breaks the cord that held him at the rack ; 

And, conscious of an unencumbered back, 

Snu% up the morning air, forgets the rein ; 

Loose fly his forelock and his ampl^mane; 

Responsive to the distant neigh, he neigHs ; 

Nor stops till, overleaping all delays, 

He finds the pasture where his felloWs graze. 

Canst thou, and honoured with a Christian name, x8o 
Buy what is woman-born, and feel no shame? 

Trade^n the blood of innocence, and plead 
Expedimcc as a warrant for the deed ? 

So may the wolf, whom famine has made bold 
To quit the forest a^ invade the fold ; 

So may the ruffian, who with ghostly glide, 

Dagger in hand, steals close to 3rour bedside ; 

Not he, but his emergence forcra the door. 

He f^pd it inconvenient ft> be poor. 

Has God then given its sweetness to the cane, X90 

Ufj/iss his laws be trampled on—^In vain ? 

Built a briWe worlds which cannot yet subsist. 

Unless his right to rule it be dismissed? 

Impudent blasphemy 1 So Polly pleads, 

And, Avarice being judge, with ease succeeds. 

But grant the plea, and let it stand for just. 

That man make man hil prey, because he must: 

Stilt there is room for pity^o abat^ 
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And soothe the sorrows df so sdd a state. 

A Briton knows, or if he knows it not, 200 

The Scripture placed within his reach, he ought. 

That souls have no discriminating hue, 

Alike important in their Maker’s view ; 

• That none are free from blemish since the fall, 

And love divine has paid one price for all. 

Thh wretcl^that works and weeps without relief. 

Has one that notices his silent grief. 

He, from whose hands alone all power proceeds. 

Ranks its abuse among the foulest deeds. 

Considers all injustice with a frown; • 210 

But marks the man, tl^t treads his fellow down. 

Begone—the whip and bell in that hard hand 
Arc hateful ensigns of usurped command. 

Not Mexico couM purchase kings a claim 
To scourge him, weariness his only blame. 

Remember, Heaven has an avenging rod,— 

To smite the poor is treason against God. 

Trouble is grudgingly and hardly brooked, • 

While life's subli’nost joys are overlooked? 

We wander o’er a sunburnt thirsty soil, 220 

Murmuring and weary of our daily toil. 

Forget to enjoy the palm-tree’s offered shade, 

Or taste the fountain in the neighbouring glade ; 

Else who would lose, that had the power to improve. 

The occasion of transmuting fear to love ? 

Oh, 'tis a godlike privilege to save. 

And he that scorns it is himself a slave. ^ 

Inform his mind ; one flash of heavenly ciay 
Would heal his h^rt, and melt his chains away. 

** Beauty for ashes” is a gift indeed, 230 

And slaves, by truth enlarged, are doubly freed. 

Then would he say, submissive at thy feet. 

While gratitude and love made service sweet, 

** My dear deliverer out of hopeless nighV'^ 

Whose bounty bought me but to give me light, 

I was a bondman on my native plain, 

Sin forged, and ignorance made fast, tl|p chain; 

Thy lips have shed instruction as the dew. 

Taught me what path to shun, and what pursue; 

• Farewell my former joys I I sigl^no more 240 

- For Africa’s once loved, benighted shore; 

Serving a benefactor I am free; 

At my best home, if not exiled-from thee.” 

Some men make gain a fountain, whflhce proceeds 
•* A stream of liberal and heroic-dei^; 

The swell of pity, not to be confined 
Within the scanfy limits of the mind. 

Disdains the bank, and throws the g^den sands, 

A rich deposit, on the borderinff lands: « 

These have An ear for His patenml call, 250 



CffAJSITY, 


Who makes some rich for the*^ supply of all; 

God’s gift with pleasure in His praise employ ; 

And Thornton is familiar with the joy. 

Oh, could I worship aught beneath the skies, 
^That earth has seen, or fan<7 can devise. 

Thine altar, sacred Liberty, should stand. 

Built by no mercenary vulgar hand, 

With fragrant turf, and flowers as wild and fair , 
As ever dressed a bank, or scented summer air. 
Duly, a^. ever on the mountain’s height 
The peep of Morning shed a dawning light. 

Again, when Evening in her sober vest 
Drcw*ihe grey curtain of the fading w^, « 

My soul should yield thee willing thanks and praise, 
For the chief blessings of my fairest days: 

But that were sacrilege—praise is not thine,*' 

But His who gave thee, and preserves thee mine: 
Else I would say, and as I spake bid fly 
A captive bird into the boundless sky, 

“This triple*realm^adores thee—thou art come 
From Sparta hither, and art here at home. 

We feel thy force still active, at this hour 
Enjoy immunity from priestly power. 

While Conscience, happier than in ancient years, 
Owns no superior but the God she fears. 

Propitious spirit! yet expunge a wrong 
Thy rights have suffered, and our land, too long. 
Teach mercy to ten thousand hearts, that sliare 
The fears and ho]>e% of a commercial care; 

Prisons expect the wicked, and were\>uilt^ 

To bind«the lawless, and to punish ^ilt; 

But shipwreck, earthquake, battle, hre, and flood, 
Are mighty mischiefs, not to be withstood ; 

And honest merit stands on slippeiry ground. 

Where covert guile and artifice abound. 

Let justerestraint, for public peace desired. 

Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind ; 

The foe of virtue has no chum to the^ 

But let insolvent innpcence go free.** 

Patron of else the ‘most despised of men. 

Accept the tribute of a stranger’s pen; 

Verse, like the laurel, its- in^ortai meed. 

Should^ the guerdon of a noble deed; 

I may tuarm thee, but I fear the shame 
(ChMkity flmsen as theme and aim) 

1 must incur, forgetting Howard’s name; 

Blest with all wealth can give thee, to resign 
Toys doubly sweet to feelings quick as thine, 

TO quit the bliss thy rural scenes bestow. 

To seek a nobler amidst scenes of woe. 

To traverse seas, ijuige ktri^oms, and bring home 
Not the proud monuments « Greece or Rome, 
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But knowledge such as onlf dunglons teach. 

And only sympathy like thine could reach; 

That grief, sequestered from the public stage. 

Might smooth her feathers, and enjoy her cage; 

Speaks a divine ambition, and a z^, 

The boldest patriot might be proud to feel. 

Oh that the voice of clamour and debate, 

ThatVlcztds fipr peace till it disturbs the state, 310 

Were hushed in favour of thy generous plea. 

The poor thy clients, and Heaven’s smile thy fee! 

Philosophy, that does not dream or stray, 

Walks arm in arm with Nature all his way, • 

Compasses Eafth, dives ipto ascends 
Whatever steep Enquiry recommends. 

Sees planetary wonders smoothly roll 
Round other systeifis under her control, 

I brinks wisdom at the milky stream of light 

That chetrs the silent journey of the night, 3:20 

And brings at his return a bosom chaiged 
With rich instruction, and a soul enlarged. 

The treasured sweeir. of the capacious plan 
That Heaven spreads wide before the view of man. 

All prompt his pleased pursuit, and to pursue 
Still prompt him, with a pleasure always new ; 
ffh too has a connecting power, and draws 
Man to the centre of the common cause, 

Aiding a dubious and deficient sight 

With a new medium and a purer light. 330 

AU truth is precious, if n^ all divine; 

And what di'ates thq^powers must needs renne. 

II e reads the skies, and watching every change. 

Provides the faculties an ampler range; 

And wins mankind, as his attempts prevail, 

A prouder station on the general scale. 

But Reason still, unless divinely taught, 

Whate’er she learns, learns nothing aS she ought; 

The lamp of revelation only shows. 

What human wisdom cannot but oppose, 340 

That man, in nature’s richest mantle clad^ 

And graced with all philosophy can add. 

Though fair without, and luminous within, 

Is still the progeny and heir of sin.. 

Thus taught, down falls the plumage of his pride; 

He feels his jieed of an unerring giiide. 

And knows, that falling he shall rise no more, 

Unless the power that bade him stand re^re. 

This is indeed philosophy; this known. 

Makes wisdom, worthy of the name, his own: 350 

And without this, whatever he discuss,— 

Whether the space between the stars |md us; 

Whether he measure Earth, compute the se#. 

Weigh sunbeains, carve a fly, or a flea; 
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The solemn trifler with his boasted skill 
Toils much, and is a solemn trifler still: 

Blind was he bom, and, his mis^ided eyes 
Grown dim in trifling studies, blind he dies. ^ 

Self-knowledge truly learned, of course implies 
' The rich possession of a nobler prize: 360 

For self to self, and God to man revealed 
(Two themes to Nature’s eye for ever sealed), , 

Are taught by rays, that fly with e^ual pace 
From^the same centre of enlightening gnice. 

Here stay thy foot; how copious, and how clear. 

The o’ernowing of Charity springs here 1 
Hai^! ’tis the music of a thousand rills, 

Some through the groves, some dow& the sloping hills, 
Winding a secret or an open course. 

And all supplied from an eternal source. ^ 370 

The ties 01 Nature do but feebly bind; 

And Commerce partially reclaims mankind; 

Philosophy, without his heavenly guide, 

May blow up self-conceit, and nourish pride. 

But, while his province is the reasoning part, 

I las still a veil of midnight on his heart: 

'Tis Truth divine exhibited on earth. 

Gives Charity her being and her birth. 

Suppose (when thought is warm and fancy flows. 

What will not argument sometimes suppose?) 380 

An isle possessed by creatures of our kind, 

Fndued with reason, yet by nature blind. 

I.et Supposition lend her aid once more. 

And land some grdve optician on thte shore: 

He claps his lens, if haply they may see,** 

Close to the part where vision ought to be; 

But finds, that, though his tubes assist the sight. 

They cannot give it, or make darkness light. 

He reads wise lectures, and describes aloud 
A sen^ they know not, to the wondering crowd; 390 

He talks of light, and the prismatic hues, 

As men of depth in emdition use; 

But all he gains for his harangue is—** Well! 

What monstrous lid^ some travellers will tell! ** 

The soul, whose sight all-quickening grace renews. 

Takes the resemblance of the good she view^ ^ 

As diamonds, stripped of dieir opaque disguise, 

Keflecit the noonday glory of the skies. 

Shtysii eak s of Him, her Author, Guardian, Friend, 

Whose loife Knew no beginning knows no end, 400 

In lai^uoge warm as all that love inspires^ 

And in the glow of her intense desire^ 

Pants to communicate her noble fires. 

She sees a world stark blind to what employs 
Her eager thouglm and''feeds her flowing joys; 

Though Wisdom nail thenq heedless her cw. 
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Flies to save some, and fedls a p£ng for all: 

Herself as weak as her support is strong. 

She feels that frailty she deified so long; 

And, from a knowledge of her own disease^ 410 

Learns to comi^assionate the sick she sees. 

Here see, acquitted of all vain pretence, 

Th^ reign of genuine Charity commence; 

ThoiVjgh sconi repay her sympathetic tears. 

She still is kind, and still she perseveres; 

The truth she loves a sightless world blaspheme^ 

’Tis childish dotage, a delirious dream. 

The danger they discern not, they deny ; • 

l^ugh at theiisonly remedy, ^d die. 

liut still g. soul thus touened can never cease, 420 

Whoever threatens war, to speak of peace. 

Pure in her aim, aftd in her temper mild. 

Her wisdom seems the weakness of a child: 

She makes excuses where she might condemn, 

Reviled by those that hate her, prays for them; 

Suspicion lurks not in her artless breast. 

The wf>rst suggeste 1 . she believes the best; * 

Not soon provoked, however stung and teased. 

And, if perhaps made angry, soon appeased ; 

She rather waives than will dispute her right, 430 

And, injured, makes forgiveness her delight. 

Such was the portrait an apostle drew. 

The bright original was one he knew; 

Heaven held his hand, the likeness must be true. 

«When one, that holds communion with (he skies. 

Has filled his urn w||ere fnese pure waters rise, 

And once more mingles with us meaner things, 

’Tis even as if an Angel shook his wings; 

Immortal fragrance fills the circuit wide. 

That tells us whence his treasures are supplied. 440 

So when a ship, well freighted with the stores 
The sun matures on India’s spicy shores, 

Has dropped her anchor, and her canvas furled. 

In some safe haven of our western ^yorld, 

’Twere vain enquiiy to what port she we^t. 

The gale informs us, laden with the scent. 

Some seek, when queasy con.<icience has its qualms. 

To lull the painful mmady with aljps; 

But charity not feigned intends alone ^ 

Another’s mod—theirs centres in their own; 450 

And, too sh^rt’lived to reach the realms of pea^^^ 

Must cease for ever when the poor shall diase. 

•Flavia, most fender of her own good nam^ 

Is rather careless of her sister’s mme: 

Her superfluity the poor supplies. 

But, if she touch a character, it dies. 

The seen)ing virtue weighed against toe vieg. 

She deems all safe^ for she has pafd the price: 
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No charity but alms aughv values she, 

Except in porcelain on her mantel-tree. 4C0 

How many deeds with which the world has rung, 

Fn>m pride in league with ignorance have sprung ! 

But God o’errules all human follies still. 

And bends the tough materials to His wilL 
A conflagration, or a wintry flood. 

Has left some hundreds without home or food; 

Extravagance and Avarice shall subscribe^ 

Whvle fame and self-complacence are the bribe. 

The brief proclaimed, it visits every pew. 

But 6rst the Squire’s, a compliment but due : 470 

^^ith slow deliberation he unties 

Ilis glittering purse, that envy of all eyes. 

And while the clerk just puzzles out the psalm. 

Slides guinea behind guinea in his palm>; 

Till finding, what he might have found before, 

A smaller piece amidst the precious store, 
rinched close between his nnger and his thumb. 

He half ^exhibits, and then drops the sum. 
ftold to lae sure I—Throughout the town ’tis told. 

How the good Squire gives never less than gold. 4S0 

From motives such as his, though not the best, 

Springs in due time supply for the distressed ; 

Not leas effectual than what love bestows. 

Except that Ofhee clips it as it goes. 

But lest 1 seem to sin against a friend, 

And wound the grace I mean to recommend, 

(Though vice derided with a just design 
Implies no trespass against love divine, j 
Onc^ more I would adopt the graver Style ; 

A teacher should be sparing ot his smile. 490 

Unless a love of virtue light the flame. 

Satire is, more than those he brands, to blame ; 

He hides behind a magisterial air 
Hi^own offences, and strips others bare; 

Affects indeed a most humane concern. 

That men, if gently tutored, will not learn ; 

That mulish foll^not to be reclaimed 
By softer method^ must be made ashamed; 

But (I might instance in St. Patrick’s dean) 

Too often rails to gratify his spleen. ^00 

Mo^vsatirists are indee^a public scourge ; 

Their mildest physic is a farrier’s puige; 

acrid temper turns, as soon as stirred, 

The^ nuTir of thei» good purpose all to curd. 

Their zeal begotten, as tneir works rehearse, ^ 

lean despsur upon an empty purse, 

The wild assassins start into the street 
Prepared to poniard whomsoe’er th^ meet. 

No-will in swojdsmai^ahip, however just. 

Can be secure against a madman’s thrust! * 510 
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And even Virtue so unfairly mttched, 

Although immortal, may be pricked or scratched. 

When Scandal has new-minted an old lie. 

Or taxed invention for a fresh supply, 

*Tis called a Satire, and the world appears 
, Gathering around it with erected ears: 

A thousand names are tossed into the crowd ; 

Some whii|pered softly, and some twanged aloud ; 

Just as the sapience of an author's brain 

Suggests it safe or dangerous to be plain. 520 

Strange ! how the frequent interj^ted dash 

Quickens a market, and helps on the trash > 

The important letters ^hat include the rest 
Serve as a key to those that are suppressed; 

Conjecture gripes the victims in hLs paw. 

The world is cmtrmed, and Scrib escapes the law. 

So, when the cold damp shades of night prevail. 

Worm# may be caught by either head or tail; 

Forcibly drawn from many a close recess. 

They meet with little pity, no redress ; • 530 

IMungcd in the stream, they lodge upon tfle mud. 

Food for the famished roveia of the flood. 

All zeal for a reform that gives offence 
To peace and charity, is mere pretence: 

• A bold remark, but which, if well applied. 

Would humble many a towering poet's pride. 

Perhaps the man was in a sportive fit. 

And had no other play-place for his wit; 

^Perhaps, encliantea with the love of fame. 

He sought the jewel tifhis neighbour’s shame; 540 

I’erhaps—whatevA: end he might pursue. 

The cause of virtue could not be his view. 

At every stroke wit flashes in our eyes ; 

The turns are quick, the polished points surprise. 

But shine with cruel and tremendous charms. 

That, while they please, possess us with alarms: 

So have I seen, (and hastened to the sight 
On all the win^ of holiday delight,) 

Where stands mat monument of ancient power. 

Named with emphatic dignity, the Tow^r, 550 

Guns, halberts, swords, and pistols, great and small, 

, In starry forms disposed upon t^ wall; 

We wonder, as we gazing stanobelow. 

That brass and steel should make so fine a show; 

But thou^ we praise the exact designer’s skiB^^ 

Account them implements of mischief 4 til]. 

* No works shall find acceptance in that day 
When all disguises shall be rent away. 

That square not truly with the Scrif^re plan. 

Nor spring from love to God, ^r love to man. 560 

As He ordains things sordid in th^ birth 
To be resolved into their parenfearth ; 
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And, though the soul shall i^ek superior orbs, 

Whate*er mis world produces, it absorbs; 

So self starts nothing, but what tends apace, 

If ome to the goal, where it began the race. 

Such as our motive is, our aim must be ; 

If this be servile, that can ne’er be free: 

If self employ us, whatsoe’er is wrought, 

We glorify that self, not Him we ought; , 570 

Such virtues had need prove their own reward. 

The jiadge of all men owes them no regard. 

True Charity, a plant divinely nursed. 

Fed by the love worn which it rose at 6rst, 

Thrives against hope, and in thte rudest scene 
Storms but enliven its unfading green ; 

Fxuberant is the shadow it supplies, 

Its fruit on earth, its growth above the skits. 

To look at Him, who formed us and redeemed. 

So glorious now, though once so disesteemed, 58b 

To see a God stretch forth His human hand. 

To uphold the boundless scenes of His command; 

To recollect, that’, in a form like ours. 

He bruised l>eneath His feet the infernal powers. 

Captivity led captive, rose to claim 

The wreath He won so dearly in our name; 

That, throned above all height. He condescends 
To call the few that trust in Him His friends; 

I'hat in the heaven of heavens, that space He deems 
Too scanty for the exertion of His beams, 590 

And shines, as if impatient to bestow 
Life and a kingdom upon worms bthow; 

That sight imparts a never-dying flame, ’ 

Though feeble in degree, in kind the same. 

Like Him, the soul thus kindled from above 
Spreads wide her arms of universal love ; 

And, still enlarged as she receives the grace, 

InclusJss creation in her close embrace. 

Behold a ChrLstian I—and without the fires 

The Founder of that name alone inspires, 600 

Though all accomj^shments, all knowledge meet. 

To make the shining prodigy complete. 

Whoever boasts that name—behold a cheat! 

Were love, in these the world’s last doting years. 

As fiwsuent as the want 01 it appears. 

The churches warmed, they would no longer hold 
SKoh^^^en figures, stiff as they are cold ; 

Relentiiigionns Wvuld lose their power, or cease; 

And even the dipped and sprinkle live in peace: . 

Bach heart would quit its prison in the breast, 610 

And flow in free communion with the rest. 

The statesman skilled in projects dark and deep. 

Might bum his qsriess Machiavel, and sleep ; 

His budget, often filled, yet alwaj's poor, . . 
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Might swing at ease behind his study door, 

No longer prey upon our annual rents. 

Nor scare the nation with its big contents ; 

Disbanded legions freely might depart. 

And slaying man would cease to M an art. 

No Darned disputants would take the held, 620 

S>ure not to conquer, and sure not to yield ; 
l^th sides deceived, if rightly understood. 

Pelting eJbh other for the public good. 

Did Charity prevail, the press would prove 
A vehicle of virtue, truth, and love ; 

And I might spare myself the pains to s^iow 
What few ^n learn, and all suppose they know. 

Thus have 1 souuht tb grace a serious lay 
With«many a wiM, indeed, but flowery spray. 

In hopes to gaifi, what else I must have lost, 630 

The attention Pleasure has so much engrossed. 

But i^ unhappily deceived, I dream. 

And prove too weak for so divine a theme, 

I^t Charity forgive me a mistake, , 

That zeal, not v^urty, has chanced to mdke. 

And spare the poet for his subject sake. 
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Nam neque me tantom venientis sibilus austri. 
Nec percussa jiwaiic fluccU tain litorak nec quae 
Saxosas inter aecurrunt fluniina v.'tlle& 

• VlRG. Ect. V. 


Though Nature weigh our talents, and dispense 
To every man his modicum of sense. 

And Conversation in its better part 
May be esteemed a gift, and not an art. 

Yet much depends, as in the tiller’s toil. 

On culture, and the sowing of the soiL 
Words learned by rote a parrot may n^earse. 

But talking is not always to converse; * 

Not more distinct from harmony divine 
The constant creaking of a country sign. 10 

' As alphabets in ivory employ, * 

Hour after hour, the yet unlettered boy. 

Sorting aad puzzling with a deal of glee 
Those seeds of science called his A B ^ 

* So language in the mouths of the adult. 

Witness its insignifleant result. 

Too often proves an implement of play, 

A toy to sport with, and pass time away. 

Collect at evening what tne day b^nght^orth, 

Compfess the sum into its solid worth, 


20 
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And if it weigh the imijort^nce of a dy, 

I'he scales are false, or algebra a lie. 

Sacred interpreter of human thought, 

How few respect or use thee as they ought! 

But all shall give account of every wrong, 

I* Who dare dishonour or defile the tongue. 

Who prostitute it in the cause of vice, ' 

Or sell their glory at a market>price, 

Who vote for hire, or point it with lampoon, ' 
The^ear-bought placeman, and the cheap buffoon. 30 

Tffore is a prurience in the speech of some. 

Wrath stays Uim, or else God would strike them dumb: 

Pli; wise mrbeafance has their^end in view. 

They fill their measure, and receive<their due.* 

The heathen lawgivers of ancient days. 

Names almost worthy of a Christian's prmse. 

Would drive them forth from the resort 01 men, 

And shut up eveiy satyr in his den. 

Oh come not ye near innocence and truth, 

Ye worms that eat into the bud of youth 1 40 

Infectious as impure, your blighting power 
Taints in its rudiments the promised flower; 

Its odour perished and its charming hue, 

Thenceforth ’tis hateful, for it smells of you. 

Not even the vigorous and headlong rage 
Of adolescence, or a firmer age. 

Affords a plea allowable or just 

For making speech the pamperer of lust; 

But when the breath of age commits the fault, 

’Tis nauseous as the vapour of a vcult. • 50 

So withered stumps di^race the sylvan scene. 

No ledger fruitful, and no longer green; 

The sapless wood, divested of the bark, 

Grows fungous, and takes fire at every spark. 

Oaths terminate, as Paul observes, all strife— 

Some men have surely then a peaceful life; 

Whoever sulyect occupy discourse, 

The feats of Vestris, or the naval force. 

Asseveration blustering in your face 

Makes contradicti<hi such a hopeless case. 60 

In every tale they tell, or false or true. 

Well known, or such as no man ever knew. 

They fix attention, heedlsss of your pain, 

WitK*baths like rivets forced into the brain; 

Andeven when sober truth prevails throughnu* 
it, tjU affirmance breeds a doubt. 

A Persian, humble servant of the sun, 

Who though devout, yet bi^try had none^ 

H<^ring a la^er, grave in his addne^ 

With adjurations every word imprest- 
SupposTO the man a bishop, or at least, 

Goirs name so snuch up^n his lips, a priest; 
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Bowed at the close with gill his graceful airs. 

And begged an interest in his frequent prayers. 

Go, quit the rank to which ye stood preferred, 

I-Tenccforth associate in one common herd ; 

Keligion, virtue, reason, common sense, 

Pronounce your human form a false pretence, 

* A* mere disguise in which a devil lurks, 

Wko yet betrays his secret by his works. So 

Ve powers w’ho rule the tongue, if such there are, 

Anri make colloquial happiness your care. 

Preserve me from the thing 1 dread and hate, 

A duel in the form of a debate. , 

Tlie clash o^rguments and^ar of words, 

Worse than the mortal*brunt of rival swords, 

Decide*no question with their tedious length, 

(For opposition gives opinion strength,) 

I^ivert the champions prodigal of breath. 

And pi^ the peaceably-disposed to death. 90 

Oh tnwart me not, Sir Soph, at every turn. 

Nor carp at every flaw you may discern ; 

'I'hough syllogism: i.ang not on my tongu^ 

I am not sur^y always in the wrong; 

’Tis hard if alt is false that I advance, 

A fool must now and then be right by chance. 

•Not that all freedom of dissent 1 blame ; 

No,—there I grant the privilege I claim. 

A disputable point is no man’s ground. 

Rove where you please, ’tis common all around. 100 

l>iscourse may want an animated No, 

To brush the surface, affd to make it floi^ ; 

But still rememberf if you mean to please. 

To press your point with modesty and ease. 

The mark at vmich my juster aim I take^ 

Is contradiction for its own dear sake. 

Set vour opinion at whatever pitch, 

Knots and impediments make something hitch ; 

Adopt his own, ’tis equally in vain. 

Your thread of ayrament is snapped again; . X to 

The wrangler, rather than accord with ^ou. 

Will judge himself deceived,—and prov<^it too. 

Vociferated logic kills me quite, 

,A noisy man is alw^s in the right; 

I twirl my thumbs, mil back intePmy chair. 

Fix on the wainscot a distressful stare. 

And when 5 hhope his blunders are all out. 

Reply discreetly, " To be sure—^no doubfl** 

.* Dubius is such a scrupulous good man,— 

Yes, you may catch him tripping if you can. I20 

He would not with a peremptopr tone 
Assert the nose upon his fiice his own ; 

With hesitation admirably slow, * 

He humbly hopes—presumes—itamay be ith. 

X s 
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Ills evidence, if he were csdled by. law 
To swear to some enormity he saw, 

For want of prominence and Just relief, 

Would hang an honest man, and save a thief. 

Through constant dread of giving truth offence. 

He ties up all his hearers in suspense; I3|p 

Knows what he knows, as if he knew it not; 

What he remembers seems to have forgot; , 

His sole opinion, whatsoe’er befall, 

Cent«;.ring at last in having none at all. 

Yet though he tease and baulk your listening ear. 

He makes one useful point exceeding clear; 

HoWe’er ingenious on his darlkig theme ^ 

A sceptic in philosophy may seem, 

Reduced to practice, his beloved rule 

Would onlv prove him a consummate fool; 140 

Useless in him alike both brain and speech. 

Fate having placed all truth above his reach ; 

His ambiguities his total sum, 

He might as well be blind a^ deaf and dumb. 

Where men oi judgment creep and feel their way. 

The positive pronounce without dismay. 

Their want of light and intellect supplied 
By sparks absurdity strikes out of pride: 

Without the means of knowing right from wrong. 

They always are decisive, clear, and strong; 150 

Where others toil with philosophic force, 

Their nimble nonsense takes a shorter course. 

Flings at your head conviction in the lump^ 

And gains remote conclusions at a* 3 ump ; 

Their^own defect, invisible to them, 

Seen in anj)ther, they at once condemn. 

And, though self-idolized in every case. 

Hate their own likeness in a brother’s face. 

The cause is plain and not to be denied, 

. The<>roud arc always most provoked by pride; 160 

Few competitions but engender spite. 

And those the most where neither has a right. 

The Point of Hjipnour has been deemed of tise^ 

To teach good miners and to curb abuse; 

Admit it true, the consequence is clear, 

Our polished manners are a mask we wear. 

And fX the bottom, barbarous still and mde^ 

We are restrained indeed, but not subdued, 
remedy, however sure, 

Sprin^Tfoin‘lhd*i:nischief it intends to cure, 370 

And savage in its principle appears, '. 

Tried, as it should by the fruit it bears. 

*Tis hard indeed, if nothing will defend 
Mankind from quarrels but their fatal end; 

That now and t^ien a Inero must decease. 

That the surviving world'knay live in peace.. 
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Perhaps at last close scrutiny may show 
The practice dastardly, and mean, and low. 

That men engage in it compelled by force, 

And fear, not courage, is its proper source: iSo 

The fear of tyrant custom, and the fear 

l^est fops should censure us, and fools should sneer. 

At Igast to trample on our Maker’s laws, 

And Imzard Tife for any or no cause. 

To rush into a fixed eternal state 
Out of the very flames of rage and hate. 

Or send another shivering to the bar 
With all the ^ilt of such uni^tural war, * 

Whatever use may urge,* or honour plead. 

On reason’s verdict is a madman's deed. 190 

Am I to set my lifp upon a throw, 

Because a bear is rude and surly? No. 

A moral, sensible, and well-br^ man 
Will not aflront me,—and no other can. 

Were I empowered to reflate the lists, 

Thj^ should encounter with well-loaded fist*; 

A Trojan combat would be something new. 

Let Dares beat Entellus black and blue; 

Then each might show to his admiring friends 
Bi honourable bumps his rich amends, 200 

And carry in contusions of his skull 
A satisfactory receipt in full. 

A story in which native humour reigns 
Is often useful, always entertains; 

graver fact enlistra on^our side 
May furnish illustration, well applied; 

But sedentary weavers of long tales 
Give me the fidgets, and my patience fails. 

’Tis the most asinine employ on earth, 

To hear them tell of parentage and birth, 210 

And echo conversations dull and dry. 

Embellished with— he said, and so said I. 

At every interview thw route the same. 

The repetition makes attention lame; 

We bustle up with unsuccessful speed, 

And in the saddest part cry-—** Droll indeed ! ” 

The path of narrative with care pursue^ 

^ill making probability your due,* 

On all the vestiges of truth attend. 

And let thei»«guide yon to a decent end. 

Of all ambitions man mey entertain, 

^e worst that can invade a sickly brun 
Is that which angles hourly for surprise. 

And baits its hook with prodigies and lies. 

Credulous infancy or age as weak 
Are fittest auditors for such to seek, * 

Wlio to please others will themsdees di^;ra^. 

Yet pleg^ not, but affront you to your fia^. 
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A great retailer of this curious ware. 

Having unloaded, and made many stare, 230 

“ Can this be true ?” an arch observer cries : 

♦* Yes” (rather moved), “ I saw it with these eyes.” 

Sir! I believe it on that ground alone; 

I could not had. 1 seen it with my own.” ' 

A tale should l>e judicious clear, succinct. 

The language plain, and incidents well linked. 

Tell iQ«»t as new what everybody knows. 

And, new or old, still hasten to a close; 

There, centering in a focus round and neat, 

l..et W1 your rays of informationhmect. , 240 

What neither yields us profit nor delight, 

Is like a nurse’s lullaby at night; 

CJuy Earl of Warwick and fair Eleanore, ^ 

Or giant-killing Jack, would please me more. 

The pipe, with solemn interposing puff. 

Makes half a sentence at a time enough; 

The dozing sages dr^ the drowsy strain. 

Then pause, and' pufi—and speak, and pause again. 

Such often, like the tube they so admire, 

Important triflcrs! have more smoke than fire. 250 

Pernicious weed ! whose scent the fair annoys, 

Unfriendly to society’s chief joys. 

Thy worst eiTect is banishing for hours 
I'he sex whose presence civilizes ours. 

Thou art indeed the drug a gardener wants, 

To poison vermin that infest his plants; 
lint are we so to wit and beauty blitrid 
As to despise the glory of our kind. 

And show the softest minds and fairest forms 

As little mercy as he grubs and worms ? 260 

'I'liey dare not wait the riotous abuse 

Thy thirst-creating steams at length produce, 

Whep wine has given indecent language birth. 

And forced the ^od-gates of licentious mirtii! 

For sea-born Venus her attachment shows 
Still to that element from which she rose. 

And with a quiet<which no fumes disturb. 

Sips meek infusions of a milder herK 

The emphatic speaker dearly loves to oppose 
In contact inconvenient, iiose to nose; 270 

As if the gnomon on his neighbour’s phiz, 

T.fil4j;;h|edj^th the magnet, had attracted his. •> 

His wirRpeiv'd*-«h»me, dilated and at large. 

Proves after all a wind-gun’s aiiy charge, • 

An extract of his diary—no more, 

A tasteless journal of the day before. 

He walked abroad, overtaken in the rain 

Called on a friend, drank tea, stepped home again; 

Resumed his purpose, haA a world of talk 

With one he stumbled on, and lost his walk. aSo 
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1 interrupt him with a sudden bow, 

** Adieu, dear Sir! lest you should lose it now.” 

I cannot talk with civet in the room, 

A hne puss-gentleman that’s all perfume; 

The sight’s enough—no need to smell a beau— 
tVbo th rusts his nose into a raree show? 


Ilis odorifer^s attempts to please 
Perhaps might prosper with a swarm of bees; 

Put we that make no honey, though we sting, 
Poets, are sometimes apt to maul the thing. 

’Tis wrong to bring into a mixed resort , 

What makes sf>nie sick, and ethers h-la-mortt 
An argument of cogencet we may say. 

Why such a one should keep himself away. 

A graver coxcomb we may sometimes sec. 

Quite as absui*d, though not so light as he : 

A sha)lo\y brain behind a serious mask. 

An oracle within an empty cask, 

The solemn fop; significant and budge; 

A ffx>l with judges, .'inongst fools a judge; 

He says but littl^ and that little said 
Owes all its weight, like loaded dice, to lead. 

His wit invites you by his looks to come, 

I^it when you knock it never is at home: 

’Tis like a parcel sent you by the stage, 

Some handsome present, as your hopes presage; 
’Tis heavy, bulky, and bids fair to prove 
An absent friend’s*fidelity and love; 

But when unpacked, you^disappointment groans 
To find it stuffed wiAi brickbats, earth, and stones. 

Some men employ their health, an ugly trick. 

In making known how oft they have been sick, 
And give us in recitals of disease 
A doctor’s trouble, but without the fees; 


Relate how many weeks they kept their bed, 

How an emetic or cathartic sped; 

Nothing is slightly touched, much less forgot, 

Nose, ears, and eyes seem present on the .spot. 

Now the distemper, spite of draught or pil^ 

Victorious seemed, and now the doctor’s skill; 

now—alas for unforeseen mishaps! 

*]^ey put on a damp nightcap and relapse ; 

They thought they' must have died, they were so bad ; 
Their peevisIMiearers almost wish- they 

Some fretful tempers wince at every toutflij^"^ 
'\^u always do too little or too much: 


You speak with life, in hopes to entertain,—' 
Your elevated voice goes through the brain; 
You fall at once into a lower key,— 

That’s worse, the drone>pipe of an 1 iuinble- 1 )|ee. 
The southhm sash admits too stroi% a light. 
You ris%and drop the curtain—now ’tis night; 
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He shakes with cold;—^you stir the hre and strive 
To make a blaze—^that's roasting him alive. 

Serve him with venison, and he chooses Ash; 

With sole—that's just the sort he would not wish: 

He takes what he at first professed to loathe. 

And in due time feeds heartily on both; ' 

Yet still, o’erclouded with a constant frown. 

He does not swallow, but he gulps it down. 340 

Your^ope to please him vain on every plan. 

Himself should work that wonder, if he can— 

Alas I his efforts double his distress, 

He Idces yours little, and his ovm still less. , 

Thus always teasing others, always teased. 

His only pleasure is—to be displeased. 

I pity bashful men, who feel the pain 
Of fancied scorn and undeserved disdain. 

And bear the marks upon a blushing face 

Of needless shame, and self-imposed disgrace. 35^ 

Our sensibilities are so acute. 

The fear of being' silent makes us mute. 

We sometimes think we could a speech produce 
Much to the purpose, if our tongues were loose; 

But being tied, it dies upon the lip. 

Faint as a chicken's note that has the pip: 

Our wasted oil unprofitably bums, 

Like bidden lamps in old sepulchral urns. 

Few Frenchmen of this evil have complained ; 

It seems as if we Britons were ordained, • 360 

By way of wholesdme curb upon oilir pride. 

To fear each other, fearing none beside.' 

I'he cause perhaps inquiry may descry. 

Self-searching with an introverted eye. 

Concealed within an unsuspected part. 

The vainest comer of our own vain heart: 

For e'^er aiming at the World's esteem, 

Our self-importance ruins its own scheme; 

In other eyes our talents rarely shown. 

Become at len|;th so splendid in our own, 370 

We dare not r»k tAiem into public view, 
l^t they miscarry of what seems their due. 

True mf^esty is a discerning grace. 

And qply Mushes in the proper place; 

But counterfeit is blind, and skulks through fear, 

Wlkaca/ti^ shame to be ashamed to apj^eor: * 

Humility of the first. 

The l^t by Vanity produced and nursed. 

The circle formed, we sit in silent state. 

Like figures drawn upon a dial-plate; 380 

“Yes, Ma’am," and “ No, Ma’am," uttered softly, show 
Every five minut^ hovil’the minutes go; 

Each individual,"sufiering'a constraint 
Poetry may, but colours cannot painty 
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As if in close conunittee bn the sky. 

Reports it hot or cold, or wet or dry; 

And finds a changing clime a happy source 
Of M'ise reflection, and well-tim^ discourse. 

We next inquire, but softly and by stealth, 

* I4ke conservators of the public health, 390 

Of epidemic throats, if such there ar^ 

Ancl coughi, and rheums, and phthisic, and catarrh. 

That theme exhausted,'a wide chasm ensues. 

Filled up at last with interesting news. 

Who danced with whom, and who are like to wed, 

And who is hanged, and wl^o is brought to bed; 

But fear to «l11 a mor» important cause. 

As if 'twere treason against English laws. 

The visit paid, i^'ith ecstasy we come. 

As from a seven years’ transportation, home, 400 

And there resume an unembarrassed brow, 

Recov 9 i'ing what we lost we know not how, 

The faculties that seemed reduced to nought. 

Expression and the privilege of thought. • * 

The reeking, n .u ing hero of the chase, 

I give him over as a desperate case. 

Physicians write in hopes to work a cure. 

Never, if honest ones, when death is sure; 

* And though the fox he follows may be tamed, 

A mere fox*fullower never is reclaimed. 410 

Some farrier should prescrilx! his proper course. 

Whose only fit companion is his horse, 

*Or if, deserving of a better doom, • 

The noble beast judge otherwise, his groom. 

Yet even the rogue that serves him, though he stand. 

To take his honour’s orders, cap in hand. 

Prefers his fellow-grooms, with much go^ sense ; 

Their skill a truth, his mastei:^s a pretence. 

If neither horse nor g^m affect the squire. 

Where can at last his jockeyship retire? 420 

Oh to the club, the scene of savage joys. 

The school of coarse good fellowship and noise; 

There, in the sweet society of those 

Whose friendship from his bo^sh years ne chose, 

Let him improve his talent if ne can, 

* Till none but beasts acknowledge him a man. 

Man’s heart had been impenetrably sealed, 

Like theia^that cleave the flood or graze the field. 

Had not his Maker’s all-bestowing haiti^Mw^ 
jg Given him a soul, and bade him understand; 430 

The reasoning power vouchsafed of course inferred 
The power to clothe that reason with bis word; 

For all is perfect that God works on earth. 

And He that gives condition aid» the birth. 

If this* be plain, 'tis plainly nni^erstood, • 

Wh|f uses of his boon the Giver would 
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'i'he M inip despatched upon her busy toil. 

Should range where Providence has blessed the soil 
Visiting every flower with labour meet, 

And gathering all her treasures sweet by sweet. 

She should imbue the ton|;>ie with what she sips, 
And shed the balmy blessing on the lips. 

That good diffused may more abundant grow, 

And speech may praise the power that bids it flo\V. 
Will tt^ sweet warbler of the livelong night, 

That f^s the listening lover with delight. 

Forget his harmony, with rapture heard. 

To Icarrn the twittering of a meayer bird? 

Or make the parrot's mimicry his choice. 

That odious libel on a human voice? 

No—Nature, unsophisticate by man. 

Starts not aside from her Creator's plan ; 

The melody that was at first designed 
To cheer the rude forefathers of mankind, 

Is note for note delivered in our ears, 

In the last scene of .her six thousand years. 

Yet Fashion, leader of a chattering train. 

Whom man for his own hurt permits to reign. 

Who shifts and changes all things but his sliape. 
And would tlegrade her votary to an ape. 

The fruitful parent of abuse and wrong. 

Holds a usurped dominion o’er his tongue; 

There sits and prompts him with his own disgrace. 
Prescribes the theme, the tone, and the grimace. 
And, when accomplished in her wayward school. 
Calls gentleman whom she has made a fool. 

*Tis an mialterable fixed decree. 

That none could frame or ratify but she. 

That Heaven and Fiell, and righteousness and sin. 
Snares in his path, and foes that lurk within, 

God and His attributes (a field of day 
Where ^lis an angel’s happiness to stray). 

Fruits of his love and wonders of hts might, 

He never named in ears esteemed polite. 

Th.at he who dares, jf;hen she forbids, be graven 
.Sh.*!!! stand proscribed a madman or a knave, 

A close designer not to be believed. 

Or, if excused that chaigc^ a; least deceived. 

Oh folly ^tvorthy of the nurse’s lap. 

Give it the breast, or stop its mouth with pap 1 • 

Is it it seem 

A dream to any, except those that dream, 

That man should love his Maker, and Mo? fire, 
Warming his heart, should at his lips transpire? 
Ivnow then, and modestly let fall 3rour eyes. 

And veil your daring crest that braves the skies, 
That air of insolence afTroni^ your God, 

You need his pardon, and provoke his rod: 
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Now, in a posture that becomes you more 

Tlian that heroic strut assumed before, 490 

Know, your arrears with every hour accrue 

For mercy shown, while wrath is justly due. 

The time is short, and there are souls on earth, 

I'heugh future pain may serve for present mirth, 

Acquainted with the woes that fear or shame, 
lly Fashion faught, forbade them once to name. 

And, having felt the pangs you deem a jest, 

Have proved them truths too big to be expressed. 

(io seek on Revelation’s hallowed ground. 

Sure to succe^, the remedy ^hey found ; * • 500 

T<niched by that power^that you have dared to mock, 

That makes seas stable, and dissolves the rock. 

Your heart shall peld a life-renewing stream, 

That fools, as you have done, shall call a dream. 

It happened on a solemn eventide. 

Soon after He that was our surety died. 

Two bosom friends, each pensively inclined, 

The scene of all those sorrows left hehind,« 

Sought their own dlage, busied as they went 

In miisingsworthy of the great event: 510 

They spake of him they loved, of him whose life, 

Though blameless, had incurred perpetual strife. 

Whose deeds had left, in spite of hostile arts, 

A deep memorial graven on their hearts. 

The recollection, like a vein of ore, 

The farther traced, enriched them still the more ; 

They thought him, and 4 hey justly thought him, one 
Sent to do more tlmn he appeared to have done. 

To exalt a people, and to place them high 

Above all else, and w'ondercd he should die. 520 

Ere yet they brought their journey to an end, 

A stranger joined them, courteous as a friend. 

And asked them with a kind engaging air 
What their affliction was, and l)eggea a share. 

Informed, he gathered up the broken thread, 

And, truth and wisdom gracing all he said. 

Explained, illustrated, and searched so ^11 
The tender theme, on which they chose to dwell, 

,That reaching home, “ The night,” they said, “is near, 

We must not now be parted, soj#um here." 530 

The new' acquaintance soon became a guest, 

And, madAvo welcome at their simple feast. 

He blessed the bread, but vanished at 
,*And left them both exclaiming, ** ’Twas the Lord 1 
Did not our hearts feel all he deign«l to say. 

Did they not bum within us by the way 7 ” 

Now theirs wras converse such as it biehoves 
Man to maintain, and such as God Approves: 

Their views indeed were indistiiipt and dilh, 

But wt successful, beinir aimed at him. 
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Christ and his character their only scope. 

Their object, and their subject, and their hope. 
They felt what it became them much to feel. 

And wanting him to loose the sacred seal. 

Found him as prompt, as their desire was true. 

To spread the newborn glories in their view. 

Well—what are ages and the lapse of time 
Matched against truths as lasting as sublime ? 

Can length of years on God himself exact ? 

Or maVe that Action, which was once a fact ? 

No—^marble and recording brass decay. 

And V^e the graver’s memory pass away ; 

The works of man inherit, as is just, * 

I'heir author’s frailty, and return to dust: 

But truth divine for ever stands secure, 

Its head as guarded as its base is sure ; 

Fixed in the rolling flood of endless years 
The pillar of the eternal plan appears. 

The raving storm and dashing wave defies. 

Built by that>ArchUect who built the skic^ 

Hearts may be found, that harbour at this hour 
That love of Christ in all its quickening power, 
And lips unstained by folly or by strife. 

Whose wisdom, drawn from the deep well of life. 
Tastes of its healthful origin, and flows 
A Jordan for the ablution of our woes. 

O days of heaven, and nights of equal praise, 
Serene and peaceful as those heavenly days. 

When souls drawn upwards, in comnuinion sweet. 
Enjoy the stillness of some close retreat, ^ 
Discourse, as if released and safe at home. 

Of dangers past, and wonders yet to come. 

And spread the sacred treasures of the breast 
U pon the lap of covenanted rest. 

** What, always dreaming over heavenly things. 
Like angel-heads in stone with pigeon-wings ? 
Canting and whining out all day the word. 

And half the night ? fanatic and absurd! 

Mine be the friend less frequent in his prayers. 
Who makes no bustih with his soul’s affairs. 
Whose wit can brighten up a wintry day. 

And chase the splenetic dull Aours away ; 

Content 4 ia earth in earthly things to shine. 

Who waits for heaven ere he becomes divine, « 
LcavA^lMAts those altitudes they teach. 

And plucks the fruit placed more within his reach.* 
Wdl spoken, advocate of sin and shame, 

Known by thy bleating. Ignorance thy name. 

Is sparkling wit the world"s exclusive right? 

The fixed fee-simple of thavsun and light? 

Can hopes of heaven, bright pro s pects of an hour 
That comes to waft us out of sorrow*s power. 
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• 

Obscure or quench a facu^ty» that finds 
Its happiest soil in the serenest minds ? 

Religion curbs indeed its wanton play, 

And brings the trifler under rigorous sway, 

But gives it usefulness unknown before, 

,And purifying, makes it shine the more. 

A*Christian*s wit is inoffensive light, 

A beam th^f aids but never grieves the sight; 600 

Vigorous in age as in the flush of youth, 

*Tis always active on the side of truth ; 

Temperance and peace insure its healthful state, 

And make it brightest at its latest date. ^ 

Oh I have ssrn (nor hc^e perhaps in vain. 

Ere life go down, to see such sights again) 

A veteikn warrior in the Christian field. 

Who never saw the sword he could not wield ; 

Grave without dulness, learned without pride, 

Exact, yet not precise, though meek, keen-eyed ; 610 

A man that would have foiled at their own play 
A dozen would-be’s of the modem day ; ^ 

Who, when occasion justified its use, * 

Had wit as bright as ready to produce. 

Could fetch from records of an earlier ag^ 

Or from philosophy’s enlightened page, 

•His rich materiails, and regale your ear 
With strains it was a privilege to hear! 

Yet above all his luxury supreme. 

And his chief glory, was the gospel theme ; 620 

^here he was copious as old Greece or Kome^ 

His happy eloquence s^med there at hoftie. 

Ambitious not to shine or to excel. 

But to treat justly what he loved so welL 
It moves me more perhaps than folly ought. 

When some green heads, as void of wit as thought. 

Suppose themselves monopolists of sense. 

And wiser men’s ability pretence. 

Though time will wear us, and we must grow old, 

Such men are not forgot as soon as cold, 630 

Their fragrant memory will outl&st their tomb. 

Embalmed for ever in its own perfume. 

And to say truth, though in its early prime, 

• And when unstained with any cp^sser crimes 
Youth has a sprightliness and nre to boast. 

That in th|^alley of decline are lost. 

And Virtue with peculiar charms appears, 

^Crowned with the garland of life’s Dioomilji^y&rs ; 

• Yet Age, by long experience well informed, 

Well read, well tempered with religion warmed, 640 

That fire abated, which impels rash youth. 

Proud of his speisd, to overshoot thg truth. 

As time improves the grape’s authentic jujpe. 

Mellows aim makes the speedi Aore fit for use. 
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And claims a reverence in its shortening day, 

That ’tis an honour and a joy to pay. 

The fruits of age, less fair, are yet more sound 
Than those a brighter season pours around ; 

And, like the stores autumnal suns mature. 

Through wintry rigours unimpaired endure. 

What is fanatic freiuKy, scorned so much, , 

And dreaded more than a contagious touch ? 

I grant it dangerous, and approve your fear, 
Tha'i.fire is catching if you draw too near; 

But sage observers oft mistake the flame. 

And give true piety that odious name. 

To''..remble (as the creature of fin liour , 

Ought at the view of an Almighty power) 

Hcfore His presence, at wliose awful throne 
All tremble in all worlds, except our own ; 

To supplicate his mercy, love his ways, 

And prize them above pleasure, wealth, or praise, 
Though common sense, allowed a casting voice. 

And ^ce from bias, must approve the choice, 
Convicts a man Tanatic in the extreme. 

And wild as madness in the world’s esteem. 

But that disease, when soberly deflned. 

Is the false fire of an o’erheated mind ; 

It views the truth with a distorted eye. 

And either warps or lays it useless by ; 

’Tis narrow, seliish, aiTogant, and draws 
Its sordid nourishment from man’s applause ; 

And while at heart sin unrelinquished lies. 

Presumes itself chief favourite of th*? skies. 

’Tis such a light as putrefaction breeds 
In fly-blown flesh, whereon the maggot feeds, 

Sliincs in the dark, but, ushered into day. 

The stench remains, the lustre dies away. 

True bliss, if man may reach it, is composed 
Of l^arts in union mutually disclosed ; 

And, farewell else all hope of pure delight. 

Those hearts should be reclaimed, renewed, upright. 
Bad men, profaning friendship’s hallowed name. 
Form, in its stead, a covenant of shame, 

A dark confederacy against the laws 
Of virtue, and religion's glorious cause : 

They^uild each other ufrwith dreadful skill. 

As bastions set point blank against God’s will; 

fortify the dread redoubt, • 

Deepl^resdhwiMfcc shut a Saviour out: 

Call legions up from hell to back the deed ; < 

And, curst with conquest, finally succeed. 

But souls that carry on a blest exchange 
Of 303^^ they meet with in their heavenly range. 

And with a fearless coflfidence make known 
The sorrows syihpathy esteems its own. 
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Daily derive increabing light an<i force 
From such communion in'their pleasant course. 

Feel less the journey’s roughness and its length, 

Meet their opposers with united strength, 700 

And, one in heart, in interest, and design. 

Gird up each other to the race divine. 

* 41 ut Conversation, choose what theme we may, 

An(l chicfly^when. religion leads the way. 

Should flow, like waters after summer showers. 

Not as if raised by mere mechanic powers. 

The Christian in whose soul, though now distresse<I, 

Idves the dear thought of joys he once possessed, ’ 

When all hi%glowing language issued fortlT 

With God’s deep stamj} upon its current worth, 710 

Will speak without disguise, and must impart, 

S.ad as it is, his ufidissembling heart. 

Abhors constraint, and dares not feign a zeal. 

Or scei^ to boast a Are he does not feel. 

The song of Sion is a tasteless thing, 

U nless^ when rising on a joyful wing, 

The soul can mix wirh the celestial bands,* * 

And give the strain the compass it demands. 

.Strange tidings these to tell a world, who treat 
All but their own experience as deceit! 720 

.Will they believe, though credulous enough 
To swallow much upon much weaker proof. 

That there are blest inhabitants of earth. 

Partakers of a new ethereal birth. 

Their hopes, desires, and purposes estrangetl 
Vrom things terrestrial,%nd divinely chaAged, 

Their very langua^ of a kind that speaks 
The soul's sure interest in the good she seeks, 

Who deal with Scripture, its importance felt. 

As Tally with philosophy once dealt, 730 

And in the silent watches of the night. 

And through the scenes of toil-renewing light. 

The social walk, or solitary ride, 

Keep still the dear companion at their side ? 

No—shame upon a self-disgracing age, 

God’s work may serve an ape upon a stage 
With such a jest as filled with hellish glee 
.Certain invisibles as shrewd as he ; 

But veneration or respect finds n8ne. 

Save from the subjects of that work alone. 740 

The world^Town old her deep discernment shows, 

Claps spectacles on her sagacious nose, ' 

/Peruses closely the true Christian’s 
And finds it a mere mask of sly grimace ; 

Usurps God’s office, lays his hosom bare. 

And finds hypocrisy dose-lurking there ; 

And, serving God herself through iflere constraint, 

Condudes ms unfeigned love othiih a feiift. 
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And yet, God knows, look human nature through, 

(And in due time the world shall Know it too) 75 ^ 

That since the flowers of Eden felt the blast. 

That after man’s defection laid all waste, 

Sincerity towards the heart'Searching God 
lias made the new>bom creature her abode. 

Nor shall be found in unregenerate souls, 

Till the last Are bum all between the poles. 

Sincerity ! Why ’tis his only pride; 

Weaki and impenect in all grace beside, 
lie knows that God demands his heart entire, 

And gives him all his just demands require. 760 

Without it, his pretensions wer» as vain. 

As, having it, he deems the world’s disdain ; 

I'hat great defect would cost him not alone 
Man’s favourable judgment, but his own; 

Ills birthright shaken, and no longer clear. 

Than while his conduct proves his heart sincere. 

Retort the charge, and let the world be told 
She boasts a confidence she does not hold ; 

I'hat, conscious Of her crimes, she feels instead 
A cold misgiving, and a killing dread : 

That while in health the ground of her support 
Ik madly to forget that life is short; 

That sick she trembles, knowing she must die. 

Her hope presumption, and her faith a lie ; 

That while she dotes, and dreams that she believes, 

She mocks her Maker, and herself deceives, 

Her utmost reach, historical assent, 

I'he docrincs warpefd to what they niver meant; 

I'hat truth itself is in her head as dull 

And useless as a candle in a skull, 780 

And all her love of God a groundless claim, 

A trick upon the canvas, painted flame. 

Tell her again, the sneer upon her face. 

And aU her censures of the work of grace. 

Are in^ncere, meant only to conceal 
A dread she would not, yet is forced to feel; 

I'hat in her heart the Christian she reveres. 

And while she seems to scorn him, onl^ fears. 

A poet does not work hy square or line. 

As smiths and joiners per^t a design; 790 

At leas^-we modems, our attention less, 

Ileyond the example of our sires digress, 

Atidq^im a right to scamper and run wide. 

Wherever chaTRB^aprice, or &ncy guide. 

The world and I fortuitously met; 

1 owed a trifle and have paid the debt; 

She did me wrong, I recompensed the deed. 

And, having struck the balance, now proceed. 

Perhaps however ^ som£ years have passed 
Since she and 1 conversed t^^ther last. 
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And I have lived recluse in niraUshades, 

Which seldom a distinct report pervades ; 

Great changes and new manners have occurred. 
And blest reforms, that 1 have never heard, 

And she may now be as discreet and wise, 

As once absurd in all discerning eyes. 

Sobriety perhaps may now be round, 

Whigre once^ntoxication pressed the ground ; 

The subtle and injurious may be just, 

And he grown chaste that was the slave of lust; 
Arts once esteemed may be with shame dismissed, 
Charity may relax the miser’s hst, 

The gameste^may have cast his cards away? 
Forgot to curse, and onTy kneel to pray. 

It has irkiecd been told me (with wnat weight. 
How credibly, ’tit hard for me to state) 

That fables old, that seemed for ever mute, 
Revived^re hastening into fresh repute. 

And gods and goddesses discarded long 
Like useless lumber, or a stroller’s song. 

Arc bringing into vogue their heathen trainf 
And Jupiter bids fa r lo rule again ; 

That certain feasts are instituted now. 

Where Venus hears the lover’s tender vow ; 

7 'hat all Olympus through the country roves, 

To consecrate our few remaining groves, 

And echo learns politely to repeat 
The praise of names for ages obsolete ; 

That having proved the weakness, it should seem, 
Of Revelation’s ineifecttfel beam, * 

To bring the passidhs under sober sway. 

And give the moral springs their proper play, 
They mean to try what may at last be done 
By stout substantial gods of wood and stone. 

And whether Roman rites may not produce 
The virtues of old Rome for English use. 

May much success attend the pious plan. 

May Mercury once more embellish man, 

Grace him again with long forgotten -arts, 

Reclaim his taste, and brighten up his 
Make him athletic as in days of old, 

J^med at the bar, in the palaestra bold, 

Hivest the rougher sex of female &ir^ 

And teach the softer not to copy theirs: 

The chang^hall please, nor shall it matter aught 
Who works the wonder, if it be but wrovV 
•*Tis time, however, if the case stand thus. 

For us plain folks, and all who side with us. 

To build OUT altar, confid^t and bold. 

And say as stem Elijah said of old, 

" The strife now stands upon a fair Award, 

If Israel’s Lord be God, then seve the L^d : 
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If He be silent, faith is all g. whim; 

Then Baal is the God, and worship him.'* 

Digression is so much in modern use. 

Thought is so rare, and fancy so profuse, 

Some never seem so wide of their intent. 

As when returning to the theme they meant; 

As mendicants, whose business is to roam. 

Make every parish but their own their home. 860 

Though such continual zigzags in a book, 

Such^drunkcn reelings, have an awkward look. 

And i had rather creep to what is true 
Than rove and stai^cr with no mark in view ; 

Yet'i^o consult a Httle seemed crime. 

The freakish humour of the present cimc : 

But now, to gather up what seems dispersed. 

And touch the subject 1 designed at first. 

May prove, though much beside the rules of art. 

Best for the public, and my wisest part. 870 

And first, let no man charge me, that I mean 
To clothe in sables every social scene. 

And give good company a face severe. 

As if they met around a father’s bier; 

For tell some men that pleasure all their bent, 

And laughter all their work, is life misspent, 

Their wisdom bun,Ls into this sage reply, 

** Then mirth is sin, and we should always cry.” 

To find the medium asks some share of wit. 

And therefore ’tis a mark fools never hit. 880 

But though life’s valley be a vale of tears, 

A brighter scene beyond that vale appears. 

Whose glory, with a light that never fad«,s, 

ShootS'between scattered rocks and opening shades, 

And, while it shows the land the soul desirei^ 

I'he language of the land she seeks inspires. 

Thus touched, the tongue receives a sacred cure 
Of all that was absurd, profane, impure; 

Held within modest bounds, the tide of speech 

Pursues the course that truth and nature teach, 890 

No longer labours merely to produce 

The pomp of sout;d, or tinkle without use: 

Where’er it winds, the salutary stream. 

Sprightly and fresh, enriches every theme. 

While all the happy man ),ossessed before. 

The gfit of nature, or the classic store, 

Is made subservient to the grand design 
Forwhich Henuffl formed the faculty divine. 

So should an idiot, while at large he strays, 

Find the sweet lyre on which an artist plays, 900 

With r^h and awkward force the chords he shakes. 

And grins with wonder at the jar he makes; 

But let the wise and weil-instructed hand 
Once take the shell beneath its just command. 
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In gentle sounds it seems as it complained 
Of the rude injuries it late sustained. 

Till tuned at length to some immortal song. 

It sounds Jehovah’s name^ and pours hb praise along. 
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. . . . studiis florens Ignnbilis oti. 

VlKG. G.’org. lib. iv. 

Hackneyed ih business wearied at that oax 
‘Which thou.sands, once last chained to, quit no more, 
But which, when life at ebb runs weak and low, 

All wish, or seem so wish, they could forego ; 

The statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of trade, 

Pants fonghe refuge of some rural shad^ 

Where, all his long anxieties forgot 
Amid the charms of a sequestered spot. 

Or recollected only to gild o’er 

And add a smile to what was sweet before. 

He may possess the joys he thinks he sees, 

Lay his old age upon the lap of Ease, 

Improve the remnant of his wasted span. 

And, having lived a trifler, die a man. 

Thus Conscience pleads her cau.se within the breast. 
Though long rebelled against, not yet suppressed, 

Ajid calls a creature formed for God alonc,^ 

For heaven’s high purposfs, and not his own. 

Calls him away from*selfish ends and aims. 

From what debilitates and what inflames. 

From cities humming with a restless crowd. 

Sordid as active, ignorant as loud, 

Whose highest praise is that they live in vain, 

The dupes of pleasure, or the slaves of gain, 

Where works of man are clustered close around, 

And works of God are hardly to be found. 

To r^ons where^ in spite of sin and'wo^ 

Traces of Eden are still seen below, • 

Where mountain, river, forest, field and grov^ 

Remind him of his Maker’s powernnd love. 

’Tis well if, looked for at so late a day. 

In the last sqene of such a senseless play, 

True wisdoniVill attend his feeble call, 

^nd grace his action ere the curtain fall. 

i^uls that have long despised their heavenly birth. 

Their wishes all impregnated with Earth, 

For threescore years emplcwed with ceaseless care 
In catching smoke and feeding upon 
Conversant only with the ways of men, , 

Rarelv redeem die short remaining ten. 
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Inveterate habits choke the 'unfruit;|rul heart, 

I'heir fibres penetrate its tenderest part, 

And, draining its nutritious powers to feed 
Their noxious growth, starve every better seed. 

Happy, if full of days—but happier far. 

If, ere we yet discern life’s evening star. 

Sick of the service of a world that feeds 
Its patient drudges with dry chaff and weeds, 

We can escape from Custom’s idiot sway. 

To sV.vc the Sovereign we were bom to obey, 
llien sweet to muse upon his skill displayed 
(Infinite skill) in all that He has made ! 

To trace in Nature’s most minme design • 

The signature and stamp of power divine. 
Contrivance intricate, expressed with ease. 

Where unassisted sight no beauty sees. 

The shapely limb and lubricated joint. 

Within the small dimensions of a point. 

Muscle and nerve miraculously spun, 

II is mighty.,work who speaks and it is done. 

The Invisible in ^nings scarce seen revealed. 

To whom an atom is an ample field ; 

To wonder at a thousand insect forms. 

These hatched, and those resuscitated worms. 

New life ordained and brighter scenes to share. 

Once prone on earth, now buoyant upon air. 

Whose shape would make them, had they bulk and si 
More hideous foes than fancy can devise ; 

With helmet heads^ and dragon scales adorned. 

The mighty myriads, now securely scorned. 

Would /nock the majesty of man’s high birth, 

Despise his bulwarks, and unpeople earth : 

Then with a glance of fancy to survey, 

Kar as the faculty can stretch away. 

Ten thousand rivers poured at his command 
From ^rns, that never fail, through every land ; 

These like a deluge with impetuous force, 

Those winding modestly a silent course ; 

The cloud-surmounting Alps, the fruitful vales; 

Seas, on which every nation spreads her sail's ; 

The sun, a world whence other worlds drink light. 
The crescent moon, the dia/Icm of night; 

Stars oSantldss, each in his appointed place. 

Fast anchored in the deep abyss of space— 

At swell a sighy^catch the poet’s flame. 

And with a rapture like his own exdaim, 

*' These are thy glorious works, thou Source of good. 
How dimly seen, how faintly understood 1 
Thine, and upheld by thy paternal care. 

This universal frame, thq^ wondrous fair; 

Thy power divine, and bounty beyond thought, 
Adoi^ and praised in all that thou hast wrought. 
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Absorbed in that immensity I 

1 shrink abased, and yet aspire to thee ; 

Instruct me, guide me to that heavenly day 

I'hy words, more clearly than thy works, display, 
That, while thy truths my grosser thoughts rehnc, 

2 may resemble thee, and call thee mine." 

0 blest proficiency I surpassing all 

That men earoneously their glory call. 

The recompense that arts or arms can ^eld. 

The bar, the senate, or the tented field. 

Compared with this sublimest life below. 

Ye kings and rulers, what have courts to sl\pw? 

Thus studied^ used and^onsdCrated thus. 

On earth what is, seems formed indeed for us: 

Not as Aie plaything of a frowanl child. 

Fretful unless divtrted and beguiled, 

Much less to feed and fan the fatal fires 
Of prid <4 ambition, or impure desires. 

But as a scale, by which the soul ascends 
From mighty means to more important ends. 
Securely, though b^ .steps but rarely trod, ^ 

Mounts from inferior beings up to God, 

And sees, by no fallacious light or dim. 

Earth made for roan, and man himself for Him. 

• Not that I mean to approve, or would enforce, 

A superstitious and monastic course: 

Truth is not local, God alike pervades 
And fills the world of traffic and the shades. 

And may be feared ami^ the busiest scenes. 

Or scorned where I^usin&s never intervene. 

But ’tis not easy with a mind like ours. 

Conscious of weakness in its noblest powers, 

And in a world where, other ills apart. 

The roving eye misleads the careless heart. 

To limit Thought, by nature prone to stray 
■Wherever freakish Fancy points the way ; 

To bid the pleadings of Self-love be still. 

Resign our own, and seek our Maker’s will; 

To spread the page of Scripture, and compare 
Our conduct with the laws engraven there*; 

To measure all that passes in the breast, 

■Faithfully,*’fairly, by that sacred (fcst; 

To dive into the secret deeps within. 

To spare ni^ passion and no favourite sin. 

And search the themes, important above all, 
•Ourselves, and our recovery from our fall." 

* But leisure, silence, and a mind released 
From anxious thoughts how wealth may be increased 
How to secure, in some prophious hour. 

The point of interest or the post of j>ower, 

A soul serene, and equally retired • 

From objects too much dreaded V de«red. 
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Safe from the clamours of pftrverse dispute, 

At least are friendly to the great pursuit. 

Opening the map of God"s extensive plan. 

We find a little isle, this life of man ; 

Eternity’s unknown expanse appears 

Circling around and limiting his years. 150 

The busy race examine and explore 

Each creek and cavern of the dangerous shore, 

Witl;aire collect what in their eyes excels, 

Som^hining pebbles, and some weeds and shells ; 

Thus laden, dream that they are rich and great. 

And.happiest he that groans beneath his weight: 

I'he waves o’ertake them in thefi- serious play. 

And every hour sweeps multitudes away ; 

They shriek and sink, survivors start and weep. 

Pursue their sport, and follow to the deep. 160 

A few forsake the throng ; with lifted eyes 
Ask wealth of licaven, and gain a real prize. 

Truth, wisdom, grace, and peace like that above. 

Sealed with Ilis signet whom they serve and luve ; 

.Scorned by the rest, with patient hope they wait 
A kind release from their imperfect state, 

And unregretted arc soon snatched away 
From scenes of sorrow into glorious day. ^ 

Nor these alone prefer a life recluse, 

"Who seek retirement for its proper use ; 170 

The love of change that lives in every breast, 

Geniu.'«, and temper, and desire of rest, 

Discoixlant motives.in one centre meet. 

And each inclines its votary to retreat. 

Some minds by nature are averse to noise. 

And hate the tumult half the world enjoys. 

The lure of avarice, or the pompous prize, 

That courts display before ambitious eyes ; 

The fruits that hang on pleasure’s flowery stem, 

Whatifer enchants them, are no snares to them. iSo 

To them the deep recess of dusky groves. 

Or forest where the deer securdy roves. 

The fall of waters and the song of birds. 

And hills that echd to the distant herds. 

Are luxuries excelling all the glare 

The world can boast, and her chief fiavonrites share. 

With eS^er step, and carelessly arrayed. 

For such a cause the poet seelu the shade : 

Froiff'all he seeaJ;*^ catdies new delight. 

Pieced fancy claps her pinions at the sight ; 19Q 

The* rising or the setting orb of day. 

The clouds that flit, or slowly float away. 

Nature in all the various shapes she wears. 

Frowning in storms, or breathing gentle airs. 

The snowy robe her wintry state assumes. 

Her summer heats, her fruits, and her perfumes. 
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All, all alike, transport th^ glowthg bard, 

Success in rhyme his glory and reward. 

O Nature i whose Elysian scenes disclose 

His bright perfections, at whose word they rose, 200 

Next to that Power, who formed thee and sustains, 

Be^hou the great inspirer of my strains, 

Still, as 1 touch the lyre, do thou expand 
Thy ^enuin^harms, and guide an artless hand. 

That I may catch a fire but rarely known, 

Give useful light, though I should miss renown, 

And, porinip: on thy pa^, whose every line 
Bears proof of an intelligence divine, • 

May feel a h»rt enrichad by*what it pays. 

That bupds its glory on its Maker’s praise. 210 

Woe to the man whose wit disclaims its use. 

Glittering in vain,*or only to seduce. 

Who studies nature with a wanton eye, 

Admire£sthe work, but slips the lesson by 
* His hours of leisure and recess employs 
In drawing pictures of forbidden joys. 

Retires to blazon hi^ own worthless name, 

Or shoot the careless with a surer aim. 

The lover too shuns business and alarms, 

Tender idolater of absent charms. 220 

faints offer nothing in their warmest prayers 
That he devotes not with a zeal like theirs ; 

’Tis consecration of his heart, soul, time. 

And every thought that wanders is a crime. 

In sighs he worships his^premely fair. 

And weeps a sad libation in despair, 

Adores a creature, and, devout in vain, 

Wins in return an answer of disdain. 

As woodbine weds the plants within her reach. 

Rough elm, or smooth>grained ash, or glossy l^ech, 230 
In spiral rings ascends me trunk, and lays 
Her golden tassels on the leafy sprays. 

But does a mischief while she lends a grace. 

Straitening its growth by such a strict embrace; 

So Love, that clings around the noblest minds, 

Forbids the advancement of the soul he binds ; 

The suitor’s air indeed he soon improves^ 

*And forms it to the taste of her he loves, 

Teaches his eyes alanmage, and no less 

Refines his*speech, and fi^ions his address; 240 

But farewell promises of happier fruits, 

•Manly designs, and learnings jg^rave pursuits; 

* Girt with a chain he cannot wuh to break, 

His onlv bliss is sorrow for her sake ; 

Who will may pant for ^loiy and exc^ 

Her smile his aim, all h%her aims ^pc^ell! 

Thyrsis, Alexis, or whatever name • 

May least offend against so pare\ ilaxne. 
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Tliuugli sage advice of friends the most sincere 

Sound liarshly in so delicate an eai, 250 

And lovers, of all creatures, tame or wild, 

Can least brook management, however mild. 

Yet let a poet (poetry disarms 

The fiercest animals with magic charms) 

Risk an intrusion on thy pensive mood. 

And woo and win thee to thy proper good. 

Pastoral images and still retreats, 

Umbiageous walks and solitary seats. 

Sweet mrds in concert with harmonious streams 

Sof^ airs, nocturnal vigils &nd day dreams 260 

Are £11 enchantments in a case 1 ‘ke thine, 

Conspire against thy peace with one design, 

Soothe thee to make thee but a surer prey, 

And feed the fire that wastes thy powers av ay. 

Up—God has formed thee with a wiser view. 

Not to 1 ^ led in chains, but to subdue ; 

Calls thee to cope with enemies, and first 

Points out a^ conflict with thyself, the worsL 

Woman indeed, d^gift he would bestow 

When he designed a paradise below, 270 

The richest earttily boon his hands afford. 

Deserves to be beloved, but not adored. 

Post away swiftly to more active scenes. 

Collect the scattered truths that study gleans. 

Mix with the world, but with its wiser part. 

No longer give an image all thine heart; 

Its empire is not hers, nor is it thine, 

’Tis God’s just claim, prerogative divme. 

Virtuous and faithful Heberden, whose skill 
Attempts no task it cannot well fulfil, 280 

Gives melancholy up to nature’s care. 

And sends the patient into purer air. 

Look where he comes—in this embowered alcove, 

Stand plose concealed, and see a statue move : 

Lips busy, and eyes fixed, foot falling slow. 

Arms hanging idly down, hands clasped below. 

Interpret to the marking eye distress. 

Such as its symptoms can alone express. 

That tongue is silent now ; that silent tongue 
Could argue once, could jest or join the song, 290 

Could g;ve advice, could ce^ure or commend. 

Or charm the sorrows of a drooping friend. 

Reno^ced alike its office and its sport. 

Its brisker and its graver strains fall short; 

Both foil beneath a fever’s secret sway. 

And like a summer brook are past away. 

This is a sight for Pity to peruse. 

Till she resemble faintly what views. 

Till Symimthy contract a'ldndred pain, 

PiercM with the woes that she laments in vain. 
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This, of all maladies that man infest. 

Claims most compassion, Vnd receives the least: 

Job felt it, when he groaned beneath the rod 
And the lUrbed arrows of a frowning God ; 

And such emollients as his friends could spare* 

Ji'riends such as' his for modern Jobs prepare. 

Blest, rather curst, with hearts that never feel. 

Kept snug in caskets of close hammered steel. 

With mouths made only to grin wide and eat. 

And minds that deem derided pain a treat; 3x0 

With limbs of British oak, and nerves of wire. 

And wit, that puppet-prompters might inspire. 

Their sovereign nostrum is 9 clumsy joke 
On pax^ enforced with God’s severest stroke. 

But wim a soul, that ever felt the sting 
Of sorrow, sorreev is a sacred thing : 

Not to molest, or irritate, or raise 
A laugl^at its expense, is slender praise ; 

He, that has not usurped the name of man. 

Does all, and deems too little all, he can 320 

To assuage the thn bbings of the festered flart, 

And stanch the bleedings of a broken heart. 

’Tis not, as heads that never ache suppose, 

Forgery of fancy, and a dream of woes ; 

•Man is a harp whose chords elude the sight. 

Each yielding harmony, disposed aright; 

The screws reversed (a task which if He please 
God in a moment executes with ease) 

•Ten thousand thousand strings at once go loose, 

LfOSt, till He tune |hem, all their pt>wer and use. 330 

Then neither heathy wilds, nor scenes as fair 
As ever recompensed the peasant’s care, 

Nor soft declivities with tufted hills. 

Nor view of waters turning busy mills. 

Parks in which Art preceptress Nature weds, 

Nor gardens interspersed with floweiy beds. 

Nor gales, that catch the scent of blooming groves. 

And waft it to the mourner as he roves. 

Can call up life into his faded eye 

That passes all he sees unheeded by : • 340 

No wounds like those a wounded spirit feels ; 

•No cure tor such, till God, who piakes them, heals. 

And thou, sad suflerer under nameless ill. 

That yieldi not to the touch of human skill. 

Improve the kind occasion, understand 
,A Father’s frown, and kiss his chastenii^ hand. 

' To thee the day-spring, and the blase of noon. 

The purple evenisg and resplendent moon. 

The stars, that, sprinkled o'er the vault of night. 

Seem drops descending in a shower of light, 350 

Shine noi, or undesired and hated uiine, , 

Seen through the medium of a flood lilu thine: 
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Yet seek Him, in his favour* 1 ife is found ; 

All bliss beside, a shadow or a sound : 

Then Heaven, eclipsed so long, and this dull Earth, 

Shall seem to start into a second birth; 

Nature, assuming a more lovely face. 

Borrowing a beauty from the works of grace, 

Shall be despised and overlooked no more. 

Shall fill thee with delights unfelt before, 360 

ImpiV^ to things inanimate a voice, 

And old her mountains and her hills rejoice; 

The sound shall run along the winding vales, 

An(>thou enjoy ar. Eden ere it fails. 

“ Ye groves,” the statesman af his desk exclaims 
Sick of a thousand disappointed aims, 

** My patrimonial treasure and my pride, 

Beneath your shades your grey possessor hide. 

Receive nrje languishing for that repose 

The serv^t of the public never knows. 370 

Ye saw me once (ah those regretted days. 

When boyish iniiQpence was all my praise !) 

Hour after hour delightfully allot 
To studies then familiar, since forgot. 

And cultivate a taste for ancient song. 

Catching its ardour as f mused along; 

Nor seldom, as propitious heaven might send, 

What once 1 valued and could boast, a friend, 

Were witnesses how cordially I pressed 

His undissembling virtue to my oreast; 380 

Receive me now, not uncorrupt as th^n, 

Nor guiltless of corrupting other men. 

But verged in arts, that, while they seem to stay 
A fallen empire, hasten its decay. 

To the fair haven of my native home. 

The wreck of what I was, fatigued I come; 

For once I can approve the patriot's voice. 

And nlhke the course he recommends my choice: 

We meet at last in one sincere desire, 

His wish and mine both prompt me to retire.” 390 

Tis done—he steps into the welcome chaise. 

Lolls at his ease behind four handsome bays, 

That whirl away from business and debate 
The dis^cumbored Atlas of the state. 

Ask nol the boy, who, when the breeze of mom 
First shakes the glittering drops from every thorn, 

Unfofds his flock, then under bank or bush 
Sits linking cherry*stones, or platting rush. 

How fur is freedom?—^he was always free: 

To carve his rustic name upon a tree^ 400 

To snare the mole, or with ill-fiidiioned hook 
To draw the incautious minnow from the brook, 

Are life's prime pUasures in )iis simple view, 

His flock the chief concern he ever knew; 
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She shines but little in his^heedftss eyes, 

The good we never miss we rarely prize: 

But ask the noble drudge in state affairs. 

Escaped from office and its constant cares. 

What charms he sees in freedom’s smile expressed, 
fn,freedom lost so long^ now repossessed; 410 

The tongue, whose strains were cogent as commands. 

Reared at home, and felt in foreign lands. 

Shall own itself a stammerer in that cause. 

Or plead its silence as its best applause. 

lie knows indeed that, whether dressed or rude. 

Wild withoM art, or artfully subdued, * 

Nature in every form inspirdi delight. 

But nei^pr marked her with so just a sight 
Her hedge-row shrubs, a variegated store. 

With woodbine iftid wild roses mantled o’er, 420 

Green balks and furrowed lands, the stream that sj^reads 
Its cooling vapour o’er the dewy meads. 

Downs, that almost escape the inquiring eye, 

That melt and fade into the distant sky, ^ 

Beauties he lately siigiited as he passed 
Seem all created since he travelled last. 

Master of all the enjoyments he designed, 

No rough annoyance rankling in his mind, 

*What early philosophic hours he keeps. 

How regular his meals, how sound he sleeps 1 430 

Not sounder he that on the mainmast head. 

While morning kindles with a windy red, 
begins a long look-out ^or distant land. 

Nor quits till evening-watch his giddy stand. 

Then swift descending with a seaman’s haste, • 

Slips to his hammock, and forgets the blast. 

He chooses company, but not the squire’s. 

Whose wit is rudeness, whose good breeding tires; 

Nor yet the parson’s, who would gladly come. 

Obsequious when abroad, though proud at home; 440 

Nor can he much affect the neighbouring peer. 

Whose toe of emulation treads too near; 

But wisely seeks a more convenient friend. 

With whom, dismissing forms, he may ufibend; 

A man whom marks of condescending grace 
Teach, while they flatter him, his proper place; 

Who comes when called, and at a word withdrau's. 

Speaks with reserve, and listens with applause ; 

Some plain mechanic, who^ without pretence 

To birth or wit, nor gives nor takes offence, 450 

On whom he rests well pleased his weary powers, 

And talks and laughs away his vacant hours. 

The tide of life, swift always in its course 
May run in cities with a brisker fence. 

But nowhere with a current so a^fen^ • 

Or half so dear, as in the roral 
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yet how fallacious is all earthly bliss, 

What obvious tmths the wisest heads may miss; 

Some pleasures live a month, and some a year, 

But short the date of all we gather here; 460 

No happiness is felt, except the true, 

That does not charm the more for being new. 

This observation, as it chanced, not made. 

Or, if the thought occurred, not duly weighed, 
lie ^hs—for, after all, by slow degrees 
'I'he^ot he loved has lost the power to please ; 

To cross his ambling pony day by day 
SeeiQ^ at the best but dreaming life away ; 

The prospect, such as might enchant despair, 

lie views it not, or sees no beauty there ; 470 

With aching heart, and discontented looks. 

Returns a* noon to billiards or to books, <- 
But feels, ^while grasping at his faded joys, 

A secre^fJiirst of his renounced employs. 

He chides the tardiness of every post, 

Pants to be,told of battles won or lost, 

Blames his own iSidolence, observes, though late, 

*Tis criminal to leave a sinking state. 

Flies to the levee, and received with grace, 

Kneels, kisses hands, and shines again in place. 480 

Suburban villas, highway*side retreats, 

, That dread the encroachment of our growing streets, 

Tight boxes, neatly sashed, and in a blaze 
With all a July sun’s collected rays. 

Delight the citizen, who, gasping th^e, 

Breathes clouds of dust, and calls it country air. 

O sweq{ retirement, who would balk the thought. 

That could afford retirement, or could not ? 

’Tis such an easy walk, so smooth and straight. 

The second milestone fronts the garrlen gate ; 490 

A step if fair, and, if a shower approach. 

You had safe shelter in the next stage-coach. 

There prisoned in a parlour snug and small, 

Like bottled wasps upon a southern wall, 

The man of business and his friends compressed 
Forget their labouft, and yet find no rest; 

But still ’tis rural—trees are to be seen 
From every window, and tl^ fields are green; 

Ducks Waddle in the pond l^fore the door. 

And what could a remoter scene show more ? 500 

A sense of elegance we rardv find 
The portion of a mean or vulgar mind. 

And'ignorance of better things madees man. 

Who cannot much, re^ice in what he can ; 

And he, that deems his leisure well bestowed 
In contemplation of a turnpike road. 

Is occupied as welj, employs his hours 
As wisely, and as mudi improves his powers. 
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As he that slumbers in pavilions^graced 

With all the charms of an^accomplishcd taste. 510 

Yet hence, alas ! insolvencies; and hence 

The unpitied victim of ill-judged expense, 

From all his wearisome engagements fre^ 

JShakes hands with business, and retires indeed. 

Vour prudent grandmammas, ye modern belles. 

Content wit 4 Bristol, Bath, and Tunbridge Wells, 

When health required it, would consent to roam. 

Else more attached to pleasures found at home. 

But now alike, gay widow, virgin, wif^ 

Ingenious to diversify dull life, 

In coaches, Aiaises, capivanS, and hoys, 

Fly to the coast for daily, nightly joys. 

And allt impatient of dry land, agree 
With one consent to rush into the sea.—v 
Ocean exhibits, fathomless and broad, 

Much o^ the power and majesty of (rod. 

He swathes about the swelling of the deep, 

That shines, and rests, as infants smile and sleej:^; 

Vast as it is, it ans\vcrs as it flows ^ 

The breathings of the lightest air that blows ; 

Curling and whitening over all the waste, 

The rising waves obey the increasing blast, 

•Abrui>t and horrid as the tempest roar's. 

Thunder and flash upon the steadfast shores. 

Till He that rides the whirlwind checks the rein. 

Then all the worUl of waters sleeps again.— 

J^fereids or Dryads, as ^le fashion leads. 

Now in the floods,^ now panting in the meads. 

Votaries of Pleasure still, where’er she dwtdls. 

Near barren rocks, in palaces, or cells, 

O grant a poet leave to recommend 
(A poet fond of Nature, and your friend) 

Her slighted works to your admiring view. 

Her works must needs excel who fashioned you. 

Would ye, when rambling in your morning ride. 

With some unmeaning, coxcomb at ^our side. 

Condemn the prattler for his idle pains, 

To waste unheard the music of his strains. 

And, deaf to all the impertinence of tongue, 

• That, while it courts, affronts ai\^ does you wrong,— 550 

Mark well the finished plan w'ithout a fault, 

The seas globose and huge, the o’erarching vault. 

Earth’s miHions daily fed, a world employed 
^ In gathering plenty yet to be enjoyed, 

• Till gratitude grew vocal in the praise 
Of God, beneficent in all His ways; 

Graced with such wisdom, how woidd beauty shine ! 

Ye want but that to seem indeed (|jvine. 

Anticipated rents and bills u^aid . 

Force many A shining youth intio the shade, 560 
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Not to redeem his time, bu^> his estate, 

And play the fool, but at a cheaper rate: 

There, hid in loathed obscurity, removed 
From pleasures left, but never more beloved. 

He just endures, and with a sickly spleen 
Sighs o'er the beauties of the charming scene. 

Nature indeed looks prettily in rhyme ; 

Streams tinkle sweetly in poetic chime : 

Th^warblings of the blackbird, clear and strong, 

Are musical enough in Thomson’s song ; 

And Cobham’s groves, and Mr'mdsor’s green retreats, 
\Y])^n Pope describes them, have a thousand sweets; 
He likes the country, but in tn<th myst own. 

Most likes it when he studies it in town. 

Poor Jack—no matter who—for when I blame, 

I pity, ai\d must therefore sink the name — 

Lived in his saddle, loved the chase, the course. 

And aluiiys, ere he mounted, kissed his horse. 

The estate his sires had owned in ancient years 
Was quickly distanced, matched against a peer’s. 

Tack vanished, Was regretted and forgot; 

’Tis wild good-nature’s never-faiiing lot. 

At length, when all had long supposed him dead, 

By cold submersion, razor, rope, or lead. 

My lord, alighting at his usual place. 

The Crown, took notice of an ostler's face. 

Jack knew his friend, but hoped in that disguise 
He might escape the most observing eyes. 

And whistling, as if unconcerned and gay. 

Curried his nag and looked another way. 

Convinced at last, upon a nearer view, 

'Twas he, the same, the very Jack he knew, 
O'erwhelmed at once with wonder, grief, and joy, 

He pressed him much to quit his base employ; 

His countenance, his purse, his heart, his hand, 
Influ^ce and power, were all at his command: 

Peers are not always generous as well-bred. 

But Granby was, meant truly what he said. 

Jack bowed, and was obliged—confessed ’twas strange, 
That so retired he should nut w'ish a change, 

But knew no medium between guzzling beer 
And his old stint—three tjiousand pounds a year. 

Thuit some retire to nourish hopeless woe; 

Some seeking happiness not found below ; 

Sonw to comply with humour, and a mind 
To social scenes by nature disinclined ; 

Some swa^d by fashion, some by deep disgust; 

Some self-im|3overished, and because they most; 

But few, tliat court Retirement, are aware 
Of half the toils they must encounter there. 

Lucrative office are seldom lost 
For want of powers propojrtioned to the post: 
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Give even a dunce the employm^t he desires. 
And he soon finds the talents it requires ; 

A business Mrith an income at its heels 
Furnishes always oil for its own wheels. 

But in his arduous enterprise to close 

g is active years with indolent repose, 
d finds the labours of that state exceed 
His ptmost %iculties, severe indeed. 

*Tis easy to resign a toilsome place. 

But not to manage leisure with a grace ; 

Absence of occupation is not rest, 

A mind quite vacant is a mind distressed. 

The veteran Aeed, excused his task at lengfli. 

In kind compassion of ftis failing strength. 

And turtied into the park or mead to graze. 
Exempt from futwe service all his days, 

There feels a pleasure perfect in its kind, 

Ranges ^t liberty, and snuflfs the wind. 

But when his lord would quit the busy roadr 
To taste a joy like that he has bestowed. 

He proves, less hap) y than his favoured bi^tc, 

A life of ease a difficult pursuit. 

Thought, to the man that never thinks, may seem 
As natural as when asleep to dream ; 

J)ut reveries (for human minds will act) 

Specious in show, impossible in fact. 

Those flimsy webs, that break as soon as wrought. 
Attain not to the dignity of thought: 


Or lust engenders, and indulgence feeds. 

Whence and what are we ? to what end ordained ? 
What means the drama by the world sustained ? 
Business or vain amusement, care, or mirth, 

Divide the frail inhabitants of earth. 

Is duty a mere sport, or an employ ? 

Life an intrusted talent, or a toy ? 

Is there, as reason, conscience, scripture^ say. 
Cause to provide for a great future day, * 

When, earth’s assigned duration at an end, 

JMan s^all be summoned, and the dead attend ? 
The trumpet—will it sound ? the*curtain rise ? 

And show the aupist tribunal of the skies, 

W^here no pfevarication shall avail, 

^Vhere eloquence and artifice shall fai], 

"The pride of arrogant distinctions fall. 

And conscience and our conduct judge us all ? 
Pardon me, ye that give the midnight oil 
To learned cares or philosophic tou. 

Though I revere your honourable nimes^ 

Your useful labours and importaitt * 
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And hold the world indebted to your aid, 

Enriched with the discoveries ye have maide ; 

Yet let me stand excused, if I esteem 
A mind employed on so sublime a theme^ 

Pushing her bold inquiry to the date 
And outline of the present transient state. 

And, after poising her adventurous wings, 

Settling at last upon eternal things, 

Ear more intelligent, and better taught 
The'litrenuous use of profitable thought. 

Than ye, when happiest, and enlightened most, 
Ap(^ highest in renown, can justly boast. 

A*mind unnerved, or indisposed to bear 
The weight of subjects worthiest of her care^ 
Whatever hopes a change of scene inspires, 

Must change Wr nature, or in vain retires. 

An idler i*^ a watch that wants both hands, 

As uselef,^ if it goes as when it stands. 

Books therefore, not the scandal of the shelves. 

In which lewd sensualists print out themselves ; 
Nor those in whish the stage gives vice a blow. 
With what success let modern manners show ; 

Nor his who, for the bane of thousands bom. 

Built God a church, and laughed his word to scorn, 
Skilful alike to seem devout and just. 

And stab religion with a sly side-thrust; 

Nor those of learned philologists, who chase 
A panting syllable through time and space, 

Start it at home, and bunt it in the dark. 

To Gaul, to Greece, and into Noah^s ark ; 

But such as learning without false pretence, 

The friend of trutli, the associate of sound sense. 
And such as, in the zeal of good design. 

Strong judgment labouring in the scripture mine, 
All such as manly and great souls produce, 

Wortl>y to live, and of eternal use ; 

Behold in these what leisure hours demand, 
Amusement and true knowledge hand in hand. 
Luxury gives the mind a childish cast. 

And, while she polishes, perverts the taste ; 

Habits of close attention, thinking heads. 

Become more rare as dissipation spreads. 

Till aiahors hear at length one general cry, 

Tickle and entertain us, or we die. 

The loud demand, from year to year the same, 
Beggars Invention, and makes Fancy lame; 
Tififarce itself, most mournfully jejune^ 

Calls for the kind assistance of a tune. 

And novels (witness every month’s Review) 

Belie their name, and offer notliing new. 

The mind relaxing into needful sport, 

Should turn to writers of am abler sort. 
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Who^e wtt well managed, and ^ose classic style. 

Give truth a lustre, and make wisdom smile. 

Friends, (for I cannot stint, as some have done^ 

Too rigid in my view, that name to one ; 720 

Though one, 1 grant it, in the generous breast, 

Will stand advanced a step above the rest: 

FUwers by that name promiscuously we call. 

But one, th^rose, the regent of them all)— 

Friehds, not adopted with a schoolboy’s haste. 

But chosen with a nice discerning taste. 

Well born, well disciplined, who, plac^ apart 
From vulgar minds, have honour much at heart. 

And, though^he world may ^ink the ingredients odd, 

I'he love of virtue, and ^he fear of God ! 730 

Such friends prevent what else would soon succeed. 

A temper rustic a| the life we lead, 

And keep the polish of the manners clean, 

As theirs who bustle in the busiest scene ; 

For solitftde, however some may rave, 

Seeming a sanctuary, proves a grave, 

A sepulchre, in which the living lie, 

Where all good qualities grow sick and die. 

I praise the Frenchman,* his remark was shrewd— 

How sweet, how passing sweet, is solitude! 740 

^ut grant me still a friend in my retreat, 
vVhom I may whisper, solitude is sw'ect.'* 

Yet neither these delights, nor aught beside 
That appetite can ask, or wealth provide^ 

Can save us always from a tedious day. 

Or shine the dulncss of Jtill life away; 

Divine communion, carefully emoyed, 

Or sought with energy, must (ill the void. 

O sacred art, to whicn alone life owes 

Its happiest seasons, and a peaceful close, 75 ^ 

Scorned in a world, indebtM to that scum 
For evils daily felt, and hardly home,— 

Not knowing thee, we reap^ith bleeding hands 
Flowers of rank odour upon thorny lands. 

And, while experience cautions us in vain, 

Grasp seeming happiness, and find it pain.. 

Despondence, self-desert^ in her grief, 

I.ost by abandoning her own relief 
Murmuring and ungrateful Discoiftent, 

That scorns afflictions mercifully meant, 700 

Those humours tart as wines upon the fret. 

Which idleness and weariness beget; 

,1’hese and a thousand plagues that Imnnt the breast. 

Fond of the phantom of an earthly rest. 

Divine communion chases, as the day 
Drives to their dens the obedjent beasts of prey. 

See Judah’s promised king^ bored c^nlk 

* BruyiiiL 
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Driven out an exile from thp face of Saul. 

To distant caves the lonely wand^er flies, 

To seek that peace a tyrant’s frown denies. 7/0 

Hear the sweet accents of his tuneful voice, ^ 

Hear him, o’erwhelmed with sorrow, yet rejoice ; 

No womanish or wailing grief has part, 

No, not a moment, in his royal heart; 

’Tis manly music, such as martyrs make. 

Suffering with gladness for a Saviour's sake : * 

Hi^ioul exults, hope animates his lays. 

The sense of mercy kindles into praise. 

And wilds, &miliar with the lion’s roar, 

Kfffi£ with ecstatK. sounds unheard before : 780 

’Tis love like his that can alone defeut 
The foes of man, or make a de»iert sweet. 

Religion does not censure or exclude 
Unnumti^d pleasures harmlessly pursueif; 

To stud^culture, and with artful toil 
To meXorate and tame the stubborn soil; 

To give dissimilar yet fruitful lands 

The grain,*or hekd>, or plant, that each demands; 

To cherish virtue in an humble state. 

And share the joys your bounty may create ; 790 

To mark the matchless workings of the power 
That shuts within its seed the mture flower. 

Bids these in elegance of form excel. 

In colour these, and those delight the smell. 

Sends Nature forth, the daughter of the skies. 

To dance on Earth, and charm all human eyes ; 

To teach the canvas innocent deceiti 
Or lay the landscape on the snowy sheet— 

Theses these are arts, pursued without a crime. 

That leave no stain upon the wing of Time. 800 

Me poetry (or rather notes that aim 
Feebly and faintly at poetic fame) 

Employs, shut out from more important views, 

Fastlty the banks of the slow-winding Ouse ; 

Content if thus sequestered 1 may raise 
A monitor’s, though not a poet’s praise. 

And while 1 teach an art too little known. 

To close life wisely, may not waste my own. 


A AiSLE. 
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THE DOVES. 


Reasoning at every step he treads, 
Man yet mistakes his way. 

While me^er things, whom instinct 
leads, * 

Are rarely kiy^wn to ctray. 

Ont silent eve 1 wandered late, 

And heard the voice of love; 

The tittle thus addressed her mate, 
And soothed the listening dove 

*‘Our mutual bond pf faith and truth 
No time shall disengage, 

Those blessings of our early youth 
Shall cheer our latest age; 

• 

While innocence without disguise. 
And constancy sincere. 

Shall hll the circles of those eyes. 

And mine can read them there; 

“Those ills, that wait on all below, 
Shall ndVr be felt by me. 

Or gently felt, and only so, 

^ being shared with tltee. 


“When lightnings flash among the 
trees, jf 

Or kites are hovering near, 

I fear lest thee alone they seize, 

And know no other fear. 

“*Tis then I feel myself E wife, 

And press thy wedded side. 

Resolved a union forme dJor life 
Death ntfver shall divraeT 

“But oh I if, flckle and unchaste, 
(Forgive a transient thought,) 

Thou couldst bcco^ unkind at last, 
And scorn thy piV^ent lot, 

. • 

“No need of lightnings from on high. 
Or kites jgith cruel beak; 

Denied the endearments of thine eye, 
This widowed heart would break.” 

Thus sang the sw'eet sec|uestered bird. 
Soft as the passing wind, 

And I recorded what 1 heard, 

A lesson for mankind. 


K FABLE. 


A RAVEN, while with glossy breast 
Her new-laid e^ she fondly pressed. 
And, on her wicker-work high tnottnted,- 
Her chickens prematurely counted, 

(A fault philosophers might blame, 

If ^uite exempted from the same,) 
Enjoyed at ease the genial day; 

*Twas April, as the bumpkins say. 

The legislature called it May. 

But suddenly a wind, as high 
As ever swept a winter sky. 

Shook the young leaves ab^t her ear8> 
And^ed W with a thousand fears, 
L«!t the rude blast slfbuld snap the 
bott£^ 

And spreader golden hopes below. 
But just at eve the blowing weather 
And all her fears were hawed together; 
**iKid now,” quoth poor unthinking 
Ralph, 

“'Tis over, the brood is safe;” 
(F<» ravais, though, as birds of omen, 


They teach both conjurers and old 
women 

To tell us what is to befall. 

Can’t prophesy themselves at all). 

The morning came, when neighbour 
Hodge, 

Who long had marked her airy lodge, 
And destined all the treasure there 
A gift to hlS expecting fair. 

Climbed like a squirrel to his dray, 

Apd bore the worthless prize away. 
moraJI 

’Tis Providence alone secures 
In every change both mlhe and yours^ 
Safety consists not in escape 
From dangers of a frightral shape; 

An earthquake may to bid to spare 
The roan that's strangled by a hair. 
Fate^steals along with silent tread. 
Found oftenest m what least we dread, 
FTowns in the storm with angry brow» 
But in the sunshine strikes tm blow^' 

M a 
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A COMPARISON. 

Thk lapse of time and rivers is the same, 

Poth speed their journey with a restless stream ; 

'I'iie silent pace with which they steal away. 

No wealth can bribe, no prayers persuade to stay; ' 
Alike irrevocable both when past, t ^ 

^ And a wide ocean swallows both at last. 

*'rho»igh each resemble each in every part, 

A rlifference strikes at length the musing heart; 
Streams never flow in v.ain ; where streams aixtund 
How laughs‘the hanfl witlyvario^us plenty Crowned ! 
Dut time, th.at should enrich the nobler mind. 
Neglected, leaves a dreary waste behind. 


ANOTHER. 

AfcTDRESSKD TO A YOUNG LADY. 


Sweet stream, that winds through 
yonder glade. 

Apt emblem of a virtuous maid! 

Silent f nd chaste she steals along, 

Ear from the world’s gay busy throng. 
With gentle yet prevailing force. 


Intent upon her destined course; 
Graceful and useful all she docs, 
Blessing and blessed whve’er she 
goes; 

Pure-bosomed as that watery glass. 
And heaven reflected in her face 1 

r 


VERSES 

S^)PrOSF.D TO BE WRITTEN BY ALEXANDER SELKIRK DURING HIS SOLITARY 
ABODE ON THE ISLAND OF JUAN FERNANDEZ. 


I AM monarch of all I survey, ' 

My right there is none to dispute, 
Fiom the centre all round to the sea, 

I am lord of the fowl aiuF the brute. 
O Solitude t where are the charms 
' That sages have seen in thy face ?« 
Better dwell in ftie midst of alarms. 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity’s reach, 

1 must finish my journey alone. 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 
I Start at the sound of my own. 

Tlie beasts that roam over ihe plain, 
My form with indiflereng: see ;* 
They BK so unacquainted with man,* 
Their tameness is shocking to me. 


Society, friendship, and love^ 

Divinely bestowed upon man. 

Oh, had 1 the wings of a dove. 

How soon would I taste you again I 
My sorrows 1 then might assuage 
In the ways of reli^on and truth, 
Might learn from the wisdom of age. 
And be cheered by the sallies of} outh. 

Religion t what treasure untold 
Resides in that heavenl/^'ord I 
More precious than silver and gold, 

Or ul that this earth can affbid. 

But the sound of the church-going 
These valleys and rocks never heard. 
Never sighed at the sound of a knell. 
Or snuled-^whmi assablnth appear^ 


ODE f'O PEACE, 
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Ye winds, that have made me your spo^t, 
Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 
Of a land I shall visit no more. 

My friends,—do they now and then send 
A wish 0* thought after me? 

O tell me I yet have a friend, 

Though a friend 1 acS never to see. 

How fleet is a glance of the mind! 

Compared with the speed of its flight. 
The tempest itself lags behind. 

And the swift-wingedfirrows of light. * 


tVhen I think of my own native land, 
In a moment I seem to be there; 
But alas! recollection at hand 
Soon hurries me back to desp^r. 

But the sea-fowl is gone to her nest. 
The beast is laid down in his lair, 
Even here is a season of rest, 

And 1 to my cabin n^pair. 

There’s mercy in every places 

And mercy, encouraging thought I 
Gives eve^affliction a 

And reconciles man to his lot. 


ON THE PROMOTION OF EDWARD THURSOW, ESQ. 

• • 

TO THE LORD HIGH CHANCKl.LOKSlllP OF ENGLAND. 


Round Thurlow’s head in early youth, 
And in his sportive days. 

Fair Science poured the light of truth, 
And G^ius shed his rays. 

** See! ” with united wonder cried 
Tlie experienced and the sage, 

** Ambition in a boy supplied 
‘With all the skill of age! • 


“ Disccnimcnl, eloquence, and grace 
Proclaim him born to sway 
The balance in the highest place, 

And bear the palm away.” 

I'he praise bestowed was just alld w isc; 

He sprang impetuous forth. 

Secure of conquest where the priz^ 
Attends superior worth. 


So the best courser on the plain 
Ere yet he starts is known. 
And docs but at the goal obtain 
What all had deemed his own. 


ODE TO 


Come, peace of mind, delightful guest! 
Return ancTmake thy downy nest 
Oggp more in this sad heart: 

Nor riches I, nor powerspursue. 

Nor hold forbidden toys in view; 

We ther^ore need not part. 

Where jirilt thou dwell, if not with me, 
From avarice and ambition free, 

^nd pleasure’s fatal wiles? 

For whom, alasl dost thou prepare 
The sweets that I was wont to sihaTe, 
The banquet of thy si:qj|tes? 


PEACE. 

• 

The great,the gay, shall they partake 
TAe heaven that thou^lone cansl make, 
And wilt thou quit the stream 
That murmurs through yie dewy mead, 
The grove and the sequestered shed, * 
To be a guest with thepi? 

For thee I panted, thee T prized, 

For thee I gladly sacrifleed 
Whate’er I loved before, 
shall Fsee thee start away, 

And helpless, hopeless, hear thee say, 
Farewell! we meet no more ”? 



OxV OBSERV'ING SOME NAMES OF LITtIe NOTE, 
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HUMAlfJ FKAILTV. 


Weak and irresolute is man; 

The purpose of to-day, 

Wovdh with pains into his plan, 
'l*ci-inorrow rends away. 

The bow well bent and smart the spring, 
Vice seems ^ready slain, 

Diit jvission rudely snaps the string, 
And it revives again. 

Some foe toil's upright inleiSt 
^'i^ds out his weaker part, 

'Virtue engages his assent, 
iiut pleasure witv^his heart. 


’Tis here the folly of the wise 
Through all his art we view. 

And while his tongue the charge denies, 
His conscience owns it taae. 

Bound on a vojixge of ^wful length 
And dangers little known, 

A stranger to superior strength, ' 
Man vainly trusts hus own. 

«.Rut oars aloneucan ne’er prevail 
'I'b reach the <listant coast, 

The breath of heaven must sw'ell the sail. 
Or all tile toil is lust. 


THE MODERN PATRIOT. 


Rkbei.mon is my theme alfday; 

1 only wish ’twould come 
(As who knows but perhaps it may?) 
A little nearer home. 

Ybn roaring boys, who rave and fight 
On rother side the Atlantic, 

I always held them in the right, 

Bt.t most so when most frantic, 

W'hen Lawless mobs insult the court, 
’I'hat man shaft be my toast, 

If breaking windows be the sport, 

^ Who bravely breaks the most. 


But oh ! for him my fancy culls 
The choicest flowers she bears, 

Who constitutionally pulls 
Vour house about your cal's. 

Such civil broils are my delight, 
'fhough some folks can’t endure ’em. 
Who say the mob are mad outright. 
And that a rope must cure ’em. 

A rope! I wish we patriots h:jd * 
Such strings for all who need ’em.— 
What! hang a man for going mad! 
Then farewell British freedom. 


ON OBSERVING SOME NAMES OF LITTLE NOTE, 

RECORDED IN THE ’^UIOGRAPHIA BRITANNICA.” 

Oil, fond internpt to give a deathless lot 
To names ignoble, born to be fc^ot 1 
In vain, recorded i( historic pa£^, • 

^They court the notice of a future age: 

Those twinkling tiny lustres of the land ^ 

' Di\)p one by one fmm Fame’s neglecting hand; 

Lethsvan gulfs receive them as they (all, ^ 

“ And dark oblivion soon absorbs them all. 

So when a child (as playful Cjhildren use) 

Has burnt to tinder a stale last'yeai's news. 

The flame extinct, he views the roving fire— 

There goes my ladj^ aiid there goes the squire, 

There goes the pRi%>n, oh illustrious spark! 

And there, scarce less illustrious, goesJhe clexft! 
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REPORT OF AN AbjUDGED CASE. 

NOT TO BE FOUND IN ANY OP THE BOOKS. 

Between Nose and Eyes a strange contest arose, 

• The spectacles set them unhappily wrong; 

Tlie point in dispute was, as all the world Knows, 

Tp whiclPthe said spectacles ought to belong. 

So Tongue was the lawyer, and argued the cause 
With a great deal of skill, and a wig full of learning; 
While Chief Baron Ear sat to balance the laws, 

So famed for his talent inaiiccly disceriffhg. 

“ In behalf of the Nose it will quickly appear, 

And your lord^tip,*' he said, “will undoubtedly^find. 
That the Nose has had spectacles always in wear,|^ 
Which amounts to possession time out of mind .'a 

Then holding the spectacles up to the court— 

“Your lordship observes they are made jiith a«straddlc, 
As wide as the '^tdge of the Nose is; in short. 

Designed to sit close to it, just like a saddle. 

Again, 'would your lordship a moment suppose 

* ('Tis a case that has happened, and may be again,) 
That the visage or countenance had not a Nose, 

Pray who would, or who could, w'ear spectacles then? 

On the whole it appergs, and my argument shows, 

With a reasoning the court will never condemn. 

That the si)ectacles plainly were made for the Nose, , 
And the Nose was as plainly intended for them.” 

Then shifting his side, as a lawyer knows how, ” 

He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes: 

But what were his arguments few people know, 

For the court did not think they were equally wise. 

So his lordship decreed with a grave solemn tone, 
Decisive and clear, without one if or but— 

That, whenever the Nose put his spectacles on, 

By daylight or candlelight—Eyes shoulfjrbe shut I 


ON THE BURNING OF LORD MANSFIELD’S LUIRARY, 

TOGETHER WITH HIS MSS., 

BY TMB MOB, IN THB MONTH OF JUNB X780. 


then—the Vandals of our isle, 
Sworn foes to sense and law. 
Have burnt to dust a nobler pile 
Than ever Roftiaa saw 1 


And Mumy sighs o’er Pope, and Su ift. 

And m^ny a treasure more, 

The well-judged purchase, and the gilt, 
'That graceil his lettered store. 
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tHE LILY and" the ROSE. 


Their pages manned, burnt, and torn. 
The loss was hts alone; 

But ages yet to come shall mourn 
The burning of his own. , 


ON THE SAME. 


When Wit and Genius meet their doom 
In all devuui^ig flame. 

They tell us of the fate of Rome, 

And bid us fear tlm same. 

0 *er Murray’s loss the Muses wept, 
They felt the rude alarm. 

Yet blessed the guardian care that kept 
Uii^ sacred head harm. 

THE^ LOVE OF THE 


There Memory,‘like the bee that’s fed 
From Flora’s balmy store. 

The quintessence of all he read 
Had treasured up before. 

The lawless hcftl, with fury blind, 
Have done him cruel wrong; 

The flowers are gon^—but still we find 
The hoitC:y on hts tongue. 

WORLD REPROVED;* 


QR, HYPOCRISY UETECl'ED. 


Thus says the prophet of the Turk, 
Good Mussulman, abstain from pork; 
There is a part in every swine 
No friend or follower of mine 
May tos^, whate'er his inclination, 

On pain of excommunication.” 

Such Mahomet’s mysterious charge. 
And thus he left the point at large. 

Had he the sinful part expressed, 

'riiey might with safety eat the rest; 
But for one piece \hey thought it hard 
From the whole hog to be debarred. 
And set their wit at work to find 
What joint the prophet had in mind. 

Mu^ controvq^y straight arose, 
'Fhe^ choose the back, the belly those; 
By some ’tis confidently said 
He meant not to forbid the head; 
While others at that doctrine4:011, 

And piously prefer the tail t 
Thus, Conscience freed from ^ery clog, 
Maliometans eat «j> the hog. 


You laugh—’tis well—the tale ap¬ 
plied 

May make you laugh on t’other side. 

“ Renounce the world,” the*' preacher 
cries. 

“ We do,” a multitude replies. 

While one as innocent regards 

A snug and friendly game at cards; 

And one, whatever you may say. 

Can see no evil in a play; 

Some love a concert, or a race; 

And others shooting and the chase. 

Reviled and loved, renounced and 
follovred. 

Thus, bit by bit, the world is swal¬ 
lowed; 

Each thinks his neighbour makes too 
free. 

Yet likes a slice as well as he: 

With sophistry their .sauce they sweeten, 

Till quite from tail to snout *tis eaten. 


THE LILY AND THE ROSE.' 


The nymph must lose her ffemale friend 
If nu>re admired than she—• 

But where will fierce contention end. 

If flowers can disagree? 


Within the garden’s peaceful’scene 
Appeared 'two lovely foes, 

Arainng to the rank of Queen, 

. The Lily and the Rose. c. 


* It may Im proper to iaform die readei^thRt this piece has already appeared in print, having 
found its way, though with..st)me unnecessaiy additions hy an unknown hand, inu> the ** Leeds 
JcNunal,* wUnout the author’s privity.—iseSr. o 
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• 

The Rose soon reddened into rage, 
And, swelling with disdain. 
Appealed to many a poet’s page 
To prove her right to reign. 

The Lily’sdieight bespoke command, 

A fair imperial flower; 

She seemed designed fl^r Flora’s hand, 
^he sceptre of her power. 


This civil bickcriog and debate 
The goddess chanced to hear. 
And flew to save, ere yet too late, 
The pride of the parterre. 

m 

Yours is, she said, the noblest hue. 
And yours the statelier mien; 
And, till a thiid surpasses you, 

Let each be deemed ^ queen. 


Thus soothed and reconciled, each seeks 
The fairest British fair; 

'Phe seat of^empice is her cheoK^ 

They reign united there. 


IDEM LATINE REDDITUM. 

IIeu inimicitias quoties parit semulaTbrmI, 

Quam mro pulchne, pulchra placere potest I 

Sed fines ultri solitos discordia tendit. 

Cum florcs ipsos bills et ira movent. 

Hortus ubi dulces prseljet tacitosqne rccessfls, 

Se rapit in partes gens animosa duas; 

Hie sibi regales Amaryllis Candida cultfls, 
lllic purpureo vindicat ore Rosa. 

• 

Ira Rosam et meritis queesita superbia tangunt, 
Multaque ferventi vix cohibenda sinfl, • 

Dum sibi fautorum ciet undique nomina vatfim, 

J usque suum, multo carmine fulta, probal. 

Altior emicat ilia, et celso vertice nutat, 

Ceu flores inter non habitura parem, 

Fastiditque alios, et nata videtur in usQs 
Imperii, sceptrum, Flora quod ipsa gerat. 

Nee Dea non sensit civilis murmura ruse, 

Cui curse est pictas pandere ruri^o]ies, 

Deliciasque suas nunquan^non prempta tueri, 

Dum licet et locus est, ut tueatnr, adest. -i 

** Et'tibi forma datur procerior omnibus,” inqui^ 

** Et tibi, principibus qui solet esse, color, 

Et*donec vincat quaedam formosior ambas, 

Et tibi regime nomen, et esto tibL” 

His ubi sedatus furor est, petit utraque nympham, 
Qualem inter Veneres Anglia sola parit; 

Hanc penes imperium es^ nihil optant amplius, hujus 
B Regnant in nitidis, et me Ute, genis. 
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OAT A GOLDFINCH STArVED TO DEAH'H. 

r 


THE NIGHTINGALE AND GLOW-WORM. 


A NIGHTINGALE, that all day long 
Had c^ered the village with his song, 
Nor yet at eve his note suspended, 

Nor yet when eventide was ended, 
Regan to feel, as well he might, 

I'he keen demands of appetite; 

When, Iooking\agerly around, 

1 le spied far off, upon the ground, 

A something^jjmiing in the dark, 

And knew the gTow-worm by^is spark; 
So stooping down from hawthorn toj>, 

J le thought to put him in his crop. 

I'he Mcorm, aware of^iis intent, 
H.irangued him thu^Hght eloquent— 

“ Did you admire my lamp,” quoth he, 
“ As much as I yofAr minstrelsy. 

You would abhor to do me wrong. 

As much as I to spoil your i^ng; 

For ’twas the self-same Power divine 
Taught you to sing and me to shine; 


That you with music, I with light. 
Might beautify, and cheer the night.” 

The songster heard his short oration. 
And, warbling out his approbation, 
Released him, an»my sto^ tells. 

And found a supper somewhere else. 

Hence jarring sectaries may learn * 
Their real interest to discern; 

That brother should not war with 
(. ^ brother, • 

.\nd worry and devour each other; 

Rut sing and shine by sweet consent, 
Till life’s poor transient night is spent, 
Respecting, in each other’s case. 

The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Those Christians best deserve the 
name 

Who studiously make peace their aim; 
Peace both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps and him that flies. 


VOTUM. 

O MATUTINI rores, auraeque salubres, 

O nemora, et Isetee rivis fclicibus herbae, 

Graminei colles, et amcenie in v^llibus umbrse ! 

Fata mod6 dederint quas ohm in rure pnterno 
] Idlicias, procul arte, procul formidine novi, 

Quam vellcm ignotus, ouod mens mea semper avebat. 
Ante larem proprium placidam expectare senectam, 
Turn demhm, exactis non infeliciter annis, 

Sortiri taciturn lapidem, aut sub cespite condi 


ON A GOLDFINCH STARVED TO DEATH IN HIS CAGE. 




Time was when I was free al air, 
The thistle’s downy seed my Eire, 
My drink the iqpming dew; 

I perched at will on every spray. 
My form gentee^ my plumage gay, 
My strains for ever new. 


But gaudy plumage, sprightly strain. 
And form ^nteel were all ii^vain. 

And of a transient date; [death. 
For, caught and caged, and staiWi to 
In dying sighs ray little breath 
Soon pa^ed the wiry grate. 


Thanks, gentle swain, for all my woes, 
And thanks for this effectual close 
And cure of every ill! 

More ctuelty qpuld nbne express; 

And 1 , 4 f you hail^ shown me less, 

Had been your prisoner stilL 


A JiEpLECT/ON, 
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THE PINEAPPLES* AND THE BEE. 


The Pineapples, in triple row, 

Were basking hot, and all in blow; 

A Bee of most discerning taste 
Perceived frs^rance as he passed; 
On eager wing the spoiler came, 

And searched rforcrantiies in the frame, 
Urged his attempt on every side, 

To every pane his trunk applied; 

But still in vain, the frame was tight, 
And only pervious to the light; 

I'hus having wasted hmf the dayr * 
He trimmed his fUght another way. 

“Methinks,** I said, “in thee 1 find 
The sin and madness of miffikind. 

To joys forbidden man aspires, 
Consumes his souhsvith vain desires; 
Felly the spring of his pursuit. 

And disappointment all the fruit. 

While Cynthio ogles, as .he passes. 
The nymph between two chanot glasses, 


She is the Pineapple, and he 
The silly unsuccessful Bee. 

The maid who views with pensile air 
The showgiass fraught with glittcrii y 
ware. 

Sees watches, bracelets, rings, and 
lockets, p 

But sighs at thought of empty pockets; 
Like thine, her appetite is Keen, 

But ah, yie cruel glaa^ir 'vlween 2“ 

Our dear delights are often such. 
Exposed to view, but not to touch; 
The .sight our foolish heart inflames, 
We long for pin(|.7)ples in frames; 
With hopeless Vish one looks and 
lingers; 

One breaks the ^ass, and cuts his 
fm^rs; • 

But they^om Truth and Wisdom lead, 
Can gather honey from a weed. 


\ HORACE, Book II. Ode X. 


Receive, dear friend, the truths I 
teach, 

St) shalt thou live beyond the reach 
Of adverse fortune's power; • 

Not always tempt the distant deep, 

Nor always timorously creep 
Along the treacherous shore. 

He that holds fast the golden mean, 
And lives contentedly between 
The little and the great. 

Feels not the wants that pinch the poor, 
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man’.s 
door, 

Imbittering all his state. 

The tallest pines feel most, the power 
Of wintr^ blasts; the loftiest tower 
Comes heaviest to the ground ; 
lH^olts that spare t^e mountain’s side 
His cloud‘Capt eminence divide, 

And spread the ruin round. 


The well-informed philosopher 
Rejoices with a wholesome fear, 

And hopes in spite of pain ; 

If Winter bellow from the north* 

Soon the sweet Spring comes dancing 
forth, 

And Nature laughs again. 

What if thine HiSiven be overcast? 

The dark appearance will not last 
Expect a brighter sky; 

The God that stringsIthe silver btw, 
Awakes .sometimes the Mu.ses too. 

And lays his arrows by. 

If hindrances obstruct thy way. 

Thy mamanimity display, 

• And let thy strength m seen; 

But O! if Fortune ffll thy sail 
With more than a propitious gale, 
Take half thy canvus in! 


A REFLECTION ON THE FOREGOING ODR 

And Ls this all ? Can JReason do no more 
Than bid me shun the deem atid dread the ^ore ? 
Sweet moralist! afloat on^ife’s rougli sea, 

<rhe Christian has an art unknown to thee I 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM^TINCENT BOURNE, 


He holds no parley wlfh unmanly fears ; 
Where Duty bids, he confide'ntly steers, 

Faces a thousand dangers at her call, 

And, trusting in his God, surmounts them all. 


TRANSLATIONS FROM VINCENT BO^TRNE. 


I. Tub Glow-worm. 

Benrath the hedge or near the stream, 
A worm isJUr'iwn to stray,^^ 

I'hat shows by night a lucid beam. 
Which disappears by day. 

Disputes have been,^^nd still prevail. 
From whence his rqj^s proceed ; 

Some give that honohr to his tail. 

And others to hir head. 

But this is sure—the hand of might 
That kindles up the skies,*^'* 

Gives ///m a modicum of light 
Proportioned to his size. 

Perhaps indulgent Nature meant, 

4^v such a lamp bestowed, 

To bid the traveller, as he went, 

Be careful where he trod ; 

Nor ciish a worm, whose useful light 
Might serve, however small, 

I'o show a stumbling stone by night. 
And save him fi^om a fall. 

What’er she meant, this truth divine 
I", legible and plain, 

’Tis power Almighty bids him shine, 
Nc^ bids him shine in vain. 

Ye proud and wealthy ! let this theme 
Teach humbler thoughts to you. 
Since such a reptile has its gem. 

And boasts its splendour tc^ 

II. The-Jackdaw. ‘ 

There is a bird who by his coat. 

And by the hoarseness of his note. 
Might be supposed a crow : 

A great frequenter of the church, 

Where bishop-like he finds a perch, 
And dormitory too. 

Ahbve the steeple shines a plate, ' . 
I'hat turns and turns, to indi^te ^ 
From what point blows the weatlter; 


Look up—your brains begin to swim, 
'Tis in the clouds—that pleases him, 

He chooses it the rather. 

Fond of the speculative height, 

Thither he wings his airy flight. 

And thence securely sees 
The bustle •and the raree-show 
That occupy mankind below, 

Secure and at his^ease. 

You think, no doubt, he sits and muses 
On future broken bones and bruises, 

If he should chance to fall. 

No; not a single thought like that 
Employs his philosophic pate, 

Or troubles it at all. 

He sees that this great roundabout. 

The world, with all its motley rout. 
Church, army, physic, law. 

Its customs, and its businesses, 

Are llo concern at all of his. 

And says—what says he?—** Caw.” 

Thrice happy bird .' 1 too have seen 
Much of the vanities of men; 

And sick of having seen ’em. 

Would cheerfully these limbs resign 
For such a pair of wings as thine, 

And such a head between ’em. 

III. The Cricket. 

Little inmate, full of mirth. 

Chirping on my kitchen hearth. 
Wheresoe’er be thine abode, „ 
Always harbinge* of good. 

Pay me for thy warm retreat 
With a song more soft and swftet; 

In return thou shall receive 
Such a strain as I can give. 

Thus th^ praise shall be expressed, 
Inoffensive, welcome guest! 

While the rat is on the scout. 

And the mouse with cucious snout, 

Ci 



THE SHRUBBERY. • 


m 


With what vermin llse infest 
Every dish, and spoil the best; * 

Frisking tlius before the fire. 

Thou hast all thine heart’s desire. 

Though in voice and shape they be 
Formed asTiCakin to thee. 

Thou surpasses!, hapfner far, 

Happiest grasshoppers that are; 
Theirs is but a summer’s song. 

Thine endures the winter long. 
Unimpaired, and shrill, and clear, 
Melody throughout thc^ear. 

Neither night, nor dawn of day, * 
Puts a period to thy play; 

Sing then—and extend thy fpan 
Far beyond the date of roan ; 
Wretched man, whose years are spent 
In^rcpining disconfbnt. 

Lives not, aged though he be. 

Half a span compared with thee. 


%^iv. The Parrot. 

In painted plumes superbly drest, 

A native of the gorgeous East, 

• By many a billow tost; 

Poll gains*at length the British sh«re. 
Part of^he captain’s precious store, 

A present to his Toast. 

Belinda’s maids are soon preferred 
To teach him now and then a word, 
As Poll can master it; 


^ut 'tis her own important cliarge 
To qualify him more at large. 

And make him quite a wit. 

** Sweet Poll! ” his doting mistress cries, * 
'* Sweet Poll!” the mimic bird .Splies, 
And calls aloud for sack. 

' She next instructs him in the kiss; 

'Tis now a little one, like Miss, 

And now a hearty snack. 

At first he aims at what he hears ; 

And, listening close with both his cars. 
Just caitches at the sfffinci; 

But soon articulates aloud, 

Much to the amusement of the crowd, 
And stuns the neighbours roui^d. 

A querulous old woman’s voice 
His humorous talent next employs. 

He scolds and gifes the lie. 

And now' he siqgs, and now is sick, 

** Here Sdny, Susan, come, come quick, 
Poor Poll is like to die !” 

Belinda and her bird! ’tis rare 
To meet with such a w'ell-matched pair, 
I'he language and the tone, ' 

Each character in every part • 

Sustained with so much grace and art, 
And both in unison. ^ 

When children first begin to spell, 

And stammer out a pliable, 

We think them tedious creatures; 

But diiTiculties soon abate, 

I W'hc*.i birds are to be taught to pra^ 

I And women arc the teachers. 


THE SHRUBBERY. 

WRITTEN IN A TIME OF AFFLICTION. 


O HAPPY shades! to me unblest! 

Friendly to peace, but not to me! 
How ill the scene that offers rest, 

And heart that cannot rest, agree t 

This glassy stream, that spreading pine. 
Those alders quivering to the breeze. 
Might sodthe a soul les.shurt than mine. 
And pleas^ if anything could please. 

Brut fix^ unalterable Care 

Foregoes not what she feels within, * 
Shows the same sadness everywhere. 
And slights |j]ie season and the scene. 


For all that pleased in woo<l or lawn, 
WhilejPcace possessed these silent 
bowers, 

^er animating smilfiwithdrawn, 

Has lost its beauties and its powers. 

The saint or moralist Should tread ^ 
This moss-grown alley, musing, slow; 
They seek like me the Secret shade, 

But not, like me, to nourish woe 1 . 

Me fruitful scenes and prospects waste-’ 
•Alike admonish not to roam ; 
%Thrse tell me of enjoyments past, 

I And those of sorrows yet to come. 
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MUTUAL FORBEARANCE. 


THE WINTER NOSEGAY. 


What Nature, alas ! has denied 
I'o the delicate growth of our isle, 
Art h^s in a measure supplied. 

And winter is decked with a smile. 
I'ee, Mary, what beauties I bring 
From the shelter of that sunny shed. 
Where the flowers have the charms of 
the sprih^, 

Though abroad they are frozen and 
dead. 


'Tis a bower of Arcadian sweets. 
Where Flora is still in her prime, 

A fortress to which she retreats 

FroU the cruel as^^ults of the clime. 


While earth wears a mantle of snow, 
These pinks are as fresh and as 
gay 

As the fairest and sweetest that blow 
On the beautiful bosom ot May. 

See how they hrfve safely survived 
The frowns of a sky so severe ; 
Such Mary's true love, that has lived 
Through many a turbulent year. 
The charms of the late-blowing rose 
” Seem graced with a livelier hue. 
And the winter of sorrow best show's 
The truth of a frieiid such as you. 


MUTUAL FORBEARANCE. 

NECESSARY TO THE HAPTIiVESS OF THE MARRIED STATE. 


The lady thus addressed he spouse— 
** What a mere dungeon is this house ! 
By no means large enough, and was it. 
Yet this dull room and that dark closet, 
Those hangings with their worn-out 
' • • j graces. 

Long bbards, long noses, and pale 
faces, 

Are such an antiquated scene, 

They overwhelm me with the spleen." 

Sir Humphrey, shooting in the dark. 
Makes answer quite beside the mark : 

“ No doubt, my dear, 1 bade him come. 
Engaged myself to be at home. 

Ana shall expect him at the door. 
Precisely when the clock strikes four." 

“ You are so deaf,” the lady cried, 
(And raised her voice, and frowned be¬ 
side) 

“ You are so sadly deaf, my dear. 

What shall I do to make you hear?" 

" Dismiss poor Harry 1" he rvplies, 

** Some people araonore nice than vris^ 
For one slight trespass all this stir? 
What if he did nde whip and spur ? 
’Tfras but a mile—^your favourite horse 
Will never look one hair the worse." 

** Well, I protest 'tis past all bearing!"— 
** Child ! I am rather hard of hearing."— 
Yes, truly; one must scream and mwI : 
I tdl you you can*t hear at all!" 

Then, with a voice exceedingf^low, 

** No matter if yoa hear or no.” 


Alas ! and is domestic strife, 

That sorest ill of human life, 

A plague so little to be feared, 

As to be wantonly incurred, 

To gratify a fretful passion, 

On every trivial provocation ? 

The kindest and the happiest pair 
Will find occasion to forbear; 

And something, every day they live, 
To p’ty and, perhaps, forgive. 

But if infirmities, that fall 
In common to the lot of all, ^ 

A' blemish, or a sense impaired. 

Are crimes so little to be spared, 

Then farewell all that must create 
The comfort of the wedded state; 
Instead of harmony, *tis jar. 

And tumult and intestine war. 

The love that cheers life's latest 
stage. 

Proof against sickness and old age. 
Preserved by virtue from declenuon. 
Becomes not weaiy of attention; 

But lives when that exterior grace. 
Which first inspired the flame decays. 
'Tis gentle, delicate, and kind, 

To faults compassionate or bl(,nd. 

And will with sympathy endure 
Those evils it would gladly cure; 

But angry, coarse, and harsh expressio** 
Bhows love to be a mm profession; 
Proves that the heart is none of his, 

Or soon expels him if i|,is. 

o 



BOjWICEA, 
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TO THE R^V. MR. NEWTON. 

AN INVITATION INTO THE COUNTRY. 


The swallows in their torpid state 
Compos^their useless wing, 

And bees in Hives as idly wait 
The call of early spr|pg. 

The keenest frost that binds the stream, 
The wildest wind that blows, 

Are neither felt nor feared by them, 
Secure of their repos^: 

Hut man, all feeling and awake, * 

The gloomy scene surveys; 

With present ills his heart ngist ache. 
And pant for brighter days. 


Old Winter, halting o’er the mc:^. 

Bids me and Maiy mourn; 

But lovely Spring peeps o’er his head, • 
And whispers your retuni. 

Then April with her sister May 
Shall chase him from the bowers. 

And weave fresh garlands every day. 
To crown the smiUnj^onrs. 

And if a tear that speaks regret 
Of happier times appear, 

A glimpse of joy ^t we have mt)t 
Shall ^ine, am* dry the tear. 


TRANSLATION OF PRIOR’S CHLOE AND.EUPHELIA. 

•1 

Mercator, vigiles oculos ut fallere possit. 

Nomine sub hcto trans mare mittit opes ; 

Len^ sonat liquidumque meis Euphelia chordis, 

Sed solam exoptant te, mea vota. Chide. 


Ad speculum omabat nitidos Euphelia crines. 
Cum dixit mea lux, heus, cane, sume lyram, 
Namque lyram juxtk positam cum carmine vidit. 
Suave quidem cafbien dulcisonamque lyram, 

Fila lyree vocemque paro, suspiria surgunt, 

Kt miscent numeris-rourmura moesta meis, 
Dumque tuse memoro laudes, Euphelia, formtt, 
Tota anima interek pendet ab ore Chloes. 


Subrubet ilia pudore, et contrahit altera frontcm, 
Me torquet mea mens conscia, psallo, tremo; 
Atque Cimidinei dixit Dea^cincta coronk, 

Heu! fallendi artem quam didicere parum. 


) 


BOADICEA. «An Ode. 


W^AiilH the British wardor queen. 
Bleeding from the Roman rods, 
Sought, vqth an indignant mien, 
Counsd of her country’s gods, 

Sage beneath a spreading oak 
*Sat the Druid, hoaiy wieC 
Every burning word he spcdce 
Full of rage and full« grief: 


** Princess! if our aged eyes 
Weep upon thy matdhless wrongs^ 
’Tis bemuse resentment ties 
All the terrors of our*tongues. 

** Rome shall perish,—^write that word 
In the blood that she has spilt; 
PeAsh hf^less and abhorred, 

* Deq> in min as in guilt 
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HEROiSM. 


** Rome, for emplie far teuowiicd. 
Tramples on a thousand states; 
Soon her pride shall kiss the ground,— 
Hark! the Gaul is at her gates. 

*' Other Romans shall arise, 

M Heedless of a soldier’s name. 
Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize, 
Harmony the path to fame. 

I 

“ Then the progeny that springs 
From the forests of our land. 

Armed witk«th''nder, clad with wings. 
Shall a wider world commamL 


Regions Ca:sar n .wer knew 
Tliy posterity shall sway. 

Where his eagles never flew, 

None invincible as they.” 

Such the bard’s prophetic words, 
J’regnant with celestial,fifSe, 
Bending as he swept the cho^s 
Of his sweet but awful lyre. 

She, with all a monarch’s pride. 
Felt them in her bosom glow, 
Rushed to battle, fought and died, 
' Dpng, hurl^ them at the foe. 


** Ruflians, pitiless as proud, 
iui Heaven awards the vengeance due; 
' Empire is on us bestowed, 

Shame and ruin wait for you 1” 


HF.ROTSM. 

There was a time when yEtna’s silent fire 
Slept unperccived, the mountain yet entire; 
When, conscious of no danger from below. 

She towered a cloud-capt pyramid of snow. 

No thunders shook with deep intestine sound 
The blooming groves that girdled her around ; 
Her unctuous olives and her purple vines, 

(Unfelt the fury of those burstiKg mines) 

The peasant’s hopes, and not in vain, assured, 
peace upon her sloping sides matured. 

When on a day, like that of the last doom, 

A conflagration labouring in her womb. 

She teemed and heaved with an infernal birth. 
That shook the circling seas and solid earth. 
iJark and voluminous the vapours rise, 

And hang their horrors in the neighbouring skies. 
While through the Stygian veil that blots the day 
In dazzling speaks the vivid lightnings play. 

But oh ! whs muse, and in what bowers of song. 
Can trace th^orrent |s it bums along ? 

Havoc and devastation in the van. 

It marches o’er the prostrate Works of man, 
j/ines, olives, herbage, forests disappear, * 

And all the charms of a Sicilian 3 (ear. 

* Revolving seasons, fruitless as they pass. 

See it an uninformed and idle mass. 

Without a soil to invite the tiller’s care. 

Or blade that migh^redeefh it from despair. 

Yet time at length (wt\|t will not tin#achieve?) 
Clothes it with earth, and bids the prodiipip live. 



tiEfOlSM, 


Onc^ more the spiry myrtle crowns the glade, 

And ruminating flocks enjof the shade. 

O bliss precarious, anti unsafe retreats! 

O charming paradise of short-lived sweets! 

The self-same ^e that wafts the fragrance round 
Brings to the distant ear a sullen sound: 

. Again the mountain feels the imprisoned foe. 

Again, pours ruin on the vale below, 

J'en tholisand swains the wasted scene deplore, 
That only future ages can restore. 

Ye monarchs, whom the lure of honour draws, 
Who write in blood the merits of your cause, 

Who strike the blow, th^n p)lead yous own defence^ 
Glory your aim, bu*l Justice your pretence, 

Behold in i4«^tna’s emblematic fires 

The mischief^your ambitious pride inspires I 

Fast by the stream that bounds voSir just domain, 
And^ells you where ye have a rigfit to reign, 

A nation dweIlS| not envious of your throne, * 
Studious of peara, their neighbours’ and their own. 
Ill-fated ra'c ' how deeply must they rae 
Their only crime, vicinity to you 1 
The trumpet sounds, your legions swarm abroad, 
Through the ripe harvest lies their destined road. 
At every step beneath their feet they tread 
The life of multitudes, a nation’s bread ! 

Earth seems a garden in its loveliest dress 
Before them, and behind a wilderness ; 

Famine, and Pestil^ce her first-bom son. 

Attend to finish what the sword begun; 

And echoing praises such as fiends might earn. 

And folly pays, resound at your return. 

A calm succeeds ;—but Plenty, with her train. 

Of heartfelt Joys, succeeds not soon again, 

And years of pining indigence must show 
What scourges are the gods that rule below. 

Yet man, laborious man, by slow degrees, 

,(Such is his thirst of opulence and ease,) 

Flies all the sinews of industrious toiL 
Gleans up the refiisc of the general sp^l. 

Rebuilds the towers that smoked upoA tne plain. 
And the sun gilds the shining spires again. 

Increasing commerce and reviving art 
Renew the quarrel on the conqueror's part; 

And the sad lesson must be learned once mote, 
That wealth within is ruin at the door. 

What are ye, monarchs, laurelled heroes, say. 
But iEtnas of the suffering world ve sway ? 

Sweet Nature, stripped df her (moroidered robe, 
Deplores the%a8tM regiom^of her gUbe, 
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TTTE POET, T//E OYSTER, AND SENSITIVE PLANT. 


And stands a witness at Truth’s awful bar, 

To prove you there d&.troyers, as ye are. 

Oh place me in some heaven-protected isle, 
Where peace and equity and freedom smile. 
Where no volcano pours his fiery flood, 

No crested warrior dips his plume in blood, 
Where power secures what mdustry has won, 
Where to succeed is not to be undone, 

A land that distant tyrants hate in vain, 

In Britain’s isle, beneath a George’s reign. 


THE>OET, THE OYSTER, 

An Oyster, cast upon the shore, 

Was. heard, though never heard before. 
Complaining in a speech well worded. 
And worthy thus to be recorded— 

“Ah, hapless wretch I condemned to 
dwell 

P'or ever in my native shell; 

Ordained to move when others please, 
Not for my own content or ease; 

But tossed and buffeted about, 

"^nw in the water, and now out. 
Twere<)etter to be twm a stone, 
or ruder sb.ipe, and feeling none, 

Than with a tenderness like mine, 
And'sensibilities so fine 1 
I envy that unfeeling shrub, 

Fast-rooted against every rub.” 

The plant he meant grew not far off, 
And felt the sneer with scorn enough ; 
Was hurt, disgusted, mortifled, 

And with asperity replied:— 

A V 

( When,” cry the botanists, and stare, 

“ D id plants called Sensitive grow there ?” 
No matter when—a poet’s muse is 
To make them grow jusU where she 
chooses.) f 

“You shapelais nothing hk a di^ f 
You that are but almost a fish, 

I scorn your coarse insinuation. 

And have most plentiful occasion 
To wish mysejf the rock I view. 

Or such another dolt as you. 

For many a grave and learned derlc. 

And many a gay unlettered spark, 

With curious touch examines me, • 

If I can feel as well as he *<■ 
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And when I bend, retire, and shrink. 
Says—‘ Well, ’tis-more than one would 
think!’ 

Thus life is spent (oh fie upon’t!) 

In being toutmed, i.nd crying ‘Don’t!’” 

A poet, in his evening walk, 
O’erheard and checked this idle talk. 
“And your fine sense,” he said, “and 
yours. 

Whatever evil it endures, 

Deserves not, if so soon offended, 

Much to be pitied or commended. 
Disputes, though short, arc far too long. 
Where both alike are in the wrong; 
Yohr feelings in their full amount 
Are all upon your own accour*’. 

You, in yoifr grotto-work enclosed. 
Complain of l>eing thus exposed ; 

Yet nothing feel in that rough coat. 
Save when the knife is at your throat. 
Wherever driven by wind or tide, 
Exempt from every ill beside. 

And as for you, my Lady Squeamish, 
Who reckon every toudh a blemish. 

If all the plants that can be found 
Embellishing the scene around. 

Should droop and wither where they 
grow. 

You would not feel at all, not you. 

The noblest minds their virtue prove 
By pity, sympathy, and loyj : 

Tnese, these are feelings trmy^ fine, 

And prove their owner half divine,” 

His censure reached them os he dealt it, 
And each shrinking showed he felt iL 
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Unwin* I should but ill repay 
The kindness of a friend. 

Whose worth deserves as warm a lay 
As ever fr^^ndship penned, 

Thy name omitted in a jjage 
That would reclaim a vicious age. 

A union formed, as mine with thee, 
Not rashly or in sport, 

May be as fervent in degree, 

And faithful in its sort, • 

And may as rich in comfort prove. 

As that of true fratiiKnal love. 


CAWTHORNE UNWIN. 

; The bud inserted in the rind, 

I The bud of peach or rose, ^ 
Adorns, though differing in its kiiiTl, 
The stock whereon it grows. 

With flower as sweet or fruit as fair 
As if produced by nature there. 

Not rich, I render what I may, 

I seize thy najne in haste, 

And place it in this flrst#s£‘^r, 

'' Lest thi^ should prove the last. 

I *Tis where it should lie—in a jilan 
I That holds in view the good of man. 


The poet’s lyre, to fix his fanfe, 
Should be the poet’s heart; 
Affection lights a brighter flame 
'I'han ever blazed by art. 

No iinises on these lines attend^ 
I sink the poet in the friend. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The history of the following production is briefly this : A lady, fond 'of blank 
verse, demanded a poem (a*" that kind from the author, and gave him the SOFA 
for a subject, lie obeyed ; and, having much leisure, connected another subject 
with it; and, pursuing the train of thought to which his situation and turn of 
mind led him, brought forth at length, instead of the trifle which he at first 
intended, a serious affair—a Volume. ' 

--. In the poem on the subject of Education, he would l>e vciy sorry to stand 
suspected of having aimed his censure at any particular school. His objections 
.ire such as naturally apply themselves to schools in general. If there were not, 
as &)r the most part tnere is, wilful neglect in those who manage them, and an 
omission even of such discipline as they are Susceptible of, the objects are yet too 
numerous for minute attention ; and the aching hearts of ten thousand parents, 
mounting under the bitterest of all disappointments, attest the truth of* the allega- 
tion. His <iiian:cl, therefore, is with the mischief at large, and not with any 
particular instance of it. 
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BOOK I. 

THE SOFA. 

t • 

Argument.— Historical deducuon of seats, from the stool to the wfa—A schoolboy’s ramble— 
A walk in the coiffitry—llie scene described—Rural sounds as well as sights dulighlful— 
Another walk—Mistake concerfling the cluurius of solitude corrected—(Monnadcs commenced— 
Alcove, and the view from it—The wilderness—The grove^-The tliresher—llie necessity and 
the benehu of cxerc^e—I'he works of nature superior to, and in some instances inimitable by, 
art—The wearisomeness of what is commonly called a life of pleasure—(iiange of scene some¬ 
times expedient—A common described, and the character of crazy I^atu introduced—Gipsies— 
The blessings of civilized life—That sute most favourable to*#lrtue—'llie South Sea islanders 
compassionated, but chiefly Omai—His present state of mihd supposed—Civilized life friendly 
to virtue, but not great cities—Great cities, and London in particukur, allowed their due prai<.c, 
but censured—Fdte champotre—The book concludes with a reflection on the eflects of dissipa¬ 
tion and*c0einiuacy upon our public measures. 

I SING the Sofa. I \^ho lately sang 
Truth, Hope, and Charity, and touched with awe 
Xhe solemn chords, and with a trembling hand 
Escaped with pain from that adventurous flight, 

»Now seek repose upon an humbler theme ; 

The theme though bumble, yet august and proud 
The occasion—for the Fair commands the song. 

Time was, when clothing smnptuous or for usc^ 

Save thdr own painted skins, our sires had none. 

As yet black breeches were not, satin smooth, lO 

Or velvet sofk, or plush with shaggy pile; 

The hardy chief, upon the rugged row 
Washed by the sea, or on the gravelly bank 
Thrown up by wintry torrents roaring loud^ 

Fearless of wrong, reposed his weary strength. 

Those barbarous ages past, succeqjJw next 
The birthday of Invention, weak at first, 

Dull in desigi}, and clumsy to perform. 

Joint-stools were then created; cm three legs 

Upborne they stoodthree legs upholding firm 20 

•A massy slab, in fashion souare or round. • 

On such a Stool immortal Alfred sat, 

And swayed the sceptre of his infimt realms; 

And such in ancient halls and.mansion8 drear 
May still be seen, but perforated soifl « 

And drilled in holes the solid oalPis found. 

By wdhns voradous eating through and through. 
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At length a generation mot% rehned 
Improved the simple plan; made tliree legs four, 

(lave them a twisted form vermicular, 30 

And o*er the seat, with plenteous wadding stuflfed, 

Induced a splendid cover, green and blue. 

Yellow and red, of tapestry richly wrought 
And woven close, or needlework sublime. 

There might ye see the peony spread wide, 

The Vall-blown rose, the shepherd and his lass, 

Lap-dog and lambkin with black staring eyes. 

And parrots with twin cherries in their l>cak. 

*Nca' cainc the cane from India, smooth and tj^ight 
With Nature’s varnish, severed ilito sti ipes 40 

That interlaced each other, these supplied 
Of texture Arm a lattice-work, that braced 
The new hiVichinc, and it liecame a Chair. * 

But restless was the hhair ; the back erect 
Distressed the weary loins, that felt no ease; 

The slip(>ery seat betrayed the sliding part 
That pressed it, a^d the feet hung dangling down. 

Anxious in vain to 'fi^d the distant floor. 

These for the rich ; the rest, whom fate had placed 
In modest mediocrity, content 50 

With base materials, sat on well-tanned hides 
Obdurate and unyielding, glassy smooth, 

• With here and there a tuft of crimson yarn. 

Or scarlet crewel in the cushion fixed: 

If cushion might be tailed what harder seemed 
Than the Arm oak of which the framf. was formed. 

No want of timber then was felt or feared 
In Albion’s happy isle. The lumber stood 
Ponderous, and Axed by its own massy weight. 

But elbows still were wanting; these, some say, 60 

An alderman of Cripplegate contrived, 

And some ascribe the invention to a priest 
Burly &nd big, and studious of his ease. 

But rude at Arst, and not with c^sy slope 
Receding wide, they pressed against the ribs. 

And bruised the .side, and elevated high 
Taught the raised Moulders to invade the cars. 

Long time elapsed or e'er our nigged sires 
Complained, though incommodiously pent in, 

And ill at ease ^hind. The ladies Arst 
’Gan murmur, as became the softer sex. , 

Ingenious Fancy, never better pleased 
Than when employed to accommodate the fair, 

HeaM the sweet moan with pity, and devised 
The soft Settee ; one elbow at each end. 

And in the midst an elbow, it received. 

United yet divided, twain at onde. 

So sit two kin^ of Brentrarilion one throne; 

And so two citizens who take the air 
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Close paclleil and smiling, in a chaise and one. 80 

But relaxation of the languid frame. 

By soft recumbency of outstretched limbs, 

Was bliss reserved for happier days;—so slow 
The growth of what is excellent, so hard 
lio attain perfection in this nether world. 

Thus hrst Necessity invented Stools, 

ConvenienceSiext suggested Elbow-chairs, 

And Luxury the accomplished Sofa last. 

The nurse sleeps sweetly, hired to watch the sick. 

Whom snoring she disturbs. As sweetly he 90 

Who quits the coach-I)ox at the midnight hour 
To sleep withfh the carriage more secure, • 

His legs depending at the open door. 

Sweet sl«ep enjoys the curate in his desk. 

The tedious rectoiedrawling o’er his head. 

And sweet the clerk below: but neither sleep 
Of lazy nurse, who snores the sick man dead, 

Nor his who quits the box at midnight hour 
To slumber in the carriage more secure. 

Nor sleep enjoyr l by curate in his desk, lOO 

Nor yet the dozings of the clerk, are sweet. 

Compared with the repose the Sofa yields. 

. Oh! may I live exempted (while I live 
Ciuiltless of pampered ap))etite obscene) 

From pangs arthritic that infest tlie toe 
Of libertine excess. The Sofa suits 
The gouty limb, ’tis true ; but gouty limB, 

Though on a Sofa, may I never feel: 

For 1 have loved the rural walk through lanes 
"M 3 f gra.ssy swarth, close cropped by nibbling sheep 110 
And skirted thick with intertexture firm 
Of thorny boughs ; have loved the rural walk 
O’er hills, through valleys, and by rivers' brink, 

E’er since a truant boy I passed my bounds 
To enjoy a ramble on the banks of Thames; 

And still remember, nor without re^t, 

Of hours that sorrow since has muem endeared, 

How oft, slice of pocket store consumed. 

Still hungenng, penniless and far from hom*^ 

I fed on scarlet hips and stony haws, 120 

0r blushing crabs, or berries that emboss 
The bramme, black as jet, or sloes austere. 

Hard fare I b\)t such as boyish appetite 
Disdains not, nor the palate undepraved 

S 'f culinary arts, unsavoury deems. 

0 Sofa then awaited my return, 

Nor Softi then 1 needed. Youth repairs 
His wasted spirits quickly, by long toil 
Incurring short fatigue; and though our years. 

As life declines, sp^ rapidly aa^y,* • 130 

And not a year but pilfers as he goes 
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Some youthful grace that ag9 would gladly keep, 

A tooth or auburn lock, and by decrees 

Their length and colour from the locks they spare. 

The elastic spring of an unwearied foot 

That mounts the stile with ease, or leaps the fence, 

That play of lungs, inhaling and again 
Respiring freely the ftesh air, that makes 
Swift pace or steep ascent no toil to me, 

Minchave not piliered yet; nor yet impaired 140 

My relish of fair prospect: scenes that soothed 
Or charmed me young, no longer young, I And 
Still s;)othing and of power to charm me still. 

And witness, dear dompanion of*'my Mfulks, 

Whose arm this twentieth winter I perceive 
Fast locked in mine, M’ith pleasure such as love, 

Confirmed by long experience of thy worth * 

And well-tried virtues, could alone inspire. 

Witness a joy that thou hast doubled long. 

I'iiou kifbwest my praise of nature most sincere, 150 

And that my rapti^res are not conjured up 
'Fo serve occasion^'of poetic pomp, 

Rut genuine, and art partner of them all. 

I low oft upon yon eminence our pace 

Has slackened to a pause, and we have home 

I'he ruffling wind, scarce conscious that it blew, 

• While admiration feeding at the eye. 

And still unsated, dwelt upon the scene. 

Thence with what pleasure have we just discerned 

The distant plough slow moving, an^ beside 160, 

His labouring team, that swerved not from the tnack, 

The sturdy swain diminished to a boy. 

Here Ouse, slow winding through a level plain 
Of spacious meads with cattle sprinkled o’er, 

Conducts the eye along his sinuous course 
Delighted. There, fast rooted in their bank, 

Stand,*never overlooked, our favourite elms. 

That screen the herdsman’s solitary hut; 

While far beyond, and overthwart the stream. 

That, as with molten glass, inlays the vale, 170 

The sloping land recedes into the clouds; 

Displaying on its varied ride the grace 
Of hedra-row beauties numberless, smiare tower. 

Tall s]^, from which the sound of cneerful bells 
Just undulates upon the listening ear; , 

GrovdS, heaths, and anoking villages remote. 

.Scenes must be beautiful which, duly viewed, 

Please daily, and whose novelty survives 
Long knowledge and the scrutiny of years: 

Praise justly due to those that I describe. 180 

Nor rural sights alone, but ruial sounds 
Exhilarate the spirit, and res^sre 
The tone of languid nature. Mighty winds. 
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That swftep the skirt of some far-spreading wood 
Of ancient growth, make^nusic not unlike 
The dash of Ocean on his winding shore, 

And lull the spirit while th^ fill the mind; 

Unnumbered branches waving in the blast, 

»And all their leaves fast fluttering, all at once. 

Nor less composure waits upon tne roar 190 

Of distant Aoros, or on the softer voice 
Of neighbouring fountain, or of rUls that slip 
Through the cleft rock, and chiming as they fall 
Upon loose pebbles, lose themselves at lengtl) 

In matted gy^ass, that with a livelier green 
Betrays the^cret of their sHent course. * 

Nature inanimate emplo3rs sweet sounds, 

But anfmated nature sweeter still. 

To soothe and sftisfy the human ear. 

Ten thousand warblers cheer the day, atid one 200 

The liv^ong night: nor these alone, whose notes 
Nice*finger^ art must emulate in vain. 

But cawing rooks, and kites that swim sublime , 

In still repeatc 1 circles, screaming loud; ** 

The jay, the pie, and even the boding owl 
That hails the rising moon, have charms for me. 

Sounds inharmonious in themselves and harsh. 

Yet heard in scenes where peace for ever reigns, 

And only there, please highly for their sake. , 

Peace to the artist, whose ingenious thought 210 

Devised the weather-house, that useful toy 1 
Fearless of humid air gpd gathering rains 
Forth steps the man,—an emblem of myself,— 

More delicate, his timorous mate retires. 

When Winter soaks the fields, and female feet. 

Too weak to struggle with tenacious clay, 

Or ford the rivulets, are best at home, 

The task of new discoveries falls on me. 

At such a season, and with such a charge. 

Once went I forth, and found, till then unknown, 220 

A cottage, whither oft we since repair: 

*Tis perched upon the green-hill top, but close 
Environed with a ring of branching elms 
That overhang the thatch, itself unseen. 

Peeps at the vale below; so tbi«k beset 
Witn foliage of such dark redundant growth, 

I called th^ low-roofed lodge the Peasanfs Nest, 

And hidden as it i«^ and far remote 

From such unpleasing sounds as haunt the ear 

In village or in town, the bay of curs 230 

Incessant, dinking hammers, grinding wheds, 

And infants clamorous whether pleased or pained, 

Oft have I wished the peaceful covert mine. 

Here, I have smd, at least 1 slmulft possess 
The^poet’s treasure, silence, aim indulge 
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Tlie dreams of fancy, tranquil «nd secure. 

Vain thought! the dweller in that still retreat 
Dearly obtains the refuge it affords. 

Its elevated site forbids the wretch 

To drink sweet waters of the crystal well; 240 

He dips his bowl into the weedy ditch. 

And heavy-laden brings his beverage home. 

Far-fetched and little worth : nor seldom waits. 

Dependent on the baker’s punctual call. 

To hear his creaking panniers at the door. 

Angry and sad, and his last crust consumed. 

So Crowell envy of the Peasants Nest. 

If solitude make scant tlic means 6f life. 

Society for me!—Thou seeming sweet. 

Be still a pleasing object in iny view, 250 

My visit stRl, but never mine abode. 

Not distant far, a length of colonnade 
Invites us: monument of ancient taste. 

Now scorfled, hut worthy of a better fate. 

Our fathers ki^ew the value of a screen 
From sultry suns, and in their shafled walks 
And long protracted bowers enjoyed at noon 
The gloom and coolness of declining day. 

We bear our shades about us; self-deprived 

Of other screen, the thin umbrella spread, 260 

And range an Indian waste without a tree. 

Thanks to Benevolus*—he spares me yet 
Tliese chestnuts ranged in corresponding lines. 

And, though himself so polished, still reprieves 
The obsolete prolixity of shade. 

Descending now (but cautious, lest too fast) 

A sudden steep, upon a rustic bridge. 

We pass a gulf, in which the willows dip 
Their pendent lx>ughs, stooping as if to drink. 

Hence, ankle-deep in moss and flowery thyme, 270 

We motiht again, and feel at every step 
Our foot half sunk in hillocks green and soft. 

Raised by the mole, the miner of the soil. 

He, not unlike the great ones of mankind. 

Disfigures earth, and, plotting in the dark. 

Toils much to earn a monumental pile. 

That record the mischief he has done. 

The summit gained, behold the proud alcove 
That crowns it! yet not all its pride secures 
The grand retreat from injuries impressed 280 

By rural carvers, who with knives deface 
Tne p&iels, leaving an obscure, rude nam^ 

In characters uncouth, and spelt amiss. 

So strong the zeal to immortalize himself 
Beats in the breast of man,< that e^en a few, 

“ V 

* John Courtenay Throckmorton, Esq , of Weston Uadeiwood.^ 
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Few traiviiuut years, won from j^be ab]^ abhorred 
Of blank oblivion, seem a gloimus prize, 

And even to a clown. Now roves the cjtf 

And posted on this speculative height 

Exults in its command. The sheepfold here 290 

^uurs out its fleecy tenants o’er the glebe. 

At flrs^ progressive as a stream, they seek 
The middl«ineld; but scattered bv degrees, 

Each to his choice, soon whiten all the land. 

There from the sunburnt hayfield, homeward creeps 
Tiie loaded wain, while, lightened of its charge. 

The wain that meets it passes swiflly by. 

The boorishedriver leaning g’er his team ^ 

Vociferous, and impatfent of delay. 

Nor less attractive is the woodland scene, 300 

Diversified with (rees of every growth. 

Alike yet various. Here the grey smoo|b trunks 
Of ash, or lime, or beech, distinctly shine. 

Within (he twilight of their distant shades; 

There lost behind a rising ground, the wood 
Seems sunk, and shortened to its topmosUlioughS. 

No tree in all the grove but has its charms. 

Though each its hue peculiar: paler some, 

And of a wannisli grey; the willow such, 

, And poplar that with silver lines his leaf, 310 

And asn far stretching his umbrageous arm; 

Of deeper green the elm; and deeper still. 

Lord of the woods, the long-surviving oak. 

Some glossy-leaved, and shining in the sun, 

*The maple, and the beCch of oily nuts 
Prolific, and the lime at dewy eve 
Diffusing odours: nor unnoted pass 
The sycamore, capricious in attire. 

Now green, now tawny, and ere autumn yet 

Have changed the wo^s, in scarlet honours bright. 320 

O’er these, but far beyond (a spacious map 

Of hill and valley interpos^ between). 

The Ouse, dividing the well-watered land. 

Now glitters in the sun, and no^ retires. 

As bashful, yet impatient to be seen. 

Hence the declivity is sharp and short, 

I And such the re-ascent; betweei^ them weeps 
A little naiad her impoverished urn 
All summer long, which winter fills again. 

The folded ^tes would bar my progress now, 330 

But that the lord of this enclosed demesne 
'Communicative of the good he owns, 

Admits me to a share: the guiltless e^e 
Commits no wrong, nor wastes what it enjoys. 

Refreshing change I where how the blazing sun? 

By short transition we have lost hifrglare. 

And stepped at once into a doolfcr dime. * 
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Ye fallen avenues ! once xnorj: I rooum ^ 

Your fate unmerited, once more rejpice 

That yet a remnant of your race survives. 3^ 

How airy and how light the graceful arch. 

Yet awful as the consecrated roof 
Re*echoing pious anthems 1 while beneath 
The chequered earth seems restless as a flood 
Brushed by the wind. So sportive is the light , 

Shot through the boughs, it dances as they dance, 

Shaoow and sunshine intermingling quick. 

And darkening and enlightening, as the leaves 
IJJay wanton, every moment, every spot. 

' AnS now, with nerves new-braced and spirits •'heerecl, 350 
We tread the Wilderness, whose well-rolled walks. 

With curvature of slow and easy sweep— 

Deception innocent—give ample space 
To narrow bounds. , The Grove receives us next; 

Between the upright shafts of whose tall elms 
We may, discern the thresher at his task. 

Thump after thump resounds the constant flail. 

That seems *to swrrg uncertain, and yet falls 
Full on the destined ear. Wide flics the chaff; 

The rustling straw sends up a frequent mist 360 

Of atoms, sparkling in the noonday beam. 

Come hither, ye that press your bras of down 
And sleep not; see him sweating o’er his bread 
Before he eats it.—*Tis the primal curse. 

But softened into mercy; made the pledge 
Of cheerful days, and nights without a groan. 

By ceaseless action all that is subsets. * 

Constant rotation of the unwearied wheel 
That Nature rides upon, maintains her health, 

Her beauty, her fertility. She dreads 370 

An instant’s pause, and lives but while she moves. 

Its own revolvency upholds the world. 

Winc^ from all (quarters agitate the air. 

And nt the limpid element for use^ 

Flse noxious: oceans, rivers, lakes, and streams, 

All feel the freshening inmulsc, and are cleansed 
By restless undulation. Even the oak 
Thrives by the rude concussion of the storm: 

He seems indeed indignan^ and to feel ^ 

The if'npression of the blast with proud disdain, 38(^ 

Frowning as if in his unconscious arm 
He held the thunder. But the monarch owes 
His firm stability to what he scorns. 

Mope fixed below, the more disturbed above. 

The law by which all creatures else are bound. 

Binds man, the lord of all. Himself derives 
No mean advanta^ from a kindred caus^ 

From strenuous toil his hours sweetest ease. 

The sedentary stihtch their lenigth 
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When custom bids, but no refreshment And, 390 

For none\hey need: the l^nguiif eye, the cheek 
Deserted of its bloom, the flaccid, shrunk. 

And withered muscle, and the vapid soul, 

Reproach their owner with that love of rest 
To which he forfeits even the rest he loves. 

Nqt such the alert and active. Measure life 
By its true vwrth, the comforts it affords, 

Andjtheirs alone seems worthy of the name. 

Good health, and its associate in the most. 

Good temper; spirits prompt to undertake, 400 

And not soon spent, though in an arduous task-; 

The powers ^ fancy and strong thought, are theirs; 

Even age itself seems pftvilc^ed in them 
With clear exemption from its own defects. 

A sparkfing eye beneath a wrinkled front 
The veteran show?, and gracing a grey beard 
With youthful smiles, descends toward tne grave 
Spiightlya and old almost without decay. 

I.ike a co^ maiden. Ease, when courted most, 

Farthest retires—an idol, at whose shrine « ^ 410 

Who oftencst sa.nfice are favoured least. 

The love of Nature, and the scenes she dmws, 

Is Nature’s dictate. Strange there should Ire found 
Who, self-imprisoned in their proud .saloons. 

Renounce tlie odours of the open held 
For the unscented Actions of tne loom ; 

Who, satisAed with only pencilled scenes, 

Prefer to the performance of a God 
The inferior wondei-s of tn artist’s hand. 

Lovely indeed the mimic works of Art, 420 

*But Nature’s works far lovelier. I admire. 

None more admires, the painter’s magic skill, 

Who shows me that which I shall never see. 

Conveys a distant country into mine, 

And throws Italian light on English walls: 

But imitative strokes can do no moire 

Than please the eye—sweet Nature every sense. 

The air salubrious of her lofty hiUs, 

The cheering fragrance of her dewy vales. 

And music of her woods—no works of man 430 

May rival these; these all bespeak a power 
Peculiar, and exclusively her own.* 

Beneath the open sky she spreads the feast; 

*Tis free to alWtis every day renewed; 

Who scorns it, starves deservedly at home. 

!(}e does not scorn it, who, imprisoned long 
In some unwholesome dungeon, and a prey 
To sallow sicknes^ which the vapoun dank 
And clammy of his dark abode have bred. 

Escapes at last to liberty and Kght: . 440 

His week recovers soon its heruthAiihue, • 
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His eye relumines its extinguished fires, 

He walks, he leaps, he runs—is vdnged with joy, 
And riots in the sweets of every breeze. 

1 le does not scorn it, who has long endured 
A fever’s agonies, and fed on drugs. 

Nor yet the mariner, his blood inflamed 
With acrid salts; his very heart athirst 
To gaze at Nature in her green array, 

Upon the ship’s tall side he stands, possessed 
Witn visions prompted by intense desire ; 

Fair fields appear below, such as he left 
Far distant, such as he would die to find,— 
fie sfceks them headlong, and is,seen no more, e 
The spleen is seldom felt where Flora reigns; 

The lowering eye, the petulance, the frown. 

And sullen sadness, that o’crsliade, distort,,. 

And mar the face ofi beauty, wlien no cause 
For such immeasurable woe appears. 

These i^lora banishes, and gives the fair 

Sweet smiles, and bloom less transient than her own. 

It is the constant revolution, stale 

And tasteless, of the same repeated joys. 

That palls and satiates, and makes languid life 
A pedlei^s pack, that bows the bearer down. 

Health suffers, and the spirits ebb j the heart 
Recoils from its own choice—at the full feast 
' Is famished—finds no music in the song. 

No smartneas in the jest, and wonders why. 

Yet thousands still desire to journey on. 

Though halt, and weary of the path Iney tread. 

The paralytic who can hold her caixls 
But cannot play them, borrows a friend’s hand 
To deal and shuffle, to divide and sort 
Her mingled suits and sequences, and sits 
Spectatress both and spectacle, a sad 
And s^ent cipher, while her proxy plays. 

Others are dragg^ into the crowded room 
Between supporters; and, once seated, sit 
Through downright inability to rise. 

Till the stout bearers lift the corpse again. 

These speak a loud memento. Yet even these 
Themselves love life, and cljng to it, as he 
That eorerhangs a torrent, to a twig. 

They love it, and yet loathe it; fear to die, 

Y’et scorn the purposes for which they live. * 

Then wherefore not renounce them ? No—the dread. 
The ^lavish dread of solitude, that breeds 
Reflection and remorse, the fear of shame. 

And their inveterate habits, all forbid. 

Whom call we gay ? That hQnour has been long 
The lx>ast of mere pretendara to the name. 

The mnocent are gay—the Itf k b gay, 
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That driq^ his feathers saturate )|rith dew 
Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet the l)eams 
Of dayspring overshoot his humble nest. 

The peasitnt too, a witness of his song, 

Himself a songster, is as gay as he. 

Put save me from the gaiety of those 

Whose headaches nail them to a noonday bed ; 5co 

And save nfe too from theirs whose haggard eyes 
Flailh desperation, and betray their pangs 
For property stripped oft by cruel chance; 

From gaiety that hlls the bones with pain. 

The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with woe. 

The earth^as made so various, that tl>e mind 
Of desultory man, stumous of change, 

And pleased with novelty, might be indulged. 

Prospects, howe^r lovely, may be seen 
Till half their beauties fade; the weaty sight, 510 

Too well acquainted with their smiles, slides off 
Fastidiofls, seeking less familiar scenes. 

Then snug enclosures in the sheltered vale, 

Where frequent hedges intercept thfe eye, •• 

Delight us, happy to renounce awhile, 

Not senseless of its charms, what still we love. 

That such short absence may endear it more. 

.Then forests, or the savage rock, may please. 

That hides the sea-mew in his hollow clefts 

Above the reach of man : his hoary head, 520 

Conspicuous many a league, the mariner 

Bound homeward, and in hope already there, 

*Greets with three cheeif exulting. At his waist 
A girdle of half-withered shrubs he show.s. 

And at his feet the baffled billows die. 

The common, overgrown with fern, and rough 
With prickly gorse, that, shapeless and deformed. 

And dangerous to the touch, has yet its bloom, 

And decks itself with ornaments of gold, 

Yields no unpleasing ramble ; there the turf 530 

Smells fresh, and, rich in odoriferous herbs 
And fungous fruits of earth, regales the sense 
With luxury of unexpected sweets. 

There often wanders one, whom better days 
•Saw better clad, in cloak of satii^ trimmed 
With lace, and bat with splendid rii>and bound. 

A serving-maid was she, and fell in love 
With one wRo left her, went to sea, and died. 

Her ftmey followed him through foaming waves 
.*To distant shores, and she would sit and weep • 1140 

At what a sailor suffers; fancy too. 

Delusive most where warmest wishes are. 

Would oft anticipate his gfat^ return. 

And dream of transports she w'os n«t to k^ow. 

'She heard the doleful tidings o^fais death, 

o 
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And never smiled again. ^ nd now she roams 
The dreary waste ; there spends tiie livelong day, 

And there, unless when charity forbids, 

The livelong night. A tattered apron hides, 

WTom as a cloah, and hardly hides, a gown 550 

More tattered still; and both but ill conceal , 

A bosom heaved with never<ceasing sighs. 

She begs an idle pin of all she meets, < 

Aix'l hoards them in her sleeve ; but needful food, 

Though pressed with hunger oft, or comelier clothes, 

Though pinched with cold, asks never.—Kate is crazed. 

• I fee a column of slow* rising smoke 
O’ertop the lofty wood that skirts th^ wild. * 

A vagabond and useless tribe there eat 

Their miserable meal. A kettle, slung 560 

lletweca* two poles upon a stick transverser 

Receives the morse( ; flesh obscene of d^, 

()r vermin, or, at best, of cock purloinea 
From Ms accustomed perch. liard*fliring race! ' 

They pick^their fuel out of every hedge, 

'Which, kindled*\^th dry leaves, just saves unquenched 
The spark of life. The sportive wind blows wide 
Tticir fluttering rags, and shows a tawny skin, 

The vellum of the pedigree they claim. 

(ireat skill have they in palmistry, and more 579 

, I'o conjure clean away the gold they touch. 

Conveying worthless dross into its place; 

Loud when they beg, dumb only when they steal. 

Strange! that a creature rational, and cast 
In human mould, should brutalize ify choice 
11 is nature, and, though capable of arts 
r>y which the world might profit and hunself. 

Self banished from society, prefer 
. Such squalid sloth to honourable toil! 

Vet even these, though, feigning sickness ofl, 580 

They swathe the forehead, drag the limping limb^ 

And vex their flesh with artificial sores, 

('an change their whine into a mirthful note 
When safe occasion ofiers ; and with dance, 

And music of the bladder and the bag. 

Beguile their woes, and make the w'oo^ resound. 

Such health and gaiety ofehcart enjoy 
1'he^iouseless rovers of the sylvan woiid ; 

And breathing wholesome air, and wandering much. 

Need other p^sic none to heal the effects ‘ 590 

Of loathsome diet, penary, and cold. 

Blest he, though undistinguished from the crowd 
By wealth or dignity, who dwells secure 
Where man, by nature fierce^ has laid aside 
His fierceness, having learnt, (hou^ slow to team, 

The manners and the atta of civil life. 

His wants, indeed, are maify; but supply 
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Is obvious ; placed within the easy reach 
Of temperate wishes and ihdustrious hands. 

Here Virtue thrives as in her proper soil; 600 

Not rude and surly, and beset with thorns, 

And terrible to sight, as when she springs 
flf e’er she spring spontaneous) in remote 
Aiid barbarous climes, where violence prevails, 

And strengm is lord of all; but gentle, kind, 

By Culture tamed, by liberty refreshed, 

And all her fruits by radiant truth matured. 

War and the chase engross the savage whole: ■ 

War follow^ for revenge, or to supplant 

I'he envied tenants of come 4 iappier spoif; 610 

The chase for sustenance, precarious tnist! 

His haAl condition with severe constraint 
Binds all his facilities, forbids all growth 
Of wisdom, proves a school in which he^eams 
Sly circiunvention, unrelenting hate. 

Mean seif-attachment, and scarce aught beside. 

Thus fare the shivering natives of the north. 

And thus the rengers of the western worlci,* 

Where it advances far into the deep. 

Towards the Antarctic. Even the favoured isles, 620 
So lately found, although the constant sun 
•Cheer all their seasons with a grateful smile. 

Can boast but little virtue: and, inert 
Through plenty, lose in morals what they gain 
In manners—victims of luxurious ease. 

•These therefore 1 can p|^, placed remote 
From all that science traces, art invents, 

• Or inspiration teaches; and enclosed 
In boundless oceans, never to be passed 
By navigators uninformed as fihey^ 630 

Or ploughed perhaps by British bark again. 

But far beyond the rest, and with most cause, 

Thee^ gentle savi^ 1 * whom no love of thee 
Or thine^ but curiosity, perhaps, 

Or else vain-gloiy, prompted us to draw 
Forth from thy native bowers, to show thee here 
With what superior skill we can abuse 
The gifts of Providence, and squander life. 
fTlie dream is past; and- thou ha* found again ^ , 

Thy cocoas and bananas, j^ms and yams, ' 640 

And homest^)] thatched with leaves. But hast thou found 
Their former charms ? And having seen our staU^ 

Our palaces, our ladies, and o«r ponm 
• Uf equipage, our gardens, and ottr-^torts, 

And heard our music; are thy simpte friends, 

Thy simple fare, and all thy plaiik dd^ts 
As dear to thee as once? And have fhy joys 

” OiJL 
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Lost nothing by cotnparisoivwith ours? 

Rude as thou art (for we returned'thee rude 

And ignorant, except of outward show), 630 

I cannot think thee yet so dull of heart 

And spiritless, as never to regret 

Sweets tasted here, and left as soon as known. 

Methinks T see thee straying on the beach, 

And asking of the surge that bathes thy foot 
If ever it has washed our distant shore. 

I see thee weep, and thine are honest tears, 

A patriot’s for his country : thou art sad 
At thought of her forlorn and abject state, 

From which no power of thine sian rsise her ujY. 660 

Thus fancy paints thee, and, though apt to err, 

Perhaps errs little when she paints thee tlms. 

She telk nie too, that duly every mom • 

Thou cliinb’st the r.iountain top, with eager eye 
Exploring far and wide the watery waste 
P'or sight of ship from England. Every speck 
.Seen in the dim horizon turns thee pale 
With conflict of^ontending hopes and fears. 

But comes at last the dull and dusky eve, 

And sends thee to thy cabin, well prepared 670 

To dream all night of what the day denied. 

Alas I expect it not. We found no bait 
To tempt us in thy country. Doing good, 

Disinterested good, is not our trade. 

We travel far, ’tis true, but not for nought; 

And must be bribed to compass earth s^ain 
By other hopes and richer fruits thaft yours. 

But though true worth and virtue, in the mihl 
And genial soil of cultivated life. 

Thrive most, and may perhaps thrive only there, 680 

Yet not in cities oft: in proud and gay 
And gain>devoted cities. Thither flow, 

As tr- a common and most noi.some sewer, 

Tlie dregs and feculence of every land. 

In cities foul example on most minds 
Begets its likeness. Rank abundance breeds 
In gross and pampered cities sloth and lust, 

And wantonness and gluttonous excess. 

In cities vice is hidden with most ease. 

Or 8§en with least reproach ; and virtue, taught 690 

By frequent lap%, can hope no triumph there 
Beyond the achievement of successful flight. 

1 do confess them nurseries of the arts. 

In which they flourish most; where, in the beams 
Of warm encouragement, and in the eye 
Of public note, they reach their perfect size. 

Snen London is, by taste and yrealth proclaimed 
The fairest capital of all'the world, 

By riot and incontinence tlfe worst. 
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There, toflched by Reynolds, a thill blank becomest 700 
A lucid mirror, in which Nature sees 
All her reflect^ features. Bacon there 
Gives more than female beauty to a stone, 

And Chatham’s eloquence to marble lips. 

N^r does the chisel occupy alone 

The powers Sculpture, but the style as much ; 

Eacl) province of her art her equal care. 

\Vith nice incision of her guided steel 

.She ploughs a brazen held, and clothes a soil 

So sterile with what charms soe'ershe will, 710 

The richest sKnery and the loveliest forms. 

Where finds Philosophy her 0 agle eye, * 

With which she gazes at yon burning disk 
UndazzKd, and detects and counts his spots? 

In London. Whtre her implements exact. 

With which she calculates, computes, an(> scans 
All distance, motion, magnitude, and uow 
Measures an atom, and now girds a world ? 

In London. Where has commerce such a mart, •• 

So rich, so throj.gcd, so drained, and so saji^Ued, 720 

As I^ndon, opulent, enlarged, and still 
Increasing I^ondon ? Baboon of old 
Not more the glory of the earth than she, 

HV more accomplished world’s chief glory now. 

She has her praise. Now mark a spot or two 
That so much beauty would do well to purge; 

And show this queen of cities, that so fair 
May yet be foul, so wittji yet not wise. - 
It is not seemly, nor of good report, 

* •That she is slack in discipline ; more prompt 730 

To avenge than to prevent the breach of law; 

That she is rigid in denouncing death 
On petty rob^rs, and indulges life 
And liberty, and ofttimes honour too, 

To peculators of the public gold; 

That thieves at home must lung, but he that puts 
Into his overgorged and bloated purse 
The wealth of Indian provinces, escapes. 

Nor is it well, nor can it come to gorm, 

That, through profane and infidel contempt 740 

t)f Holy Writ, she has presumed^o annul 
And abrogate, as roundly as she may, 

The total ordnance and will of God; 

Advancing Fashion to the post of Truth, 

And centering all authority in modes 
*And customs of her own, till Sabbath rites 
Have dwindled into unrespected forms, 

And knees and hassocks are well-nigh divorced. 

God made the country, amk man made the town: 

What wonder then that health agtd ^itue, ^fis 750 

That |an alone make sweet the^ bitter drau^t 
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That life holds out to alli should most abound 
And least be threatened in the'helds and groves? 

Possess ye therefore, ye who, borne about 
In chariots and sedans, kno^ no fatigue 
But that of idleness, and taste no scenes 
But such as art contnves, possess ye still 
Your element; there only ye can shine, 

There only minds like yours can do no harm'. 

•Our groves were planted to console at noon 7^ 

The pensive wanaerer in their shades. At eve 
The moont)eam, sliding softly in between 
•» The sleeping leaves, is all the light they wish, 

Birds warbling toll the mtisiot We can spare 
The splendour of your lamps, they but eclipse 
Our soAer satellite. Your songs confound 
Our'more harmonious notes: the thrusl. departs 
Scared, and th€«'offended nightingale is mute. 

There is a public mischief in your mirth. 

It yiagues your country. Folly such as yours 770 
Graced with a sword, and worthier of a fan, 

Has made, V;lhat enemies could ne’er have done. 

Our arch of empire, steadfast but for you, 

A mutilated structure, soon to fall 
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C 

Oh for a lodge in some vast wilderness, 

Some boundlm contiguity of shades 
Where rumour of oppression and deceit, 

•Of unsuccessful or successful war, 

Might never reach me more I My ear is pained. 

My soul is sick with every day’s report 
Of wrong and outrage with which earth is filled. 

There is no ftesh in obdurate heart, 

It does not feel for man; the natural bond 
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Of brotherhood is severed as the ftax lo 

That falls asunder at the toifch of fire. 

lie finds his fellow guilty of a skin 

Not coloured like his own, and having power 

To enforce the wrong, for such a worthy cau-ie 

Dh^ms and devotes him as his lawful prey. 

l^ands intcTS(xted by a narrow frith 

Abhojf each mher. Mountains interposed 

Make enemies of nations who had else 

Like kindred drops been mingled into one. 

Thus man devotes his brother, and destroys; 20 

And worse tli|n all, and most to lie deplored. 

As human nature’s broadest, foulest blot, « 

Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts his swc.it 
With strfbes that Mercy, with a bleeding heart, 

Wee^M wnen she sAcs inflicted on a beast. 

Then what is man? And what man sceiifg this, 

And havi^ human feelings, docs not blush 
And hang his head, to think himself a man? 

1 would not have a slave to till my ground, 

To carry me, to f n me while 1 sleeps *• 30 

And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever earned. 

No: dear as freedom is, and in my heart’s 
J^ust estimation prized above all price, 

1 had much rather l>e myself the slave 
And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him. 

We have no slaves at home.—Then why abroad ? 

And they themselves on^ ferried o’er the w'ave 
That parts us, are emancipate and loosed. 

* *Slaves cannot breathe in England ; if their lu tgs 40 

lieceive our air, that moment they are free. 

They touch our country, and their shackles fall. 

That’s noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the blessing. Spreau it then. 

And let it circulate through evei^ vein 

Of all your empire; that where Britain’s power 

Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 

Sure there is need of social intercourse. 

Benevolence, and peace, and mutual aid. 

Between the nations, in a world that seems 50 

To toll the death-bell of its own decease, 

And by the voice of all its dement. 

To preach the general doom.* When were the winds 
Let slip with such a warrant to destroy ? 
yyrhen did the waves so haughtily o’erieap 
Their undent barriers, deluging the dry? 

Fires from beneath, and meteors f from above, 

Portentous, unexampled, unexplained, 

* Aliudinx to the late r^snilfies in Jamaica. 

4 Aug. 18,1783. 
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i lave kindled beacons in the 'iskies, and the old 

And crazy earth has had her shakiifg fits 6o 

More frequent, and foregone her usual rest. 

Is it a time to wrangle, when the props 
And pillars of our planet seem to fail, 

And Nature* with a dim and sickly eye 
'I'o wait the close of all ? But grant her end 
More distant, and that prophecy demands 
A lufiger respite, unaccomplisltcd yet; 

Still they are frowning signals, and bespeak 

Displeasure in IIis breast who smites the earth 

(X neals it, makes it languish or rejoice. 70 

And 'tis but seemly that, where aM deserve 

i\nd stand exposed by common peccancy 

'I'o what no few have felt, there should be peace, 

And bretHTren in calamity should love. ' 

A-las for Sicily! riftle fragments now 
1 /le scattered wltere the sha{>e1y column stood. 

I ler paldoes are dust. In all her streets 

'I’he voice o» singmg and the sprightly chord 

Arc silent. Rcveiry and dance and show 

Siiffer a syncope and solemn pause, Co 

While God pertornis upon the trembling stage 

Of His own works His dreadful part alone. 

How does the earth receive Him ?—with wliat signs 
• Of gratulation and delight; her King? 

Pours she not all her choicest fruits abroad. 

Her sweetest flowers, her aromatic gums. 

Disclosing Paradise where’er He treats? 

She quakes at His approach. Her hollow womb 
Conceiving thunders, through a thousand deeps 
And fiery caverns, roars beneath His foot. 90 

'I'he hills move lightly, and the mountains smoke, 

For He has touched them. From the extremest point 
Of elevation down into the abyss. 

His wAth is busy and His frown is felt 
The rocks fall headlong, and the valleys rise, 

The rivers die into oflensive pools. 

And, char^ with putrid verdure, breathe a gross 
And mort^ nuisance into all the air. 

\yhat solid was, by transformation strange 

Grow^^uid, and the fixed afld rooted earth, ico * 

Tormented into, billows, heaves and swells, 

Or with vortiginous and hideous whirl 
Sucks do\vn its prey insatiable. Immense 
The tumult and the overthrow, the pangs 
And kgonies of human and of brute 
Multitudes, fugitive on every side. 

And fugitive in vain. The sylvan scene 
Migrates uplifted, and with all its soil 

• * tr- 

** Alluding to the fog that covered both Europe and Ask during the^whole summer of 1783* 
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Alighting in far distant fields, finds out 
A new possessor, and survives the change. 

Ocean has caught the frenzy, and upwrought 
To an enormous and o’erb^ring height, 

Not by a mighty wind, but by that voice 
>^ich winds and waves obey, invades the shore 
Resistless. Never such a sudden flood, 

Upri^ged so nigh, and sent on such a charge. 
Possessed an inland scene. Where now the throng 
That pressed the beach, and hasty to dei^art 
Looked to the sea for safety ? They are gone. 

Gone with th^ refluent wave into the deep— 

A prince with half his peoplfl! Ancient towers. 
And roofs embattled high, the gloomy scenes 
Where beauty oft and lettered worth consume 
Life in the unprocfUctive shades of death. 

Fall prone; the pale inhabitants come forth. 

And, happy in their unforeseen release 
From all the rigours of restraint, enjoy 
The terrors of the day that sets them free. ^ ^ 

Who then that h .s thee would not hold the 9 fast, 
P'recdom ! whom they that lose thee, so regret, 

That even a judgment making way for thee 
Seems in their eyes a mercy, for thy sake. 

* Such evil sin hath wrought; and such a flame 
Kindled in heaven, that it burns down to earth, 

And in the furious inquest that it makes 
On God’s behalf, lays waste His fairest w'orks. 

The very elements, thoi\gh each be meant 
The minister of man, to serve his wants. 

Conspire against him. With his breath he draws 
A plague into his blood; and cannot use 
l^ife’s necessary means, but he must die. 

Storms rise to o’erwhelm him: or if stormy winds 
Rise not, the waters of the deep shall rise, 

And ne^ing none assistance of the storm. 

Shall roll themselves ashore, and reach him there. 
The earth shall shake him out of .all his liolds. 

Or make his house his grave: nor so content, 

Shall counterfeit the motions of the flood. 

And drown him in her dry and dusty gulfs. 

*What then?—were they the wicktd above all. 

And we the righteous, whose fast-anchored isl^ 
Moved not, while theirs was mcked like a light skiff, 
The sport of every wave? No: none arc clear, 
■And none than we more ^lilty. But where all 
Stand chargeable with guilt, and to the shafts 
Of wrath (^noxions, God may dioose His mark. 
May punish, if He please, the less, to warn 
The more malignant If He spar^ not them. 
Tremble and be amazed at thiti%esdkpe, • 

Far ^Itier England! lest He spare not thee. 
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Happy the man M'ho seeso. God employed 
In all the good and ill that dicqudr life ! 

Rcitolving all events, with their eRects 
And manifold results, into the will 
And arbitration wise of the Supreme. 

Did not His eye rule all things, and intend 

I'he least of our concerns, (since from the least 

The greatest oft originate,) could chance 

Finl place in His dominion, or dispose 

One lawless particle to thwart His plan, 170 

Then God might be surprised, and unforeseen 

Cont^gence might alarm Him, and disturb 

The smooth and equal course of*His affairs. 

This truth Philosophy, though eagle-eyed 
In nature’s tendencies, oft overlooks. 

And, haring found His instrument, foigets*' 

Or disregards, or, more presumptuous still, 

Denies the power that wills it. God proclaims 

His hofridispleasure against foolish men 

That live ap atheist life: involves the heaven I So 

In tempests ; quits His grasp upon the winds, 

And mves them all their fury; bids a plague 
Kindle a fiery boil upon the skin. 

And putrefy the breath of blooming health. 

He calls for Famine, and the meagre bend 
^ Blows mildew from between his shrivelled lips. 

And taints the golden ear. He springs His mines, 

And desolates a nation at a blast. 

Forth steps the spruce philosopher, qnd tells 
Of homogcncal and discordant springs 190 

And principles; of causes, how they work 
By necessary laws their sure effects'; 

Of action and reaction. He has found 
The source of the disease that nature feels. 

And bids thcjworld take heart and banish fear. 

Thou fool! will thy discovery of the cause 

Suspend the effect, or heal it ? Has not God 

Still wrought by means «nce first He made the world, 

And did He not of old employ His means 

To drown it ? What is His creation less 200 

Than a capacious reservoir of means 

Forn^ for His use^ and re&dy at His will? 

Go, dress thine eyes with eye-salve, ask of Him, 

Or ask of whomsoever He has taught, « 

And learn, though late, the genuine cause of all. 

England, with all thy faults, I love thee still, 

Mv country! and, while yet a nook is left 
Where English minds and manners may be found. 

Shall be constrained to love thee. Though thy (dime 
Be fickl(v and thy year, most part, deformed 210 

With dripping rains, or by a tot, 

I would not yet exc:hange thy sullen skies 
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And fields* without a flower, for wanner France 
With all her vines ; nor foi*Ausonia'$ groves 
Of golden fruitage, and her myrtle bowers. 

To shake thy senate, and from heights sublime 
Of patriot eloquence to flash down fire 

thy foes, was never meant my task; 

But 1 can fed thy fortunes, and partake 
Thy Joys apa sorrows with as true a heart 
As any thunderer there. And I can feel 
Thy follies too, and with a just disdain 
Frown at eifeminates, whose very looks 
Reflect dishonour on the land 1 love. 

How, in the name of soldiership and sense, 

Should England prosper, when such things, as smooth 
And tenflcr as a girl, albessenced o’er 
With odours, andoas profligate as sweet. 

Who sell their laurel for a myrtle wreath^ 

And love^when they should nght,—when such as thc.'-c 
Presume To hay their hand upon the ark 
Of her magnificent .'ind awful cause ? 

Time was when i** was praise and boast endiigh 
In every clime, and travel where we might, 

That we were bom her children; praise enough 
To fill the ambition of a private man, 

^hat Chatham’s language was his mother tongue, 

And Wolfe’s great naqie compatriot with his own. 
Farewell those honours, and farewell with them 
The hope of such hereafter 1 They have fallen 
Each in his field of glor^ : one in arms, 

And one in council—Wolfe upon the lap 
* •Of smiling Victory that moment won. 

And Chatham, heart-sick of his country’s shame! 
They made its many soldiers. Chatham still 
Consulting England’s happiness at home, 

Secured it by an unforgiving frown 
If any wronged her. Wolfe, whe^’er he fought, 

Put so much of his heart into his act, 

That his example had a magnet’s force, 

And all were swift to follow whom all loved. 

Those suns are set. Oh rise some other such! 

Or all that we have left is empty talk 
Of old achievements, and despai^of new. 

Now hoist the sail, and let the streamers float 
Upon the wsyiton breezes. Strew the deck 
With lavender, and sprinkle liquid sweets, 

That no rude savour maritime mvade 
>*rhe nose of nice nobility. Breathe soft, 

Ye clarionets, and softer still, ye flutes, 

That winds and waters lulled by magic sounds 
May bear us smoothly to the jSidlic shore. 

Tnie, we have lust an eminrfr-^ ibpass. , 

True, we may thank the perfidy of France 
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That picked the jewel out ofr England’s crown, 

With all the cunning of an envious shrew. 

And let that pass,—^'twaa but a trick of state. 

A brave man knows no malice, but at once 
Forgets in peace, the injuries of war. 

And gives his direst foe a friend's embrace. 

And shamed as we have been, to the very beard 
llrav^d and defied, and in our own sea proved 
Toe weak for those decisive blows that once 
Ensured us mastery there, we yet retain 
Some small pre-eminence; we justly boast 
At lea^t superior jockeyship, and claim 
The honours of the turf os all ou.' own. 

(/o then, well worthy of the praise ye seek. 

And show the shame ye might conceal at home. 

In foreign eyes !—be grooms, and win the plate, 280 

Where once your noisier fathers won a crown !— 

’Tis generous to communicate your skill 
To thos*' that need it. Folly is soon learned: 

And underuiuch preceptors who can fail! 

'I'here is a pleasure in poetic pains 
Which only i>oets know. The shifts and turns, 

The expedients and inventions multiform 
To which the mind resorts, in chase of terms 
Though apt, yet coy, and difficult to win,— 

To arrest the fleeting images that All 290 

The mirror of the mind, and hold them fast, 

And force them sit, till he has pencilled off 
A faithful likeness of the forms he viq)vs; 

Then to dispose his copies w'ith such art 
That each may find its most propitious light. 

And shine by situation, hardly less 
Titan by the labour and the skill it cost. 

Are occupations of the poet’s mind 

So pleasing, and that steal away the thought 

With Aich address from themes of sad import, 30Q 

That, lost in his own musings, happy man 1 

He feels the anxieties of life, denied 

'I'heir wonted entertainment, all retire. 

Such joys has he that sings. But ah! not such. 

Or seldom such, the hearers of his song. 

Fastidjous, or else listless, c(r perhaps 

Awarif of nothing arduous in a task 

They never undertook, they little note 

1 lis dangers or escapes, and haply find 

Their least amusement where he found the most. 310 

But is amusement all ? Studious of song^ 

And yet ambitious not to sing in vain, 

T would not trifle merely, thongh the world 
He loudest in their praise who do no more. 

Yet what can satirw, wliefher^^ve or gay? 

It may correct a foible, may d^tise 
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The freakfi of fashion, regulate t^e dress, 

Retrench a sword-blade, or displace a patch; 

But where are its sublimer trophies found ? 

What vice has it subdued ? whose heart reclaimed 3:0 

By rigour, or whom laughed into reform ? 

i Leviathan is not so tamed : 
l!aughed at, he laughs again; and, stricken hard. 

Turns to the stroke his adamantine scales, 

Thaf fear no discipline of human hands. 

The pulpit, therefore (and I name it filled 
With solemn awe, that bids me well beware 
With what intent I touch that holy thing)— 

The pulpit (when the sftiristnhas at last, • 

Strutting and vapouring in on empty school, 330 

Spent an his force, and made no proselyte)— 

I say the pulpit (in the sober use 

Of its legitimate, peculiar powers) • 

Must stand acknowledged, while the world shall statu!, 

The most important and effectual guard, 

Support, and ornament of virtue’s cause. 

There stands the messenger of truth. Thcfla stan^fs 
The legate of the skies; his theme divine, 
llis omce sacred, his credentials clear. 

By him, the violated law speaks out 340 

•Its thunders, and by him, in strains as sweet 
As angels use, the Gospel whispers peace. 

He ’stablishes the strong, restores the weak. 

Reclaims the wanderer, binds the broken heart, 

•And, armed himself in oanoply complete 
Of heavenly temper, furnishes with arms 
• Bright as his own, and trains by every rule 
Of holy discipline, to glorious war. 

The sacramental host of God’s elect. 

Are all such teachers? Would to Heaven all werel 350 
But hark,—the Doctor’s voice!—fest wedged between 
Two empirics he stands, and with swollen cheeks 
Inspires the news, his trumpet. Keener &r 
Than all invective is his lx)ld harangue. 

While through that public organ "of report 
He bails the clergy ; and, defying shame, 

Announces to the world his own and theirs. 

*He teaches those to read, whom fchools dismissed. 

And colleges, untaught; sells accent, tone. 

And emphasis in score, and gives to prayer 360 

The adagio and andante it demands. 

He grin^ divinity of other day.s 
■'T)own into modem use; transforms old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and cheats the eyes 
Of gallery critics by a thousand arts. 

Are riiere who purchase of ti\e Dolor’s ware ? 

,Oh name it not in Gath I—it cannobbe 

’That grave and learned Clerks sbould neea such aid. 
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He doubtless is in sport, and does but droll. 

Assuming thus a rank unknown before— 370 

Grand caterer and dry-nurse of the church. 

I venerate the man whose heart is warm. 

Whose hands are pure, whose doctrine and whose life 
Coincident, exhibit lucid proof 
That he is honest in the sacred cause. 

To such 1 render more than mere respect. 

Whose actions say that they respect themselves. 

But loose in morms, and in manners vain. 

In conversation frivolous, in dress 

,Kxtreme, at once rapacious and profuse, 380 

Frequent in park, with lady at *iis side. 

Ambling and prattling scandal as he goes. 

But rare at home, and never at his books. 

Or withihis pen, save when he scrawls a cord ; 

Constant at routs, fnmiliar with a round 
Of ladyships, a stranger to the poor ; 

Ambitious of preferment for its gold, 

And well orepared by ignorance and sloth 
By infidelity and: love o’ the world. 

To make Qod's work a sinecure; a slave 390 

To his own pleasures and his patron’s pride > 

From such apostles, O ye mitred heads, 

Preserve the church 1 and lay not careless hands 
On skulls that cannot teach, and will not learn. 

Would I describe a preacher, such as Paul, 

Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and own, 

Paul should himself direct me. 1 would trace 
His master-strokes, and draw from fits design. 

I would express him simile, grave, sincere; 

In doctrine uncorrupt; in language plain, 400 

And plain in manner; decent, solemn, chaste 
And natural in g^ture; much impressed " 

Himself, as conscious of his awful charge. 

And ^nxious mainly that the flock he feeds 
May feel it too; affectionate in look. 

And tender in address, as well becomes 
A messenger of grace to guilty men. 

Behold the picture! Is it like?—Like whom? 

The things that mount the rostrum with a skip. 

And then skip down again^^; pronounce a text, 410 

Ciy- 4 cem! and reading what they never wrote, 

Just fifteen minutes, huddle up their work. 

And with a well-bred whisper close the scene! 

In man or woman, but f» most in man. 

And most of all in man that ministers 
And serves the altar, in my soul I loathe 
All affectation. *Tis my perfect scorn; 

Olriect of my implacable disgust. 

What.!—will a man play tri ^4 will he indulge 
A sUly fond conc^t of hb'w form 
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And just proportion, fashionable^en, 

And pretty face, in presence of nis G^? 

Or will he seek to dazzle me with tropes, 

As with the diamond on his lily hand. 

And play his brilliant parts before my eyes 
When I am hungry for the bread of life? 

mocks his Maker, prostitutes and shames 
His noble oftce, and, instead of truth. 

Displaying his own beauty, starves his flodc. ^ 

'fheremre, avaunt all attitude and stare, 430 

And start theatric, practised at the glass. 

1 seek divine simplicity in him 

Who handle#*thing5 divine; ;ind all besides,' 

Though learned with labour, and though much admired 
By curious eyes and judgments ill informed, 

To me is odious ^ the Hasal twang 
Heard at conventicle, where worthy men^ 

Misled by custom, strain celestial tnemes 
Through*the pressed nostril, spectacle-bestrid. 

Some, decent in demeanour while they preach, 440 

That task performed, relapse into themselvof;, 

And having spoken wisely, at the close 
Grow wanton, and give proof to every eye— 

Whoe'er was edified, themselves were noL 
Forth comes the pocket mirror. First we stroke 
*An eyebrow; next, compose a straggling lock; 

Then with an air, most gracefully performe<l. 

Fall back into our seat, extend an arm. 

And lay it at its ease with gentle care, 

^Vith handkerchief in hflnd, depending low. 450 

, The better hand, more busy, gives the nose 
Its bergamot, or aids the indebted eye 
With opera-glasK to watch the moving scene. 

And recognise the slow-retiring fair. 

Now this is fulsome, end olfcnds me more 
Than in a churchman slovenly ned^t 
And rustic coarseness would. A neavenly mind 
May be indificreiit to her house of day. 

And slight the hovel as beneath her care; 

But how a body so fantastic, trim, 460 

And quaint in its deportment and attire, 

«Can iMge a heavenly mind-r-den^ds a doubt 
He that nra;otiates belweeu Gml and man. 

As God’s ambassador, the grand concerns 
Of iudgmenf and of mercy, should beware 
Of lightness in his speech. *Tis pitiful 
■ITo court a grin, when you shoula woo a soul \ 

To break a jest, when pity wonld inspire 
Pathetic exhortathem; and to addms 
The skittish fancy with facetious tales,. 

When sent with God's comnfisslon {o the heart 
*So did not Paul. Direct me qaip 
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Or merry turn in all he ever wrote, 

And 1 consent you take it K>r your- text. 

Your only one, till sides and lynches fail. 

No: he was serious in a serious cause. 

And understood too well the weighty terms 
That he ha<l ta’en in charge. He would not sloop 
To conquer those by jocular exploits. 

Whom truth and soberness assailed in vain. 4S0 

Oh, popular applause ! what heart of man 
Is proof against tny sweet seducing charms? 

The wisest and the best feel urgent need 
I Of all their caution in thy gentlest gales; 

'‘])ut*%welled into ajgust—who tjien, alasl 
With all his canvas set, and inexpert. 

And therefore heedless, can withstand thy power? 

Praise from the riveiled lips of tootMess, laid 
Decrepitude, and i;i the looks of lean 

And craving poverty, and in the liow 490 

Respectful of the smutched artificer. 

Is oft 'Coo welcome, and may much disturb 
The bias bf the purpose. How much more 
Poured forth by beauty splendid and polite, 

In language soft as adoration breathes? 

Ah, spare your idol! think him human still; 

Charms he may have, but he has frailties too; 

Dote not too much, nor s{>oil what ye admire. 

All truth is from the sempiternal source 
Of Light Divine. But Egypt, Greece, and Rome 5C0 

Drew from the stream below. More favoured, we 
Drink, when we choose it, at the f<rjntain-head. 

To them it flowed much minglfxl and deflled 
With hurtful error, prejudice, and dreams 
Illusive of philosophy, so called, ' 

But falsely. Sages after sages strove 
In vain to Alter off a crvstai draught « 

Pure from the lees, which often more enhanced 
The*thirst than slaked it, and not seldom brct-i 
Intoxication and delirium wild. 510 

In vain they pushed inquiry to the birth 
And spring-time of the world ; asked. Whence is man ? 

Why formed at all ? And wherefore as he is ? 

Where must he-And his Mjaker?* With what rites 
Ad*»e Him ? Will He h% ar, accept, and bless ? 

Or does He sit regardless of His works? 

Has man within him an immortal seed ? 

Or does the tomb ta^e all ? If he survive 
His ashes, where? and in what weal or woe? c 

Kiiots worthy of solution, which alone 520 

A Dei^ could solve. Their answers vogue. 

And all at random, fabulous and dark. 

Left tluem as dark then^elves.* Their rules of life 
Directive and uilsanctioned|^proved too weak 
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To bind the roving appetite, and^lead 
Blind Nature to a G<ra not, yet revealed. 

*Tis Revelation satblies all doubts, 

Explains all mysteries, except her own. 

And so illuminates the path of life, 

'Uat fools discover it, and stra^^ no more. 

I^w tell me, dignified and sapient sir. 

My man of fnoi^ nurtured in the shades 
Of Academus, is this false or true ? 

Is Christ the abler teacher, or the schools? 

If Christ, then why resort at every turn 
To Athens or to Rome, for wisdom short 
Of man’s oc&sions, wljjen in* Him reside, 

Grace, knowled^, comfort,—an unfathomed store ? 
How of^ when Paul has served us with a text. 

Has Epictetus, Pliito, l^lly, preached! 

Men tnat, if now alive, woulTl sit content 
And humble learners of a .Saviour’s worm. 

Preach itVho might Such was their Jove of truth, 
Their thirst of knowledge, and their candour too. 

And thus it is. The p.nstor, cither vain** * 
By nature, or by ilattery made so, taught 
To gaze at his own splendour, and to exalt 
Absurdly, not his office, but himself,— 
pr unenlightened, and too proud to learn,— 

Or vicious, and not therefore apt to teach,— 
Perverting often by the stress of lewd 
And loose example, whom he should instruct,— 
Exposes and hoicls up to broad disgrace 
The noblest function, aiffl discredits much 
•The brightest truths that man has ever seen. 

For ghostly counsel, if it either fall 
Below the exigence, or be not backed . 

With show of love, at least with hopeful proof 
Of some sincerity on the giver’s part; 

Or be dishonours in the exterior form 
And mode of its conveyance, by such tricks 
As move derision, or by foppish airs 
And histrionic mummery, timt let-down 
The pulpit to the level of the stage. 

Drops from the lips a disregarded thing. 

•The weak perhaps are moved, bn| are not taught, 
While prejudice in men of stronger minds 
Takes deeper root, confirmed by what they see. 

A relaxation Sf religion’s hold 
Upon the roving and untutored heart 
Jloon follows, and the curb of conscience snapped. 
The laity run wild.—But do they now? 

Note their extravagance, and be convinced. 

As nations, ignorant of Go^ contrive 
A wooden one, so we^ no hmger taught ^ * 

By monitors that mother church%ipp1iei^ * 
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Now make our own. Posterity will ask 
(If e’er posterity see verse ol minej, 

Some fifty or a hundred lustrums hence, 

What was a monitor in George’s days? 580 

My very gentle reader yet unborn, 

Of whom 1 needs must augur bettor thin^ 

Since Henven would sure grow weary of a world 
Productive only of a race like ours, c 

A monitor is wood. Plank shaven thin. 

We wear it at our backs. There closely braced 
And neatly fitted, it compresses hard 
Tlie prominent and most unsightly bones, 

^nd^binds the shoulders flat. We prove its use 
Sovereign and most eflectual to secuib 590 

A form not now gymnastic as of yore. 

From rickets and distortion, else our lot. ^ 

But thus admonished we can walk erect, 

One proof at least ^f manhood ; while the friend 
Sticks close, a Mentor worthy of his charge. 

* Our habits, costlier than Lucullus wore. 

And by caprice ^ multiplied as his, 

Just please us while the fashion is at full. 

But change with every moon. The sycophant 

Who waits to dress us, arbitrates their date; 600 

Surveys his fair reversion witli keen eye; 

Finds one ill made, another obsolete. 

This fils not nicely, that is ill conceived; 

And, making prize of all that he condemns 
With our expenditure defrays his ow'ii. 

Variety’s the very spice of life, 

That gives it all its flavour. We have run 
Through every change that fancy at the loom 
Exhausted, has had genius to supply ; 

And, studious of mutation still, disca^ Cio 

A real elegance, a little used. 

For monstrous novelty and strange disguise. 

We Orifice to dress, till household joys 

And comforts cease. Dress drains our cellar dry. 

And keeps our larder lean ; puts out our fires, 

And introduces hunger, frost, and woe, . 

Where peace and hospitality might reign. 

What man that lives, and that know's how to live, 

W’ovjd fail to exhibit at tlfe public shows 
A form as splendid as the proudest there, 620 

Though apj^tite raise outcries at the cost ? 

A man o’ tne town dines late, but soon enough. 

With reasonable forecast and dispatch. 

To ensure a side*box station at half-price. 

You think, perhaps, so delicate his dress, 

His daily fare as delicate. Alas 1 « 

He picks clean teeth, and, busy as he seems 
With an old tavem quill, isMungry yet. 
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The Rou^ is Folly's circle^ whicj} she draws 

With magic wand. So patent is the spell, 630 

That none decoyed into that fatal ring, 

Unless by Heaven's peculiar grace, escape. 

There we grow early grey, but never wise ; 

'Cliere form connexions, but acquire no friend ; 

Sblicit pleasure, hopeless of success; 

Waste youtlt in occupations only At 
Forcecond childhood; and devote old age 
To sports which only childhoo<l could excuse. 

I'ticre they are happiest who dissemble best 
'I'heir weariness ; and they the most polite 
Who squandir time an^ treaiure with a sjnile, 

I'liough at their own destruction. She that a.sks 
Her dev bve hundred friend.s contemns them all, 

And hates their coming. They (what can they Icssj) 

Make just reprisals, and witif cringe and^hrug. 

And bow obsequious, hide their hate of her. 

All calclf the frenzy, downward from her Gmcc, 

Whose Hamljeaux flash again.st the morning skies 
And gild our chamljer ceilings as they pass|« 

To her who, frugal only that her thrift 650 

May feed excesses she can ill aflbrd. 

Is hackneyed home unlackevcd ; wlio in haste 
flighting, turns the key in her own door. 

And at the watchman's lantern borrowing light, 

Finds a cold bed her only comfort left. 

Wives beggar husbands, husbands starve their wives, 

Pn Fortune's velvet altar offering up 
Their last poor pittance^ Fortune, njost severe 
• Of gorldesses yet known, and costlie r far 
Than all that held their routs in Juno’s heaven ! 660 

So fare we in this prison-house the woild. 

And 'tis a fearful spectacle to see 
So many maniacs dancing in their chains 
They gaze upon the links that hold them fast, 

With eyes of anguish, execrate their lot. 

Then shake them in despair, and dance again. 

Now basket up the family of plagues ■ 

That waste our vitals ; peculation, sale 
Of honour, perjury, corruption, frauds 

By foi^ery, by subterfuge of law, • Ato 

By tricks and lies as numerous and as keen 
As the necessities their authom feel; 

Then cast thdhi, closely bundled, every brat 
At the right door. Profus on is the sire. 
froAision unrestrained, with all that's base 
In character, has tittered all the land. 

And bred, within the memory of no few, 

A priesthood such as was of old, 

A people such as never was tfll^owt 
It ui a hungry viceit eats up al 
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That gives society its beauty^ strength, 

Convenience, and security, and use: 

Makes men mere vermin, worthy to be trapped 
And gibbeted as fast as catchpole-claws 
Can seize the slippery prey: unties the knot 
Of union, and converts the sacred band 
That holds mankind together, to a scourge. 

Profusion deluging a state with lusts 
Of .grossest nature and of worst effects, 

Prepares i^lor its ruin : hardens, blinds, C90 

Ana warps the consciences of public men 

Till t^py can laugh at virtue; mock the fools 

That trust them; ai>d, in the end, disclose a face 

'I'hat would have shocked credulity herself 

Unmasked, vouchsafing this their sole excuse; 

Since all alike are selfish—why not they? * 

I'his does I*rofu.sion,«-and the accurst cause 
Of such deep mischief has itself a cause. 

In cojjeges and halls, in ancient days, 

When leaning, virtue, i)iety, and truth 700 

Were precious, arSi inculcated with care. 

There dwelt a sage called Discipline, llis head 
Not yet by time completely silvered o’er, 

Hespoke him past the bounds of freakish youth, 

Put Strang for service still, and unimpaired, 
ills eye was meek and gentle, and a smile 
I’layim on his lips, and in his speech was heard 
P.Tternal sweetness, dignity, and love. 

The occup.itiun dearest to his heart ^ 

Was to encourage goodness. He would stroke 710 

The head of modest and ingenuous worth 
Th.at blushed at its own praise; and pre.ss the youth 
C'lose to his side that pleased him. l.«arning grew 
lleneath his care, a thriving vigorous plant; 

The mind was well informed, the passions held 
Subordinate, and diligence w'as choice. 

If e'er it chanced, as sometimes chance it must, 

That one among so many overleaped 
The limits of control, his gentle eye 

Grew stem, and darted a severe rebuke; * 720 

His frown was full of terror, and his voice 

Shoojc the delinquent with «uch fits of awe 

As liftl him not, till penitence had won 

Lost favour back again, and closed the breach. 

But Discipline, a faithful servant long, 

Declined at length into the vale of years; 

A palsy struck Ws arm, his sparkling eye 

Was quenched in rheums of age. his voice unstning 

Grew tremulous, and moved derision more 

Than reverence, in perverse rebellious youth. 730 

So colleges and halls nc^lectivd much 

Their good old friend, and Discipline at length 
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O’erlookt^l and unemployed, felt sick, and died. 
Then Study languishra. Emulation slept, 

And Virtue fled. The schools became a scene 
Of solemn farce, where Ignorance in stilts, 

11 is cap well lin^ with logic not his own, 
tl^ith parrot-tongue performed the scholar’s part. 
Proceeding coon a graduated dunce. 

Thep compromise had place, and scrutiny 
Became stone blind, precedence went in truck, 
And he was competent whose purse was so. 

A dissolution of all bonds ensued; 

'I'hc curbs iitireuted for the mulish mouth 
Of headstrong youth ^cre iS-oken; bars 'and bolls 
Grew rusty by disuse, and massy gates 
Forgot tiieir oflieg, opening with a touch; 

Till gowns at length are fouitd mere masquerade; 
I'lie tasscllcd cap and the spruce band a'jest, 

A mockary of the world. What need of these 
For gamesters, jockeys, brothcllers impure, 
.Spendthrifts and booted sportsmen, oucinv^cen • 
With belted wais; and pointers at their heefs 
Than in the bounds of duty? What was learned. 
If aught was learned in childhood, is forgot. 

And such expense as pinches parents blue, 

*AtKl mortifies the liberal hand of love. 

Is squandered in pursuit of idle sports 
And vicious pleasures; buys the hoy a name, 

That sits a stigma on his father’s house, 

'And cleaves through lif# inseparably close 
^.To him tliat wears it. What can after-games 
Of riper joys, and commerce with the world, 

The lewd vain world that must receive him soon, 
Add to such erudition thus acquired. 

Where science and where virtue are professed ? 
They may conhrm his habits, rivet fast 
His folly, but to spoil him is a task 
That bids defiance to the united powers 
Of fashion, dissipation, taverns, stews. 

Now, blame we most the nurslings or the nurse? 
The children crooked and twisted and deformed 
.Through want of care, or her whpse winking eye 
And slumbering oscitancy mars tne brood ? 

The nurse no doubt. Regardless of her charge, 
She needs herself correction; needs to learn 
That it is dangerous sporting with the world, 
^ith things so sacred as a nation’s trust, 

The nurture of her youth, her dearest pledge. 

All are not such. I had a brother once— 

Peace to the memory of a man of worth, 

A man of letters, and of maftners tQo; 

Of manners sweet as virtue alWItys wears * 

Whev gay g^od-nature dresses her in smiles. 
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He graced a college,* in -whibh ord,er yet 
Was sacred; and was honoured, loved, and wept 
By more than one, themselves conspicuous there. 

Some minds arc tempered happily, and mixed 
With such ingredients of good sense and taste 
()f what is excellent in man, they thirst 793 

With such a zeal to be what they approve, > 

That no restraints can circumscribe them more 
Tha'A they themselves by choice, for wisdom's sake. 

Nor can example hurt them; what they see 
Of vice in others but enhancing more 
ThecR^arms of virtue in their jus^ esteem. ' 

If such escape contagion, and emerge * 

Pure, from so foul a pool, to shine abroad. 

And give,^hc world their talents and themselves. 

Small thanks to thos^ whose negligence or sloth Soo 

Exposed their inexperience to the snare, 

And left them to an undirected choice. 

See tK'cn the (]uiver broken and decayed. 

In which arv, kep^our arrows. Rusting there 
In wild disorder, and unfit for use. 

What wonder, if discharged into the world. 

They shame their shootcis with a random flight. 

Their points obtuse, and feathers drunk with wine. 

Well may the church wage unsucessful war, 

“ With such artillery armed. Vice parries wide Sio 

The undreaded volley with a sword of straw. 

And stands an impudent and fearless mark. 

Have we not tiacked the felon hon.e, and found 
His birthplace and his dam? The country mourns. 

Mourns, liecause every plague that can infest 
Society, and that saps and worms the base 
Of the edifice that Policy has raised, 

Swarms in all quarters; meets the eye, the ear, 

And suffocates the breath at every turn. 

Profusion breeds them; and the cause itself 8zo 

Of that calamitous mischief has been found: 

P'ound too where most offensive, in the skirts 
Of the robed pedagogue. Else, let the anrigned 
Stand up unconscious, and refute the charge. 

So when the Jewish leader ^tretdied his arm, 

Andj aved his rod divine, a race obscene, 

Spawned in the muddy beds of Nile, came forth. 

Polluting Egypt. Gardens, fields, and plains « 

Were covered with the pest. The streets were filled; 

The croaking nuisance lurked in every nook, 830«. 

Nor fialaces nor even chambers ’scap^ 

And the land stank, so numerous was the fry. 

* BcnctjColIi^,* Cambridge. 
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expensive iiiiprovcincnt - Rook concludes with an apostrophe to the metropolis. 


As one, who, Ion|| in thicketg and in brakes 
Entangled, winds now this way and nov^that 
His deviiius course uncertain, seeking home; 

Or having long in miry ways been foiled 
And .sore discomfited, from slough to slough 
Plunging, and ht-.f despairing of escape, * 

If chance at length he finds a greensward smooth 
And faithful to the foot, his spirits rise, 

He cherups brisk his ear-erecting steed, 

*And winds his way with pleasure and with ease; 

So 1 , designing other themes, and called 
To adorn the .Sofa with eulogium due, 

To tell its slumbers and to paint its dreams, 

*Have rambled wide: in»country, city, seat 
Of academic fame (howe’er deserved), 

* l..ong held and scarcely disengaged at last. 

But now with pleasant pace a cleanlier road 
1 mean to tread. I feel myself at large, 
Courageous, and refreshed for future toil, 

If toil awaits me, or if dangers new. 

Since pulpits fail, and sounding-boards reflect 
Most part an empty ineffectual sound, 

What chance that I, to fame so little known. 

Nor conversant wjth men or manners much, 

Should speak to purpose, or with better hope 
^Crack the satiric thong? 'Twere wiser far 
*For me, enamoured of sequesterM scenes, 

And charmed with rural beauty, to repose 
Where chanse may throw me, teneath elm or vine, 
My languid limbs when summer sears the plains, 
^r when rough winter rages, on the soft 
And sheltered Sofa, while the nitroqs air 
Feed.s a blue flame, and makes a dieerful hearth; 
There, undisturbed by Folly, and apprised 
How great the danger of disturbing Her, 

•To muse in silence, or at least%onHhe • 
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Nfy partners In retreat. Disgust concealed 
Is ofttimes proof of wisdom, whe'n the fault 
Is obstinate, and cure beyond our reach. 

Domestic happiness, thou only bliss 
Of Paradise that has survived the fall! 

Though few now taste thee unimpaired and pure. 
Or tasting long enjoy thee, too infirm 
Or too incautious to preserve thy sweets 
Ur mixed with drops of bitter, which neglect 
Or temper, sheds into thjf crystal cup. 

Thou art the nurse of Virtue. In thine arms 
.She ^iles, appearing, as in truth she is, 
Ilcarven-bom, and destined to the skijs again. 

Thou art not known where Pleasure is<adured. 
That reeling goddess with the zoncless waist 
And waadering eyes, still leanipg on the afin 
Of Novelty, her tickle frail support; 

For thou art meek and constant, hating change. 
And hiding in the calm of truth-tried love 

i oys that her stormy raptures never yield. 

'orsaking thee, \Vhat shipwreck have we made 
Of honour, dignity, and fair renown. 

Till prostitution elbows us aside 

In all our crowded streets, and senates seem 

Convened for purposes of empire less, 

, Than to release the adultress from her bond. 

The adultress I what a theme for angry verse 1 
What provocation to the indignant heart 
That feels for injured love! but 1 dis(jain 
The nauseous task to paint her as she is. 

Cruel, abandoned, glomng in her shame. 

No. Let her pa.ss, and charioted along 
In guilty splendour, shake the public ways; 

The frequency of crimes has washed them white; 
And verse of mine shall never brand the wretch. 
Whom matrons now, of character unsmirched. 

And cliaste themselves, are not ashamed to own. 
Virtue and vice had boundaries in old time. 

Not to be passed; and she that had renounced 
Her sex's honour, was renounced herself 
By all that prized it; not for prudery's sake. 

But dignity^ resentful of tfie wrong. 

*Twfe hard perhaps on here and there a wiuf^ 
Desirous to return, and not received; » 

But was a wholesome rigour in the main. 

And taught the unblemished to preserve with care 
ITiat purity, whose loss was loss of idl. 

Men too were nice in honour in those days. 

And judged offenders well, llien he that sharped. 
And pocketed a prize by fraud obtained. 

Was marked and rhunneQ as^idious. He that sold 
His country', or was slack when she requited 
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His evcm nerve in action and at%tretch, 90 

raid with the blood that hb had basely spared 
The price of his default. But now—yes, now, 

We are become so candid and so fiiir. 

So liberal in construction, and so rich 
rh Christian charity, (good-natured age!) 

That they aie safe, sinners of either sex, 

Transgress what laws they may. Well dressed, well bred, 
Well equipaged, is ticket good enough * 

To pass us readily through every door. 

Hypocrisy, detest her as we may, luo 

(And no mauls hatred ever wronged her yet,) 

May claim this merit sfill—that she admits 
The worth of what she mimics with such care. 

And thdk gives Virtue indirect applause; 

But she has burn^ her masl% not needed here, 

Where Vice has such allowance, that he^ shifts 
And specious semblances have lost their use. 

I was a stricken deer that left the herd 
Long since; with many an arrow deep infij^cd 
My panting si<le v, a.', chaq^ed, when 1 withclVcw i to 

To seek a tranquil death in distant shades. 

There was 1 found by One who had Himself 
Been hurt by the archers. In His side I le bore, 

^nd in His hands and feet, the cruel scars. 

With gentle force soliciting the darts. 

He drew them forth, and healed and bade me live. 

Since then, with few associates, in remote 
And silent woods 1 wander, far from those 
My former partners of the peopled scene; 

* With few associates, and not wishing more. 120 

Here much I ruminate, as much 1 may. 

With other views of men and manners now 
Than once, and others of a life to come. 

I se^ that all are wanderers, gone astray 
Each in his own delusions; they are lost 
In chase of fancied happiness, still wooed 
And never won. Dream after dream ensues. 

And still they dream that they shall still succeed. 

And still are disappointed. Rings the world 
With the vain stir. I sum up half mankind, i.^o 

And add two-thirds of the remaining half, 

And find the total of their hopes and fears 
Dreams, empify dreams. The million-flit as gay 
As if created only like the fly 
7hat spreads his motley wings in the eye of noon, 

To sport their season, and be seen no more. 

The rest are sober dreamers, grave and wise, 

And pregnant with discoveries new and rare. 

Some write a narrative of wars, and {eats 
Of heroes little known, and caiMie rant * 

A his^piy: d^ribe the man, of whom 
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11 is own coevals took but liftle nqte. 

And paint his person, character, and views. 

As they had known him from his mother*s womb. 

They disentangle from the puzzled skein 
In which obscurity has wrapped them up. 

The threads of politic and shrewd design 
That ran through all his purposes, and charge 
mind with meanings that he never had. 

Or having, kept concealed. Some drill and bore 150 

The solici'earth, and from the strata there 

^xtract a register, by which we learn 

^rhat'*! le who made it, and reveled its date 

To Moses, was mistaken in its age. * 

Some, more acute and more industrious still, 

Contriv^ creation; travel Nature up 
To the sharp peak ^f her sublimest height'’ 

And tell us whence 'the stars; why some are fixed, 

And planetary some; what gave them first 

Kotatiun, from what fountain flowed their light. 160 

Cireat contest fo^ows, and much learned dust 

Involves the combatants, each claiming truth, 

And truth disclaiming both; and thus they spend 
The little wick of life's poor shallow lamp 
In playing tricks with nature, giving laws 
To distant worlds, and trifling in their own. 

' Is’t not a pity now, that tickling rheums 
Should ever tease the lungs and blear the sight 
Of oracles like these? Great pity too, 

That having wielded the elements, £nd built 170 

A thousand systems, each in his own way. 

They sliould go out in fume and be forgot ? 

Ah! what is life thus spent? -and what are they 
but frantic who thus spend it all for smoke ? 

Ktcriiity for bubbles proves at last 
A senseless bargain. When I see such games 
Played by the creatures of a Power who swears 
That He will judge the earth, and cnJl the fool 
To a sharp reckoning that has lived in vain; 

And when I weigh this seeming wisdom v'ell, i$o 

And prove it in the infallible result 
So hollow and so false—I Jeel my heart 
Dist jive in pit3r, and account the learned. 

If this be learning, most of all deceived. 

Great crimes alarm the^ conscience, but it sleep.} 

While thoughthil man is plausibly amused. 

** Defend me therefore, common sense,** say I, 

“ From reveries so airy, from the toil 
Of dropping buckets into empty wells. 

And growing old in drawing nothing upl** 190 

‘*’Twcre well,” says one erudite^, profound. 

Terribly arched and uquilin^is nose. 

And overbuilt with most impending brow 
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** ’Twere could you pefinit tfie world to live 
As the world pleases. What’s the world to vou?" 

Much. 1 was born of woman, and drew milk. 

As sweet as charity, from human breasts. 

I ^ink, articulate, I laugh and weep, 

And exercise all functions of a man. 

How then shSuld I and any man that lives 200 

Be stsangers to each other? Pierce my vein. 

Take of the crimson stream meandering there. 

And catechise it well. Apply thy glass, 

Search it, and prove now u it be not blood 
Congenial with thine own: and if it be, 

Wliat edge of subtlety wnst thou suppose* 

Keen etK^jugh, wise and skilful as thou art. 

To cut the link of brotherhood, by which 
One common Maker bound nH: to the kind ? 

True; I am no prohcient, I con Teas, * 210 

In arts lilA youra I cannot call the swift 
And perilous lightnings from the angry clouds. 

And bid them hide themselves in earth beneath; 

I cannot .analyse the air, nor catch 

The parallax of yonder luminous point 

That seems half <[uenched in the immense abyss; 

^uch powers I boast not—neither can 1 rest 
A silent witness of the headlong rage 
(Jr heedless folly by which thousands die, 

Bone of my bone, and kindred souls to mine. 220 

• God never meant that man should scale the hca\ ens 
By strides of human wisffom. In His works, 
sTliough wondrous, He commands us in His word 
To seek Him rather where His mercy shines. 

The mind indeed, enlightened from above, 

Views Him in all; ascribes to the grand cause 
The grand effect; acknowledges with joy 
His manner, and with rapture tastes His style. 

But never yet did philosophic tube, 

That brings the planets home into the eye 230 

Of observation, and discovers, else 
Not visible, His family of worlds, 

Discover Him that rules them; such a veil 
Hangs over mortal eyes, blind frqpi the birth. 

And dark in things divine. Full often too 
Oiir wayward intellect, the more we leam 
Of nature, overlooks her Author more, 

From instrumental causes proud to draw 

Conclusions retrograde, and mad mistake 

But if His word once teach us, shoot a ray *240 

Through all the heart’s dark cumbers, and reveal 

Truths undiscemed but by that holy light. 

Then all is plain. Philosophy baptised 
In the pure fountain of etemu mve * 

Has eyes indied; and viewing all she sees 
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As meant to indicate a Gokl to man. 

Gives Mim tlis praise, and forfeits not her own. 

Learning has borne such fruit in other days 
On all her branches: piety has found 

Friends in the friends of science, and true prayer 250 

Has flowed from lips wet with Castalian dews. 

Such was thy wisdom, Newton, childlike sage* 

Sagacious reader of the works of God, 

And in His word sagacious. Such too thine, 

Milton,', hose genius had angelic wings. 

And fed on manna. And such thine, in whom 
* OutrBritish Themis gloried wiUi just cause. 

Immortal Hale ! for deep discernment praised 
And sound integrity, not more than famed 
For sanctity of manners undefiled. 2C0 

All flesh is grass, and all ito: glory fades 
Like the fair flowdr dishevelled in the wind ; 

Riches have wings, and grandeur is a dream ; 

The i;ian we celebrate must And a tomb. 

And we that wp^ship him, ignoble graves. 

Nothing is proof against the general curse 
Of vanity, that seizes all below. 

The only amaranthine flower on earth 
Is virtue; the only lasting treasure, truth. 

But what is truth? *Twas Pilate’s question put 270 

To Truth itself, that deigned him no reply. 

And wherefore? will not God impart His light 
To them that ask it?—Freely—’tis His joy. 

His glory and His nature, to impart. 

But to the proud, uncandid, insincere, 

Or negligent incjuirer, not a spark. 

What^ that which brings contempt upon a book. 

And him who writes it, though the style be neat, 

'I'hc method clear, and argument exact? 

That makes a minister in holy things 2S0 

The'joy of many, and the dread of more. 

His name a theme for praise and for reproach? 

That while it gives us worth in God*s account, 
l>epreciatcs and undoes us in our own? 

What pearl is it that rich men cannot buy. 

That learning is too proud to gather up, 

Byh.which the poor and the despised of all 
Seek and obtain, and often find unsought? 

Tell me, and I will tell thee what is truth. 

Oh friendly to the best pursuits of man, ago 

Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace, 

Domestic life in rural leisure passed f 

Few know thy value, and few taste thy sweets. 

Though many boast thy favours, and affect 
To understand and chopse thee for their own. 

But foolish man foregoes hil*proper bliss, 

Even as his first progenitor, and quits, t 
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Though p%ced in Paradise, (for qputh has still 
Some traces of her youthful* beauty left,) 
Substantial happiness for transient joy. 

Scenes formed for contemplation, and to nurse 
The growing seeds of wisdom—that suggest, 

Up eve^ pleasing image they present. 

Reflections s^ch as mdiorate tne heart. 

Compose the passions, and exalt the mind— 
Scenes such as these^ ’tis his supreme delight 
I'o fill with riot, and defile with blood. 

Should some contagion, kind to the poor brutes 
We persecute^ annihilate the tribes 
That draw the sportsmaa over hill and dale 
Fearless, and rapt away from all his cares; 

Should never game-fowl hatch her eggs again, 

Nor baited hook deceive the fish's eye; 

Could pageantry and dance, (ffid feast and song. 

Be quelle(^ in all our summer-months’ retreats; 
How many self-deluded nymphs and swains, 

Who dream they have a taste for fields and groves, 
Would find them hideous nurseries of the s^cn, * 
And crowd the roads, impatient for the town! 

They love the country, and none else, who seek 
For their own sake its silence and its shade; 
Delights which who would leaver that has a heart 
Susceptible of pity, or a mind 
Cultured and capable of sober thought. 

For all the savage din of the swift pack. 

And clamours of the fiel^? Detested sport, 

'I'hat owes its pleasures to another’s pain, 

•That feeds upon the sobs and dying shrieks 
Of harmless nature, dumb, but yet endued 
With eloquence that agonies in’spire, 

(Jf silent tears and heart-distending sighs 1 
Vain tears, alas! and sighs that never find 
A corresponding tone in jovial souls. 

Well,—one at least is safe. One sheltered hare 
Has never heard the sanguinary yell 
Of cruel man, exulting in her woes. 

Innocent partner oT my peaceful home. 

Whom ten long years’ experience of my care 
Has made at last familiar, she hasdost 
Mucli of her vigilant instinctive dread. 

Not needful h^re, beneath a roof like mine. 

Yes,—thou mayst eat thy bread, and lick the hand 
That feeds thee; thou mayst frolic on the floor 
At evening, and at night retire secure 
To thy straw couch, and slumber unalarroed: 

For 1 have gained thy confidence, have pledged 

All that is human in me to jprqtect 

Thine unsuspecting gratitude and love. • 

If 1 survive thee 1 will dig thy grave; 
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And when 1 place thee in ^t, sighing say, 

1 knew at least one hare that had a friend. 

How various his entployments whom the world 
Calls idle, and who justly in return 
Esteems that busy world an idler too ! 

Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen. 
Delightful industiy enjoyed at nome^ 

And Nature in her cultivated trim 
l^resscd to his taste, inviting him abroad-— 

Can he want occupation who has these ? 

Will he'tJb idle who has much to enjoy ? 

, Me, therefore, studious of laborious ease, 

Nor slothful, happy to deceive the tjme 
Not waste it, and aware that human life 
Is but a loan to be repaid with use. 

When .^le shall call llis debtors to accou'^t, 

From whom are a)l our blessiiJgs, business hnds 
Even here; while sedulous I seek to imjirove. 

At leut neglect not, or leave unemployed, 

The fhind He gave me ; driving it, though slack 
Too oft, iind nymh impeded in its work 
By causes not to be divulged in vain. 

To its just point—the service of mankind. 

He that attends to his interior self,— 

That has a heart and keeps it,—has a mind 
That hungers and supplies it,—and who seeks 
A social, not a dissipated life,— 

Has business ; feels himself engaged to achieve 
No unimportant, though a silent task. 

A life all turbulence and noise may^ .seem 
To him that leads it, wise and to be praised ; 

But wisdom is a pearl with most success 
Sought in still water, and beneath clear skies. 

He that is ever occupied in storms 
Or dives not for it, or brings up instead, 

V^ly industrious, a disgraceful prize. 

The morning finds the sclf-sequestercd man 
Fresh for his task, intend what task he may. 
Whether inclement seasons recommend 
His warm but simple home, where he enjoys, 

With her who shares his pleasures and his heart. 
Sweet converse, sipping ^Im the fragrant lymph 
Wftich neatly she prepares ; then to his book 
Well chosen, and not sullenly perused 
In selfish silence, but imparted oft 
As aught occurs that she may smile to hear. 

Or turn to nourishment digested well. 

Of if the garden with its many cares. 

All well repaid, demand him, he attends 
The welcome call, conscious how much the hand 
Of Ittbbard Latmur needs his watchful 
Oft loitering laaly if not o erseen. 


350 


360 


370 


380 


390 


400 



THE QARDEH 


223 


Or misapi|ying his unskilful strength. 

Nor does ne govern only direct, 

But much perforins himself. No works indeed 
That ask robust tough sinews bred to toil, 

Servile employ; but such as may amuse, 

N^t tire, demanding rather skill Ilian force. 

Proud of his well-spread walls, he views his trees 
That meet, rib barren interval between, 

With»plcasure more than even their fruits afford, gio 

Which, save himself who trains them, none con fe|^; 

These therefore are his own peculiar chaige, ^ 

No meaner hand may discipline the shoots. 

None but his^teel approach ^hcm. What is weak. 
I>istempered, or has lost prolific powers, 

Impaired by age, his unrelenting hand 
Dooms to tne knif§: nor docs he spare the soft 
And succulent, that feeds its^iont grow^ 

But barren, at the expense of neighbouring twigs 

Less osteiftatious, and yet studded thick ^^20 

With hopeful gems. The rest, no {lorlion left 

That may disgrace his art, or disappoint 

Large expectation, he disposes neat 

At measured distances, that air and sun. 

Admitted freely, may afford their aid, 

And ventilate and warm the swelling buds. 

Hence Summer has her riches, Autumn hence. 

And hence even Winter fills his withered hand 
With blushing fruits, and plenty not his own.* 
fair recompense of labour well bestowed, 430 

And wise precaution, wHIch a clime so rude 
•Makes needful still, whose .Spring is but the child 
Of churlish Winter, in her fruward moods 
Discovering much the temper of her sire. 

For oft, as if in her the stream of mild 
Maternal nature had reversed its course. 

She brings her infants forth with many smiles, 

But once delivered, kills them with a frown. 

He therefore, timely warned, himself supplies 

Her want of care, screening and keeping warm 440 

The plenteous bloom, that no rough blast may sweep 

His garlands from the boughs. Again, as oft 

As the sun peeps and vernal airs V^athe-mild, 

The fence withdrawn, he gives them every beam. 

And spreads his hopes before the blaze of day. 

To raise thri'pricKly and green-coated gourd. 

So grateful to the palate, and when rare 
9 o coveted, else base and disesteemed,— 

Food for the vulgar merely,—is an art 

Hiat toiling ages have but just matured, 450 

And at this moment unassayed in song. 

% * • 

* “ Mlnitarque novos fnictus et non sua poma."—Vise. 
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Yet gnath have had, and frogs and mice, lung sin « 

Their eulogy ; those sang the Mrntuan bard. 

And these the Grecian, in ennobling strains ; 

And in thy numbers. Philips, shines for aye 
The solitary Sliilling. Pardon then. 

Ye sage dispensers of poetic fame, 

The ambition of one meaner far, u'hose powers. 

Presuming an attempt not less sublime, 

Pr,nt for the praise of dressing to the taste 460 

Of criti^nppetite, no sordid fare, 

A cucunmer, while costly yet and scarce, 
c T|ic stable yields a stercoraceous heap, 

Impregnated with quick fermer'ting fsalts. 

And potent to resist the freezing blast: 

For ere the beech and elm have cast their leaf 
Deciduous, when now November dark 
Checks v^etationon the torpid plant 
Exposed to his cold breath, the task begins. 

Waril^y therefore, and with prudent heed, 470 

lie seeks a favoured spot ; that where he builds 

The a^lomera'cd pile, his frame may front 

The sun's meridian disk, and at the back 

Enjoy close shelter, wall, or reeds, or hedge 

Impervious to the wind. First he bids spread 

Dry fern or littered hay, that may imbibe 

The ascending damps ; then leisurely impose. 

And lightly, shaking it with agile hand 
From the full foik, the saturated straw. 

What longest binds the closest, forms secure 480 

The shapely side, that as it rises ta^cs 
By just degrees, an overhanging breadth. 

Sheltering the base with its projected eaves. 

The uplifted frame, compact at every joint. 

And overlaid with clear translucent glass. 

He settles next upon the sloping mount. 

Whose sharp declivity shoots on secure 
From the dashed pane the deluge as it falls: 

He shuts it close, and the first labour ends. 

Thrice must the voluble and restless earth 490 

Spin round upon her axle, ere the warmth. 

Slow gathering in the midst, through the square mas.> 
Diffused, attain the surface : w'hen, behold 1 
A' pestilent and most corrosive steam. 

Like a gross fog Boeotian, rising fast, 

And fast condensed upon the dewy sash. 

Asks egress ; which obtained, the overcharged 
Apd drenched conservatory breathes abroad. 

In volumes wheeling slow, the vapour dank. 

And purihed, rejoices to have lost 500 

Its foul inhabitant. But to assuage 

The impatient fprvonr whiqS it first conceives 

Within Its reeking bosom, thi^teniug death 
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To his yoJiig hopes, requires discfeet delay. 

Experience, slow preceptreS ; teaching oft 
The way to glory by miscarri^e foul, 

Must prompt him, and admonish how to catch 
The auspicious moment, when the tempered heat. 

Friendly to vital motion, may afford 

Soft fermentation, and invite the seed. 510 

The seed, selected wisely, plump, and smooth. 

And ^ossy, he commits to pots of size 
Diminutive, well filled with wdl-prepared 
And fruitful soil, that has been treasured long, 

And drunk ndsmoisture from the dripping clouds 
These on the warm and%eniat earth that Hides 
The smoking manure, and o’erspreads it all, 

He places lightly, and as time subdues 

The rage of fermeiflation, phuiges deep 

In the soft medium, till they stand immeifed. 520. 

Then rise the tender germs, upstarting quick 

And spreading wide their spongy lobes, at ^rst 

Pale, wan, and livid, but assuming soon, • 

If fanned by balmy .ind nutritious air, * 

Strained through the friendly mats, a vivid green. 

Two leaves produced, two rough indented leaves. 

Cautious he pinches from the second stalk 
A pimple, that portends a future .sprout. 

And interdicts its growth. Thence straight succeed 

The branches, sturdy to his utmost wish, 530 

Prolific all, and harbingers of more. 

The crowded roots demaad enlargement now. 

And transplantation in an ampler space, 
indulged in what they wi.sh, they soon supply 
I.arge foliage, overshadowing golden flowers. 

Blown on the summit of the apparent fruit. 

These have their sexes, and when summer shines, 

The bee transports the fertilizing meal 

From flower to flower, and even the bi'eathing air 

Wafts the rich prize to its appointed use. 540 

Not so when Winter scowls. Assistant art 

Then acts in Nature’s office, brings to pass 

The glad espousals, and ensures the crop. 

Grudge not, ye rich, (since luxury must have 
His dainties, and the world’s more numerous half 
Lives by contriving delicates for you,) 

Grudge not the^cost. Ye little know the cares. 

The vigilance, the labour, and the skill 

'Aat day and night are exercised, and hang 

Uron the ticklish balance of suspense, ffjo 

That ye may garnish your profuse regales 

With summer fruits broug:ht forth by wintry suns. 

Ten thousand dangers lie in waiit to tlyvart 
The process. Heat and cold, aiA wind and^team, 

Moistuce and drought, mice, worms, and swarming flies, 

q 
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Minute as dust and numherloss, oft work < 

Dire disappointment that admits co cure. 

And which no care can obviate. It were long. 

Too long to tell the expedients and the shifts 
Which he that fights a season so severe 
Devises, while he guards his tender trust* 

And oft at last in vain. The learned and wise. 

Sarcastic, would exclaim, and judge the song 
Cold as its theme, and, like its theme, the fruit 
Of too tm'fifi labour, worthless when produced. 

Who loves a garden, loves a greenhouse too. 

Uncoexscious of a less propitious clime. 

There blooms exotic beauty, warm and snug. 

While the winds whistle and the snows descend. 

The spiry myrtle with unwithering leaf 57 ® 

Shines there and flourishes. The golden toast 
Of Portugal and wo'tem India there, 

The ruddier orange and the paler lime. 

Peep through their polished foliage at the storm. 

Ana seem to smile at what they need not fear. 

The amomum thbre with intermingling flowers 
And cherries hangs her twigs. Geranium boasts 
Her crimson honours, and Uie spangled beau, 

Ficoides, glitters bright the winter long. 

All plants, of every leaf that can endure 580 

The winter’s ftown, if screened from his shrewd bite, 

Live there and prosper. Those Ausonia claims, 

Levantine regions these; the Azores send 
Their jessamine, her jessamine remqte 
Caflraria: foreigners from many lands, 

They form one social shade, as if convened 
By magic summons of the Oiphean lyre. 

Vet just arrangement, rarely brought to pass 
But by a master's hand, disposing well 

The gay diversities of leaf and flower, 590 

Mustclend its aid to illustrate all their charms, 

And dress the regular yet various scene. 

Plant behind plant aspiring, in the van 
The dwarfish, in the rear retired, but still 
Sublime above the rest, the statelier stand. 

So once were rang^ the sons of ancient Rome, 

A noble show! while Ro^ius trod the stage; 

Ahd so, while Garrick as renowned os he. 

The sons of Albion, fearing each to lose • 

Some note of Nature’s music from his lips, 600 

And covetous.of Shakspeare’s beauty seen 
In every flash of his far-beaming eye. 

Nor taste alone and well-contrived display 
Suffice to give the marshalled ranks the grace 
Of their-complete effect. Much yet remains 
Unsung, and mmiy qirdis are 3ret behind. 

And more laborious; cares on whidt depends ^ 
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Their vigo^, injured >oon, not soon restored. 

The soil most be renewed, which, often washed, 

LcMes its treasure of salubrious salts, 610 

And disappoints the roots; the slender roots 

Close interwoven, where they meet the vase 

Miftt smooth l)e ^om away; the sapless branch 

Must fly befone the knife; the withered leaf 

Must be detached, and where it strews the floor 

Swept*with a woman's neatness, breeding else 

Contagion, and disseminating death. 

Discharge but tliese kind offices, (and who 
Would spare, lliat loves them, offices like these?) 

Well they reward the toik lUe sight is pleased, ozo 

The scent regaled, each odoriferous leaf, 

Kach 0}>eaing blossom, freely breathes abroad 
Its gratitude, and tNhnks him with its sweets. 

So manifold, all pleasing in their kind, • 

All healthfgl, are the employs of rural life^ 

Reiterated as the wheel of time 

Runs round ; still ending, and beginning still. 

Nor are these alL 't'o deck the wapcly kno 1 l| 

That, softly swelled and gaily dress^, appears 
A flowery island, from the dark green lawn 630 

Emerging, must be deemed a labour due 
To no mean hand, and asks the touch of taste. 

Here also grateful mixture of well-matched 
And sorted hues (each giving each relief 
And by contrasted beauty shining more) 

I»neeafuL Strength maw wield the ponderous spade. 

May turn the clod, and wheel the compost home^ 

But elegance, chief grace the garden snows. 

And most attractive, is the fair result 

Of thought, the creature of a polished mind. «640 

Without it, all is gothic as the scene 
To which the insipid citizen resorts 
Near yonder heath; where industry mxispent^ 

But proud of his uncouth ill-chosen task. 

Has made a heaven on earth; with suns and moons 
Of close-rammed stones has charged the encumbered soil 
And fairly laid the zf>diac in the dust. 

He therefore who wpuld see his flowers disposed 
Sig;htly and in just order, ere he gtvte 
The brasjthe trusted treasure of their seeds, 

Forecasts the future whole; that when the scene 
Shall break into Us preconceived disfdr^, 

Ea ph for itself and all as with one voice 
Conspiring, may attest his bright desq^li. 

Nor even then, dismissing as peribrmed 
His pleasant work, may he sappoae it done. 

Few self-supported flowers endim the 
Uiiinjured, not expect the uphoMihg aid « 

Of the smooth sltaven pcop^ and neatly tied. 
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Are wedded thus, like beauty to old age, 660 

For interest sake^ the living to tho de£^. 

Some clothe the soil that feeds them, far diffused 
And lowly creeping, modest and yet fair. 

Like virtue^ thriving most where little seen; 

Some, more aspiring, catch the neig^hbour shrub 
With clasping tcuidrils, and invest his branch. 

Else unadorned, with many a gay festoon 

And fragrant chaplet, recompensing well 

The strength they borrow with the grace they lend. 

All hate the rank society of weeds, 670 

Noisqon^ and ever greedy to exhaust 

The impoverished oarth; an overbearing race. 

That, like the multitude made faction-mad. 

Disturb good order, and degrade true worth. 

O blesA seclusion from a jarring world, a 
Which he, thus occupied, enjo)^ I Retreat 
Cannot indeed to guilty man restore 
Lost innocence, or cancel follies past; 

But it nas peace, and much secures the mind 

From all assaults'of evil, proving still 6S0 

A faithful barrier, not o'eneaped with ease 

By vicious custom, raging uncontrolled 

Abroad, and desolating public life. 

When fierce temptation, seconded within 
, By traitor appetite, and armed with darts 
' Tempered in Hell, invades the throbbing breast. 

To combat may be glorious, and success 
Perhaps may crown us, but to fly is ^fe. 

Had 1 the choice of sublunary good, 

What could I wish that I possess not here? 690 

Health, leisure, means to improve it, friendship, peace, 

No loose or wanton, though a wandering muse. 

And constant occupation without care. 

Thus blest, I draw a picture of that bliss; 

Hopeless indeed that dissipated minds. 

Ana proflijpite abusers of a world 
Created fair so much in vain for them. 

Should seek the guiltless jo3rs that I describe, 

Allured my report: but sure no less 

That, self condemned, they must neglect the prize, 700 
And what they will not ta^te must yet approve. 

WBkt we admire we praise; and when we praise. 

Advance it into notice, that its worth 
^ Acknowledged, others may admire it toq^. 

I therefore recommend, though at the risk 
Of popular disgust, yet boldly still. 

The cause of piety, and saenra truth. 

And virtue, and those scenes which God ordained 
Should best secure them and pipmote them most; 

Scenes that 1 love, and -with4r^;ret perceive 
Z'orsaken, or through folly not enjoyed. 
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Pure is tl% nymph, though liberal of her smiles, 

And chaste, though unconfined, whom I extol; 

Not as the prince in Shushan, when he called, 

Vainglorious of her charms, his Vashti forth 
To grace the full pavilion. His design 
V^as but to boast his own peculiar good. 

Which all n^ght view with envy, none partake. 

My charmer is not mine alone; my sweets, 

And^he that ^eetens all my bitters too, fzo 

Nature, enchanting Nature, in whose form 
And lineaments divine 1 trace a hand 
That errs no^ and find raptures still renewed, 

Is free to all men—universaliprize. • 

Strange that so fair a creature should yet want 

Admiress, and be destined to divide 

With meaner objosts even thg few she finds. 

Stripped of her ornaments, her leaves, a«d flowers. 

She loses all her influence. Cities then 

Attract and neglected nature pines, 730 

Abandoned, as unworthy of our love. 

But are not wholesome airs, though unperfhaned * 

By roses, and clear suns though scarcely felt, 

And groves, if unharmonious, yet secure 
From clamour, and whose very silence charms, 

Slo be preferred to smoke, to the eclipse 
That metropolitan volcanoes make. 

Whose Stygian throats breathe darkness all day long. 

And to the stir of Commerce, driving slow. 

And thundering loud, his ten thousand wheels? 740 
They would be, were not madness in the head, 

•And folly in the heart; were England now 
What England was, plain, hospitable, kind, 

And undebauched. But we have bid farewell 
To all the virtues of those better days. 

And all their honest pleasures. Mansions once 
Knew their own masters, and laborious hinds 
Who had survived the father, served the son. 

Now the l^itimate and rightful lord 
Is but a transient guest, newly arrived, 750 

And soon to be supplanted. He that saw 
His patrimonial timber cast its leaf . 

Sells the last scantling, and transfers the price 
To soiq^hrewd sharper, ere it buds again. 

Estates are latylscapes, gazed upon awhile. 

Then advertised, aty) auctioneered away. 

I he country starves, and thev that feed the overcharged 
nd surfeited lewd town with her fair dues, 

By a just judgment strip and starve themselves. 

The wings that waft our ridies out of sight 760 

Grow on the gamester's elbow;, and the alert 
And nimble motion of those resSess joints, t 
never tire, soon fans them all awav.- 
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Improvement too, the idol of the age, 

Is fed with many a victim. Lo 4 he comes,— 

The omnipotent magician, Brown, appears. 

Down falls the venerable pile, the al^e 
Of our forefathers, a grave whiskered race, 

But tasteless. Springs a palace in its stead. 

But in a distant spot, where more exposed, 77 o 

It may enjoy the advantage of the north, 

h nd agtiish east, till time shall have transformed 

Those naked acres to a sheltering grove. 

lie speaks. The lake in front becomes a lawn, 

< Woods vanish, hills subside, and valleys rise. 

And streams, as i£ created for his use. 

Pursue the track of his directing wand. 

Sinuous or straight, now rapid and now slow. 

Now nxirmuring soft, now roaring in caK ades. 

Even as he bids. •^The enraptured owner smiles. 7S0 

'Tis finished I and yet, finished as it seems. 

Still wants a grace, the loveliest it could show, 

A mihe to satisfy tlie enormous cost. 

Drained to thc<&5t poor item of his wealth, 

He sighs, departs, and leaves the accomplished plan 
That he has touched, retouched, many a long day 
Laboured, and many a night pursued in dreams. 

Just when it meets his hopes, and proves the heaven 
He wanted, for a wealthier to enjoy. 

And now perhaps the glorious hour is come, 790 

W^hen having no stake left, no pledge to endear 
Her interests, or that gives her sacred cause 
A moment’s operation on his love. 

He burns with most intense and flagrant zeal 
To serve his country. Ministerial grace 
Deals him out money from the public chest; 

Or if that mine be shut, some private purse 
Supplies his need with a usurious loan, 

To^ refunded duly, when his vote 

Well managed, shall have earned its worthy price. Hort 

Oh innocent, compared with arts like these, 

Crapie and cocked pistol, and the whistling ball 
Sent through the traveller’s temples I lie that finds 
One drop of Heaven’s-sweet mercy in his cup. 

Cap dig, beg, rot, and ptrish, well content 
So he may wrap himself in honest rags 
At his last gasp ; but could not for a world 
Fish up liis dirty and dependent bread. 

From pools and ditches of the commonwealth. 

Sordid and sickening at his own success. hio 

Ambition, avarice, penury incuired 
By endless riot, vanity, the lust 
Of pleasure and variety,' despatch. 

As duly as the cwallows dicappear. 

The world of wandering knights and squires to town. 
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LiondonViguirs them all. The shark is tlicre, 

And thel>hark's prey; the spertithrift and the leech 
That sucks him. liiere the sycophant, and he 
Who, with bareheaded and obsequious bows, 

Begs a warm ofhce, doomed to a cold jail, 820 

And groat per diem, if his patron frown. 

The levee swarms, as if, in golden pomp^ 

Were charactered on every statesman’s door, 

Battkrld and bankrupt fortunfs mended Hcrt." 
These are the charms that sully and eclipse 
The charms of nature. 'Tis the cruel gripe 
That lean hard-handed Poverty inflicts, 

I'he hope of better things, the chance to win. 

The wish to shine, thb tliiftt to be amused. 

That at the sound of Winter’s hoary wing S30 

Unpcdple all our counties of such herds 
Of fluttering, loitering, criqging, t>egging, loose 
And wanton vagrants, as make Ix>ndo«i, vast 
And biBindless as it is, a crowded coop. 

Oh thou, resort and mart of all the earth. 

Chequered with all complexions of mankind, , 

And ««potled witl all crimes; in whom I sfte 
Much that I love, and more that I admire, 

And all that I abhor ; thou freckled fair, 

That pleasest and yet sliockest me, I can laugh 840 

And 1 can weep, can hojie and can destiond. 

Feel wrath and pity, when I think on tliee J 
Ten righteous would have saved a city once, 

And thou hast many righteous.—Weil for thee ! 

That salt preserves lh«e ; more corrupted else, 

And therefore more obnoxious at this hour, 

Than Sodom in her day had power to be. 

For whom God heard His Abraham plead in vain. 
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BOOK IV. 

THE WINTER EVENING. 

Argvmbnt.— The post comes fai—The newspaper is read—The world contemplated at adistance— 
Address to winter-The rural amusements of i winter evening compared with the fashionable 
onss—AddresasS^ evening—A brown study - Fall of snow in the evenm^JThe waggoner—A 
poor family piece—Th# rural thief—Public-houses—^The multitude of them censured—'I'he 
farmer's daughter; what sho^Mras; what she is—The simplicity of Qountr} |lmoiA 

lost—Causes of the change—Desertion of the country by the rich—Neglect of nfagistmtes— 
The mnitia principally m fault—The new recruit and his transformation—Reflection on bodies 
corporate—The love of rural ohgects natural to alt, and never to be totally extinguished. 

Hark ! 'tis the twanging Vwn * O’w yonder ty;idge, 

. Tlut with Its wearisome buttaeedful length 
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BestVides the wintry flood, in which the moon 
Sees her unwrinklcd face reflected bright. 

He comes, the herald of a noisy world, 

With spattered boots, strapped waist, and frozen locks. 

News from all nations lumbering at his back. 

True to his charge, the close packed load behind, 

Yet careless what he brings, his one concern 
Is to conduct it to the destined inn, « lo 

And having dropped the expected bag—^pass oil 
H% whistles as he goes, light-hearted wretch. 

Cold anckj^t cheerful : messenger of grief 
Perhaps to thousands, and of Joy to some, 

3*0 hgn indifferent whether grief or joy. J 
Houses in ashes, and the fall of^tocks, 

Births, deaths and marriages, epistles wet 

With tears that trickled down the writer’s cheeks ' 

Vast as tke periods from his flu|:nt quill, * 

Or charged with amorous sighs of absent sw'ains, 20 

Or nymphs responsive, equally affect 

His horse and him, unconscious of them all. 

But oh^the important budget ! ushered in 
With such heart-ahaking music, who can say 
What arc its tidings ? have our troops awaked ? 

Or do they still, as if' with opium drugged, 

Snore to the murmurs of the Atlantic wave? 

Is India free? and does she wear her plumed 
^ And jewelled turban with a smile of peace. 

Or do we grind her still ? The grand debate, 30 

The popular harangue, the tart reply, 

The logic, and the wisdom, and Uie |vit, 

And the loud laugh—I long to know them all; 

1 bum to set the imprisoned wranglers free. 

And give them voice and utterance once again. 

Now stir the fire, and close the shutters fast. 

Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round, 

And while the bubbling and loud hissing um 

Throws up a steamy column, and the aips 

That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 40 

So let us welcome peaceful evening in. 

Not such his evening, who with shining face 
Sweats in the crowded theatre, and squeezed 
And bored with elbow-points through both his sides, 
Outscolds the ranting actor\>n the stage ,* 

Ndf^is, who patient stands till his feet throbs 
And his head thumps, to feed upon the breath • 

^Of patriots bursting with heroic rage, «« 

Or placemen all tranquillity and smiles. - 

This/ollo of four pages, happy work 1 ■ 50' 

"Which not even critics criticise; that holds 

Inquisitive attention, while I read. 

Fast bound in chains of silence,,which the feir. 

Though eloquent themsefrea^ ^et fear to break; 
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'What is 1 but a map of busy life, 

Its fluctultions, and its vast con6eras ? 

Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge 
That tempts ambition. On the summit, see, 

The seals of office glitter in his eyes; 

He climbs, he pants, he grasps them. At his heels, 
Close at his Iteels, a demagogue ascends. 

And with a^lexterous jerk soon twists him down, 
And^wins then^ but to lose them in his turn. 

Here rills of oily eloquence in soft 
Meanders lubricate the course they take ; 

The modest speaker is ashamed and grieved 
To engross # moment’s notige, and yet begs. 

Begs a propitious ear f^r his poor thouglfts. 

However trivial all that he conceives. 

Sweet l^shfulnesa! it claims, at least, this praise 
The dearth of information and good .sense 
That it foretells us, always comes to pasS. 
Cataractfof declamation thunder here. 

There forests of no meaning spread the page 
In which all comnrehension wanders lost 
While fields of pleasantry amuse us there • 

With merry descants on a nation’s woe$. 

The rest appears a wilderness of strange 
^Biit gay confusion; roses for the cheeks 
And lilies for the brows of faded age. 

Teeth for the toothless, ringlets for the bald. 

Heaven, earth, and ocean plundered of their sweets, 
.Nectareous essences, Olympian'dews, 

Sermons and city feasts,* and favourite airs, 

, A£thereal journeys, submarine exploits. 

And Katerfelto, with his hair on end 

At his own wonders, wondering for his bread. 

’Tis pleasant through the loopholes of retreat 
To peep at such a world ; toaee the stir 
Of the great Babel, and not leel the crowd ; 

To hear the roar she sends through all her gates 
At a safe distance, where the dying .sound 
Falls a soft murmur on the uninjured ear. 

Thus sitting, and aurveying thus at ease 
The globe and its concerns, I seem advanced 
•To some secure and more than iqprtal height, 

That libe rates and exempts me from them all. 

It tulfll^ubmitted to my view, turns round 
With all its generations ; I behold 
The tumult, and sAl still. The sound of war 
41 as lost its terrors ere it reaches me; 

Grieves, but alarms me not 1 mount the pride 
And avarice that make man a wolf to man. 

Hear the faint echo of those brazen throats. 

By which he speaks the langil^ of^his heart, ' 
And sigl^ but never tremble at the sound. * 
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He travels and expatiates, as the bee 

From flower to flower, so ife from land to land; 

The manners, customs, policy of all 

Pay contribution to the store he gleans; lio 

He sucks intelligence in every clime, 

And spreads the honey of his deep research 
At his return, a rich repast for me. 

He travels, and I too. I tread his deck, 

Ascend his topmast, through his j^ecring eyes 
Discovei^ countries, with a kindred heart 
Suffer his' froes, and share in his escapes; 

While fancy, like the finger of a clock, 

*Kunrthe great circuit, and is syil at home. 

O Winter ! ruler of the inverted year, 120 

Thy scattered hair with sleet like ashes filled, 

Thy breath congealed upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Fringed with a beard made white w'ith other .snows 
Than those of age, *ihy forehead wrapt in clouds, 

A leafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne • 

A slid^ig car, indebted to no wheels. 

But urged by st^^'iis along its slippery way; 

I love thee, all unlovely as thou seemest, 

And dreaded as thou. art. Thou boldest the sun 
A prisoner in the yet undawning east, 13D 

Shortening his journey between morn and noon. 

And hurrying him, impatient of his stay, 

-Down to the rosy west; but kindly .still 
Compensating his loss with added hours 
Of social converse and instructive eose^ 

And gathering, at short notice, in olTic'group 
The family dispersed, and fixing thought, 

Not less dispersed by daylight and its cares. 

I crown thee King of intimate delights. 

Fireside enjoyments, homebom happiness, 1^0 

And all the comforts that the lowly roof 
Of undisturbed retirement, and the hours 
Of long uninterrupted evening know. 

No rattling wheels stop short before these gates; 

No powdered pert, proficient in the art 

(Jf sounding an alarm, assaults these doorr 

Till the street rings; no stationary steeds 

Cough their ovm knell, wl^e^ he^less of the sound, 

Th«silent circle fan themselves and quake: 

But here the needle plies its busy task, 150 

The pattern grows, the well*depicted flower, 

Wrought patiently into the snowy lawn, ^ 

Unfolds its bosom; buds and leaves and sprigs, 

And curling tendrils graoefiilly dispeoed, 

Follow the nimble finger of the &ir; 

A wreath that cannot fade, of flowers that blow 
With mc^ success wheq aU |>esides decay. 

The poet’s or his!orian*s page, 1 ^ mie 
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Made vo'^l for the amuaement of the rest; 

The spriglitly lyre, whose,treasure of sweet sounds l6o 
The touch from many a trembling chord shakes out; 

And the clear voice symphonious, yet distinct. 

And in the charming strife triumphant stiU; 

Beguile the night, and set a keener edge 
On female industry: the threaded steel 
Flies swiftly, and unfelt the task proceeds. 

The volume closed, the customary rites 
Of the last meal commence. A Roman meal, 

Such as the mistress of the world once found . < 

Delicious, ^hen her patriots of high note, 1 70 

Perhaps hy moonlight; at tj^eir humble doors, * 

And under an old oak’s domestic shade,* 

Enjoy^, spare feast! a radish and an ei^. 

Discourse ensue% not trivial, yet not dul^ 

Nor such as with a frown f 9 rbid& the pjay 
Of fancy, or proscribes the sound of nnrth; 

Nor do we madly, like an impious world, 

Who deem religion frenzy, and the God 
That made theM an intruder on their joys,^ 

Start at His awful name, or deem His prwe 180 

A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone. 

Exciting oft our gratitude and love, 
t While we retrace with memory’s pointing wand. 

That calls the past to our exact review'. 

The dangers we have ’scaped, the broken snare. 

The disappointed foe, deliverance found 

• Unlooked for, life preserved and peace restored, 

Fruits of omnipotent Sternal love. 

> ** Oh evenings worthy of the gods! ” exclaimed 

The Sabine bard. Oh evenings, 1 reply, 190 

More to be prized and coveted than yours. 

As more illumined, and with nobler truths. 

That 1 and mine, and those we love, enjoy. 

Is Winter hideous in a garb like this? 

Needs he the tragic fur, the smoke of lamps. 

The pent-up breath of an unsavoury throng. 

To thaw him into feeling, or the smart 
And snappish dlhlogue that flippant wite 
Call comray, to prompt him with a smile? 

• The self-complacent actor, whe» he views 200 

(Steal^ a sidelong gknee at a full house) 

The slope qf &ces from Ae floor to the roof 
(As if one mastqi^pring controlled them all) 

Relaxed into an universal grin, 

' Sees not a countenance there that speaks of joy 
Half so refined or so sincere as ours. 

Cards were superfluous here^ with all the tricks 
That idleness has ever yet contrived 
. To fill the void of an unfurnished hrahi, , 

To i^liat^dulnessy and give time a shove. 210 
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Time as Ke passes us, has a^dove’s wing, 

Unsoiled and swift, and of a silkc;n sound; 

But the world’s Time is Time in masquerade. 

Theirs, should I paint him, has his pinions fledged 
With motl^ plumes; and where the peacock shows 
His azure qres, is tinctured black and red 
With spots quadrangular of diamond form. 

Ensanguined hearts, clubs typical of strife, 

And spades, the emblems of untimely graves. 

What shquid be, and what was an hour-glass once, 220 
Becomes a dice-box, and a billiard mace 
Well does the work of his destructive scythe. 

I'hus'Jecked, he charms a world whqm fashion‘olinds 
To his true wortli, most pleased when idle most. 

Whose only happy are their wasted hours. 

Even mi^es, at whose age their mothers wpre 

The backstring and the bib, assftme the dress 

Of womanho^, sit pupils m the school 

Of card-devoted Time, and night by night 

Placed ‘at some vacant corner of the lx>ard, 230 

Learn every trick- -and soon play all the game. 

But truce with cc'nsure. Roving as I rove. 

Where shall I find an end, or how proceed? 

As he that travels far, oft turns aside 

To view some rugged rock or mouldering tower, 

Which seen, delights him not; then coming home, 
'Describes and prints it, that the world may know 
How far he went for what was nothing worth; 

So I, with brush in hand and pallet spread, 

With colours mixed for a far differenruse, 240 

Paint cards and dolls, and every idle thing 
That fancy finds in her excursive flights. 

Come, Evening, once again, season of peace; 

Return, sweet Evening, and continue long 1 
Methinks I see thee in the streaky west. 

With matron step slow moving, while the Night 

Treads on thy sweeping train; one hand employed 

Ill letting fall the curtain of repose 

On bird and beast, the other chaiged for man 

With sweet oblivion of the cares of day; 230 

Not sumptuously adorned, nor needing aid, 

Like homely-featured Nighic of clustering gems; 

A or two just twinkung on thy brow 
Suffices thee; save that the moon is thine 
No less than hers, not worn indeed on hig^h 
‘'With ostentatious pageantry, but set 
With modest grandeur in thy purple zone. 

Resplendent less, but of an ampler round. 

Come then, and thou shalt find thy votary calm. 

Or make me so. Composure is thy gift: 260 

And whether I devote thy gei^Ur Wirs 
To books, to music, or the poet’s toil; 
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To wcavii|^ nets for bird'alluring^fruit; 

Or twining silken threads round ivory reels. 

When they command whom man was bom to please; 
I slight thee not, but make thee welcome still. 

Just when our drawing-rooms bedn to blaze 
'\\*lth lights, by clear reflexion multiplied 
From many g mirror, in which he of Gath, 

Goliath, might have seen his giant bulk 
Whole without stooping, towering crest and all, 

My pleasures too begin. But me perhaps 
The glowing hearth may satisfy awhile 
With faint i!]||imination, that uplifts 
The shadow to the ceiling, tlKre by fits . 
l^ancing uncouthly to the quivering flame. 

Not unwlightful is an hour to me 
So spent in parlout twilight: such a gloom 
Suits well the thoughtful or unthinking igind. 

The min^ contemplative, with some new theme 
Pregnant, or indisposed alike to alL 
Laugh ye, who boast your more mercurial powers, 
That never feel a tupor, know no pause, • 

Nor need one; I am conscious, and confess. 

Fearless, a soul that does not alwavs think. 

Me oft has fancy, ludicrous and wild, 
toothed with a waking dream of houses, towers, 
Trees, churches, and strange visages expressed 
In the red cinders, while with poring eye 
I gazed, myself creating what I saw. 

'Nor less amused have 1 quiescent watched 
The sooty films that pla^ upon the bars 
• Pendulous, and foreboding, in the dew 
Of superstition, prophesying still, 

Though still deceived, some stranger’s near approach* 
’Tis thus the understanding takes repose 
In indolent vacuity of thought, 

And sleeps and is refreshed. Meanwhile the face 

Conceals the mood lethargic with a mask 

Of deep deliberation, as the man - 

Were tasked to his full strength, absorbed and lost. 

Thus oft, reclined*at ease, I lose an hour 

At evening, till at length the freezing blast, 

*rhat sweeps the bolt^ shutter, stmmons home 
The jMifllected powers, and snapping short 
The gls^y thseads with which the fancy weaves 
‘ller brittle toils, sfgtores me to myself. 

Jiow calm is my redSess, and how the frost, 

Kaging abroad, and the rough wind, endear 
The silence and the warmth enjoyed within 1 
1 saw the woods and fields at dose of day 
A variegated show; the meadows gmn, 

Though faded; and the land^ •vhere latelj( waved* 
The i^olden jjarvest, of a mellow brown, 
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Upturned so lately by the forceful share: 

I saw far off the weedy fallows sni'le 
With verdure not unprofitable, grazed 
By flocks, fast feeding, and selecting each 
Ills favourite herb; while all the leafless groves 
That skirt the horizon, wore a sable hue. 

Scarce noticed in the kindred du^ of eve. 
To-morrow brings a change, a total change! 
Which even now, though silently performed 
And slowly*, and by most unfelt, the face 
Of universal Viature undergoes. 

F^t h^lls a fleecy shower : the downy flakes 
Descending, and, with never-cea'-ing l^pse^ 

Softly alighting upon all below. 

Assimilate all objects. Earth receives 
Gladly the-thickening mantle, and the greer 
And tender blade that feared the'chilling blast 
Elscapes unhurt beneath so warm a veiL 

In such a world, so thorny, and where none 
Finds haV>piness unblighted, or, if found. 

Without some thistly sorrow at its side. 

It seems the part of wisdom, and no sin 
Against the law of love, to measure lots 
With less distinguished than ourselves, that thus 
We may with patience bear our moderate ills, 

And sympathise with others, suffering more, 
m fares the traveller now, and he that stalks 
In ponderous boots beside his reeking team. 

The wain goes heavily, impeded sore 
By congregrated loads adhering close** 

To the clogged wheels ; and in its sluggish pace 
Noiseless appears a moving hill of snow. 

The toiling steeds expand the nostril wid^ 

While every breath, by respiration strong 
Forced downward, is consolidated soon 
Upon their jutting chests. He, formed to boar 
The pelting brunt of the tempestuous night. 

With half-shut eyes and puckered cheel^ and teeth 
Presented bare against the storm, plods on. 

One hand secures his hat, save when with both. 

He brandishes his pliant length of whip. 

Resounding oft, and never l^rd in vain. 

Oh^iippy! and in ray account, denied 
That sensibility of pain with which 
Kennment is endued, thrice happy thou., 

Thy fnme, robust and hardy, feels indeed 
o'K P***’*^'”S cold, but feels it unimpaired 
The finger never need explore 

vigorous pulse ; and the unheidthful east, 
iMt bre^hes the spleen, and searches evoy bone 
Of the infirm, is wholesHmie aii^ to diee. 

Thy days roll on exempt from hous^old care f ^ 
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The waggo^ is thy wife ; and the j>oor beasts 
That drag fhe dull companion to and fro, 
Thine.helpless charge, dependent on thy care. 
Ah, treat them kindly ! rude as thou appearest. 
Yet show that thou hast mercy, which the great. 
With needless hurry whirled from place to place, 
Humane as tl^ey would seem, not always show. 

Poor, yet industrious, modest, quiet, neat. 
Such claim compassion in a night like this. 

And have a friend in every feeling heart. 
Warmed, while it lasts, by labour, all day long 
They brave t^e season, and yet find at eve, 

Ill clad and fed but spaivly, time to cool. , 

The frugal housewife trembles when she lights 
Her scanty stock of brushwood, blazing clear, 
But dying soon, likfp all terrestrial joys. • 

The few small embers left she^urses welL 
And while her infant race, with outsprcaa hands 
And crowSed knees, sit cowering o’er the sparks, 
Retires, content to quake, so they be warmed. 
The man feels leas', as more Inured than she ^ 

To winter, and the current in his veins 
More briskly moved by his severer toil; 

Yet he too nnds his own distress in theirs. 

The taper soon extinguished, which 1 saw 
Dangled along at the cold finger’s end 
Just when the day declined, and the brown loaf 
Lodged on the shelf, half eaten without sauce 
Of savoury cheese, or butter costlier still. 

Sleep seems their only remge: for, alas! 

•Where penury is felt the thought is chained, 

And sweet colloquial pleasures are but few. 

With all this thrift they thrive not. All the care, 
Ingenious parsimony takes, but just 
Saves the small inventory, bed and stool. 

Skillet and old carved chest, from public sale. 
They live, and live without extorted alms 
From grudging hands, but other boast have none 
To soothe their honest pride, that Scorns to beg; 
Nor comfort else, Ifut in their mutual love. 

1 praise you much, ye meek and patient pair. 

For ye are worthy ; choosing rather far 
A dryb^ independent crust, hard earned, 

And Aim wit^ a sigh, than, to endure 
Jffie rugged frowns^nd insolent rebuffs 
Of knaves in office, ^rtial in the work 
Of distribution ; lilieral of their aid 
To clamorous importunity in rags, 

But ofttimes deaf to suppliants who would blusln 
To wear a tattered garb however coarse, 

Whom ffunine cannot reconctii |o ; 

These ask with painful shyness, and refused 


THE TASK, 


340 


Because deserving, silently retire. 

But be ye of good courage. Time itself ^ 420 

Shall much befriend you. Time shall give increase. 

And all your numerous progeny, well trained 
But helpless, in few years shall find their hands. 

And labour too. Meanwhile ye shall not want 
What, conscious of your virtues, we can spare. 

Nor what a wealthier than ourselves may send. 

I mean the man who, when the distant poor 
Need help, ^denies them nothing but his name. 

But poverty, with most who whimper forth 
Their* long complaints, is self-inflicttAi woe ; 430 

The effect of laziness or sottish Waste? 

Now goes the nightly thief prowling abroad 
For plunder; much solicitous how best 
lie may Compensate for a day of sloth. 

By works of darknes' and nocturnal wrong. 

Woe to the gardener's pale, the funnel's hedge 
Plashed neatly, and secured with driven stakes 
Deep ii? the, loamy bank. Upturn by strength, 

Resistless iii so b<.rl a cause, but lame 

To better deeds, he bundles up the spoil, 440 

An ass's burden, and when laden most 
And heaviest, light of foot steals fast away. 

Nor does the bo.irded hovel better guard 
.The well-stacked pile of riven logs and roots 
From his pernicious force. Nor will he leave 
Unwrenched the door, however well secured. 

Where chanticleer amidst his harem .''leeps 
lu unsuspecting pomp. Twitched from the perch. 

He gives the princely bird, w-ith all his wnves. 

To his voracious bag, struggling in vain, 450 

And loudly wondering at the sudden change. 

Nor this to feed his own. 'Twere some excuse 
Did pity of their sufferings warp aside 
His pidnciple, and tempt him into sin 
For their support, so destitute. But they 
Neglected pine at home, themselves, as more 
Exposed than others, with less scruple made 
His victims, robbed of their defenceless all^ 

Cruel is all he does. 'Tis quenchless thirst 

Of ruinous ehriety that prompts 460 

HiS every action, and imbrutes the man. 

Oh for a law to noose the villain's'neck 
i''Vho starves his own : who persecutes the blood 
He gave them in his children's veins, and hate^ 

And wrongs the woman he has sworn to love I 

Pass where we mav, through city or through town, 

VUlage or hamlet, of this merry land. 

Though letn and beggared, every twentieth race 

Conducts the unguarded'bose to such a whiff 

Of stale debauch, forth issuing from the styes , 470 
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That law has licensed, as makes temperance reel. 
There sit,^ involved and losj in curling clouds 
Of Indian fume, and guuling deep, the boor. 

The lackey, and the groom ; the craftsman there 
Takes a Lethean leave of all his toil; 

Sgiith, cobbler, joiner, he that plies the shears, 

And he that kneads the dough ; all loud alike. 

All learned,*and all drunk. The fiddle screams 
Plaintive and piteous, as it wept and wuled 
Its wasted tones and harmony unheard ; 

Fierce the dispute, whate’er the theme ; while slfb 
Fell Discord, arbitress of such debate. 

Perched on me sign-pq^t, hq)ds with evep hand 
Her undecisive scales. In this she lays 
A weight of ignorance; in that, of pride ; 

And snules deligl^ed with the eternal pois^. 

Dire is the frequent curse, aiftl its twin ^und 
The cheek-distending oath, not to be praised 
As omanfental, musical, polite. 

Like those which modern senators employ. 

Whose oath is rhetoric, and who swear fo>^|me. 
Behold the schools in which plebeian minds. 

Once simple, are initiated in arts 

Which some may practise with politer grace. 

But none with reaoier skill! ’Tis here they learn 
*rhe road that leads from competence and peace 
To indigence and rapine ; till at last 
Society, grown weary of the load. 

Shakes lier encumbered lap, and casts them out. 
JBut censure profits little^ vain the attempt 
^ To advertise in verse a public pest. 

That like the filth with which the peasant feeds 
His hungry acres, stinks, and is of use. 

The Excise is fattened with the rich result 
Of all this riot; and ten thousand casks. 

For ever dribbling out their base cemtents, 

Touched by the Midas finger of the State, 

Bleed gold for ministers to sport away. 

Drink and be mad then: ’tis your country bids 
Gloriously drunk, obey the imjxirtant call! 

Her cause demands the assistance of your throats; 
ye all can swallow, and she asks ao more. 

WoulcLI had fallen upon those happier days 
celebrate; those golden times 
^^MlSthose Ar&diim scenes mat Maro sings. 

And Sidney, warblel of poetic prose. 

Kymphs were Dianas then, and swains had hearts 
That felt their virtues: Innocence, it seems. 

From courts dismissed, found shelter in the groves. 
The footsteps of simplicity, impressed 
Upon the yielding herbage (so* they sms\ , 

Then were not all effaced: then speech profane. 
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And manners profli|^te, were rarely found. 

Observed as prodigies, and ^on reuaimed. 

Vain wish ! those days were never : airy dreams 
Sat for the picture ; and the poet’s hand. 

Imparting substance to an empty shade, 

Imposed a gay delirium for a truth. 

Grant it: 1 still must envy them an age 

That favoured such a dream, in days like these 53 ^ 

Impossible, when Virtue is so scarce, 

Thm to si{)>pose a scene where she presides 
Is tramontait ■, and stumbles all belief. 

No : we are polished now. The rural lass, 

VVhoifi once her virg^in modesty and gt'^tce. 

Her artless manner, and her neat attire, 

So dignified,that she was hardly less 
Than the ^air shepherdess of old romance, ^ 

Is seen no more. The charactei is lost. 

Her head, adorned With lappets pinned aloft, 540 

And ribands streaming gay, superbly raised, 

And magnified beyond all human size^ 

Indebted to some smart wig-weaver’s hand 
For more than ha^f the tresses it sustains ; 

1 ler elbows ruffled, and her tottering form 
Ill propped upon French heels ; she might be deemed 
(But that the basket dangling on her arm 
Interprets her more truly) of a rank 
Coo proud for dairy work or sale of eggs. 

Expect her soon with footboy at her heels, 550 

No longer blushing for her awkward load, 

Her train and her umbrella all her c^<'c. 

The town has tinged the country; and the stain 
Ap^iears a spot upon a vestal’s robe. 

The worse for wliat it soils. The fashion runs 
Down into scenes still rural; but, alas ! 

Scenes rarely graced with rural mtuiners now 

Time ^as when in the pastoral retreat 

The unguarded door was safe; men did not watch 

To Invade anotlier’s right, or guard their own. 560 

Then sleep was undisturbed by fear, unscared 

By drunken bowlings; and the chilling tale 

Of midnight murder was a wonder heard 

With doubtful credit, told t^ frighten babes. 

f .rewell now to unsuspicious nights, 

And slumbers unalarmed. Now, ^ere you sleep. 

See that your polished arms be pnmed with care, 

'And drop the nightbolt ; ruffians are abr^sf^ ; 

And the first ’larum of ^e cock’s shrill throat 

May prove a trumpet, summoning your ear 570 

To horrid sounds of hostile feet within. 

Even daylight has its dangers; and the walk 
Through pathless wastes^nd jyoods, unconscious once 
Of other tenants tnan melodious bit^ 
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Or harmless flocks, is hazardous vid bold. 

Lamented cliange I to which full many a cause 
Inveterate, hopeless of a cure, conspires. 

The course of human things from good to ill. 

From ill to worse, is fatal, never fails. 

Indrease of power begets increase of wealth ; 5S0 

Wealth luxury, and luxury excess ; 

Excess, the scrofulous and itchy plamie 
That seizes first the opulent, descends 
To the next rank contagious, and in time 
Taints downward all the graduated scale 
Of order, froiy the chariot to the plough. 

The rich, and they that have an arm to check 
The licence of the lowest in degree. 

Desert thfiir office; and themselves intent 

On pleasure, haun^he capital, and thus • 590 

To all the violence of lawless hands # 

Resign the scenes their presence might protect. 

AuthorityIkcrself not seldom sleeps. 

Though resident, and witness of the wrong. 

The plump convi\'ial parson often bears * 

The magisterial sword in vain, and lays 
His reverence and his worship both to rest 
On the same cushion of habitual sloth, 
l^erhaps timidity restrains his arm ; 

When he should strike, he trembles, and sets free, 

Himself enslaved by terror of the band. 

The audacious convict, whom he dares not bind. 

Rerhaps, though bjr profiq|sion ghostly pure. 

He too may have his vice, and sometimes prove 
J^ess dainty than becomes bis grave outside 
In lucrative concerns. Examine well 
His milk-white hand; the palm is hardly clean,— 

But here and there an ugly smutch appears. 

Foh! ’twas a bribe that left it : he has touched 
Corruption. Whoso seeks an audit here •C io 

Propitious, pays his tribute, game or fish, 

Wildfowl or venison, and his errand spe^s. 

But faster far, and more than all the rest, 

A noble cause, whiCh none who bears a spark 
Of public virtue ever wished removed. 

Works the deplored and mischievtAs effect. 

’Tis umvgpsal soldiership has stabbed 
ThttMnrt of n|prit in the meaner class. 

through the er^ity and brainless rage 
Of those that bear them, in whatever cause. 620 

^em most at variance with all moral good. 

And incompatible with serious thought. 

The clown, the child of nature, without guile. 

Blest with an infant’s ignorancf of all 
But his own simple pler.sures, nc^ an 4 then* 

A* wrestling-match, a foot-race, or a fair, 

“ R a 
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Is balloted, and trembles at^the news: 

Sheepish he doffs his hat, and mumbling swears 
A Bible-oath to be whate'er they please, 

To do he knows not what. The task performed, 
Thar instant he becomes the serjeant’s care, 

His pupil, and his torment, and his jest. 

His awkward gait, his introverted toes. 

Bent knees, round shoulders, and dejected looks, 
Prreure him many a curse. By slow degrees, 

Unapt tot learn, and formed of stubborn stuff, 

He yet by sTbw degrees puts off himself^ 

Grovf^ conscious of a change, and likes it well 
He stands erect; h’s slouch becomes a walk; 

He steps right onward, martial in his air, 

His form, and movement ; is as smart above 
As meal \..nd larded locks can npake him; • wears 
His hat, or his plumed helmet, with a grace; 

And, his three years of heroship expired, 

Returns indignant to the slights plough. 

He hafes the held, in which no fife or drum 
Attends hiln, drwlfrs his cattle to a march, 

And sighs for the smart comrades he has left. 
’Twere well if his exterior change were all— 

But with his clumsy port the wretch has lost 
His ignorance and harmless manners too. 

^o swear, to game, to drink, to show at home 
^y lewdness, idleness, and Sabbath breach. 

The great proficiency he made abroad. 

To astonish and to grieve his ^ing^friends, 

To break some maiden’s and his mother’s heart. 

To be a pest where he was useful once. 

Are his sole aim, and all his glory now. 

Man in society is like a flower 
Blown in its native bed : ’tis there alone 
His faculties, expanded in full bloom, 

Shine, out; there only reach their proper use. 

But man associated and leagued with man 
By regal warrant, or self-joined by bond 
For interest sake, or swarming into clans 
Beneath one head for purposes of war. 

Like flowers selected from the rest, and bound 
An<^ bundled close to fill Some crowded vase, 
i<aaes rapidly, and by compression marred, 
Contracts defilement not to be endured. , 

• Hence chartered boroughs are such publir plagues ; 
And burghers, men immaculate perhaps 
In ell their private functions, once combined. 
Become a loathsome body, only fit 
For dissolution, hurtful to the main. 

Hence nterchants, unimpeachable of sin 
Against the charities of doniatic life, 

Incorporated, seem at once to lose 
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Their nature, and disclaiming aliaregard 

For mercy and the common rights of man, 680 

Build factories with blood, conducting trade 

At the sword's point, and dyeing the white robe 

Of innocent commercial justice red. 

Htnce too the field of glory, as the world 
Misdeems it, dazzled by its bright array, 

With all its majesty of thundering pomp. 

Enchanting music, and immortal wreaths, 

Is but a school where thoughtlessness is taught 
On principle, where foppery atones 
For folly, ga^antry for every vice. 

But slight^ as it is, aand liy the great • 

Abandoned, and, which still I more regret, 

Infectediwith the manners and the modes 
It knew not once,«the county wins me stiil. 

I never framed a wish, or formed a plai^ 

That flattered me with hopes of earthly bliss, 

But there I laid the scene. There early strayed 

My fancy, ere yet liberty of choice 

Had found me, o" the hope of being free. * • 

My very dreams were rural, rural too 700 

'L'he firstborn efforts of my youthful muse, 

Sportive, and jingling her poetic bells 
•Ere yet her ear was mistress of their powers. 

No bard could please me but whose lyre was tuned 
To Nature's praises. Heroes and their feats 
Fatigued me, never weary of the pipe 
•Of Tityrus, assembling, ^s he sang, 

The rustic throng beneath his favourite beech. 

Then Milton had indeed a poet’s charms : 

New to my taste, his Paradise surpassed 710 

The struggling efforts of my boyisn tongue 
To speak its excellence ; 1 danced for joy. 

I marvelled much that, at so ripe an age 
As twice seven years, his beauties had then first 
Engaged my wonder, and admiring still, 

And still admiring, with regret supposed 
The joy half lostl^cause not sooner found. 

Thee too, enamoid^d of the life I loved. 

Pathetic in its praise, in its pursuit 

•Determined, and possessing it at fast 720 

Withjjamsports such as favoured lovers feel, 

prized, and wished that 1 had known, 

*^^niou5 Cowleyd. and though now reclaimed 
By modem lights from an erroneous taste, 

1 cannot but lament thy splendid wit 
Entangled in the cobwebs of the schools; 

I still revere thee, courtly though retired, 

Though stretched at ease in Qhertsey*s silent bowvs, 

^ot unemployed, and finding Ach abends* 

For a lost w^rld in solitude and verse. 
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*Tis bom with all: the lovp of Nature’s works 
Is an ingredient in the compountk man, ' 

Infused at the creation of the kind. 

And though the Almighty Maker has throughout 
Discriminated each from each, by strokes 
And touches of His hand, with so much art 
Diversified, that two were never found 
Twins at all points—yet this obtains in all, 

T|xat all discern a beauty in His works, 

And alNcan taste them : minds that have been formed 740 
And tutoreb with a relish more exact, 

^ut pone without some relish, none unmoved. , 

It is a flame that djps not even ^Jiere « 

Where nothing feeds it; neither business, crowds. 

Nor habits of luxurious city life, .. 

Whatevcir else they smother of true wortl^ 

In human bosoms, quench it of abate. 

The villas with which London stands begirt. 

Like a swarlh Indian with his belt of beads. 

Provekt. A breath of unadulterate air, 750 

The glimpse of 9 green pasture, how they cheer 
'I'he citizen, and brace his languid frame ! 

Kven in the stilling bosom of the town, 

A garden in which nothing thrives has charms 
That soothe the rich possessor ; much consoled 
That here and there some sprigs of mournful mint, 

Sjf nightshade, or valerian, grace the well 
He cultivates. These serve him with a hint 
That Nature lives; that sight-refresjiing green 
Is still the livery she delights to W’ear, 760 

Though sickly samples of the exuberant whole. 1 

What are the casements lined with creeping herbs, 

The prouder sashes fronted with a range 
Of orange, myrtle, or the fragrant weed. 

The Frenchman s darling?* Are they not all proofs 
That, man, immured in cities, still retains 
His inborn inextinguishable thirst 
Of rural scenes, compensating his loss 
By supplemental shifts, the best he may ? 

The most unfurnished with the means of life, 770 

And they that never pass their brick-wall bounds 
To range the fields and trdkt their lungs with air, 

Yv*f ferf the burning instinct j over-head 
Suspend their crazy boxes, planted thick, 

, And watered duly. There the pitcher stands 
A fragment, and the spoutless teapot thisre ; 

Sad,witnesses how close-pent man regrets 
The country, with what ardour he contrives 
A P^P at nature, when he can no more. 

Hail, tjtierefore, patroness of health and ease 780 

- k ‘ 
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And contemplation, heart-consqling joys 
And harmless pleasures, ia the thronged abode 
Of multitudes unknown ! hail, rural life 1 
Address himself who will to the pursuit 
Of honours, or emolument, or fame, 

I*shall not add myself to such a chase. 

Thwart his Attempts, or envy his success. 

Some must be great. Great offices will have 

Grdit talents : and God gives to every man 

The virtue, temper, understanding, taste, 790 

That lifts him into life, and lets him fall 

lust in the aiche he was ordained to fill. 

To the deliverer of aii*injured land . 

He gives a tongue to enlarge upon, a heart 
To feeH and courage to redress her wrongs; 

To monarchs dig^iity ; to jiidges sense; • 

To artists ingenuity and skin; , 

To me unambitious mind, content 
Tn the low vale of life, that early felt 

A wish for ease and leisure, and ere long 800 

Found here that leisure and that ease 1 
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'Tis momitig ; and the sun with roddy orb 
Ascending, fires the horizon : while tne clouds 
Thaj.A;^wd away before the driving wind, 
g^ltlSre ardent AS the disk emerges mor^ 

Resemble most sstme city in a blaze, 

, Seen through the I^fless wood. His slanting ray 
Slides ineffectual down the snowy vale, 

And tinging all with his own rosy hue. 

From every herb and every spiry blade 
Stretches a length of shadow o’er the field. lo 

> Mine, spindling into longitodl imaense, • 

In ^ite of^puvity, uid sage remark 
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That I myself am but a fleecing shades , 

Provokes me to a smile. With eye askance 
I view the muscular proportioned limb 
Transformed to a lean shank. The shapeless pair, 

As they designed to mock me, at my side 
Take step for step ; and as 1 near approach 
The cottage, walk along the piasters wall. 

Preposterous sight 1 the legs without the man. 20 

Th^ ver<lure of the plain lies buried deep 
Beneath tlie dazzling deluge; and the bents 
And coarser*grass, upspearing o*cr the rest, 

0f laje unsightly and unseen, now shine 
C'onspicuous, and in bright appanrel clad, 

And fledged with icy feathers, nod superb. 

The cattle mourn iii corners where the fence 

.Screens tl^am, andoeem half-pet,rifled to slo'p 

Tn unrecumbent sadiv^ss. There they wait 

Their wonted fodder, not like hungering man, 30 

Fretful if unsupplied, but silent, meek. 

And pdlient of the slow-paced swain’s delay, 
lie from th% slac''/carves out the accustomed load. 
Deep-plunging, and again deep-})lunging oft. 

His broad keen knife into the solid mass; 

Smooth as a wall the upright remnant stands. 

With such undeviating and even force 

He severs it away : no needless care 

Lest storms should overset the leaning pile 

Deciduous, or its own unbalanced weight. 40 

Forth goes the woodman, leaving unfoncemed 

The cheerful haunts of man, to wield the axe 

And drive the wedge in yonder forest drear, 

From morn to eve his solitary task. 

Shaggy, and lean, and shrewd, with pointed ears 
And tail cropped short, half lurcher and half cur, 

1 lis dog attends him. Close behind his heel 

Now e^eeps he slow; and now with many a frif»k 

Wide scampering, snatches up the drifted snow 

W'ith ivory teeth, or ploughs it with his snout; 50 

Then shakes his powdered coat, and barks for joy. 

Heedless of all his pranks, the sturdy churl* 

Moves right toward the mark ; nor stops for aught, 

But now and then with pre^ure of his thumb 
Tb' dtljust the fragrant charge of a short tube 
That fumes beneath his nose: the 4 railing cloud 
■Streams far behind him, scenting all the ai» 

Now from the roost, or from the neighboftring pale. 

Where, diligent to catch the first faint gleam 
Of smiling day, they gossiped side by side, 60 

Come trooping at the nousewife’s well-known call 
The feathui'^ed tribes domestic. ,Half on wing. 

And half on foot, ih^* bvush fhe flecOT flood. 

Conscious and fearful of too deep a plunge. 
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The sparr<^ws peep, and quit the sheltering eaves 
To seue the fair occasion. •Well they ^e 
The scattered grain, and thievishly resolved 
To escape the impending famine, often scared 
As ofl return, a pert voracious kind. 

Clftin riddance quickly made, one only care 
Remains to each, the search of sunny nook. 

Or shed impervious to the blast. Resigned 
To sdd necessity, the cock foregoes 
His wonted strut, and wading at their head 
With well-considered steps, seems to resent 
His altered gait and stateliness retrenclicd. 

How find the myriads that iiV summer cheer 
The hills and valleys with their ceaseless songs 
Due sustenance, or where subsist they now ? 

Earth yields themmought : t|^e iinprisonedfworm isasafe 
Beneath the frozen clod ; all seeds of htyhs 
Lie covered close; and beriy-bearing thorns 
That feed the thrush (whatever some suppose) 

Afford the smaller minstrels no supply. 

The long-protracted rigour of the year * • 

Thins all their numerous flocks. In chinks and holes 


Ten thousand seek an unmolested end. 

As instinct prompts, self-buried ere they die. 

<rhe very rooks and daws forsake the fields, 

Where neither grub nor root nor earth-nut now 
Repays their labour more; and perched aloft 
By the wayside, or stalking in the path, 

"Lean pensioners upon tl]^ travellers track. 

Pick up their nauseous dole, though sweet to them, 
* Of voided pulse or half-digested grain. 

The streams are lost amid the splendid blank, 
O’erwhelming all distinction. On the flood, 
Indurated and fixed, the snowy weight 
Lies undissolved ; while sileqtly beneath. 

And unperceived, the current steals away. 

Not so, where scornful of a check it leaps 
The mill-dam, dashes on the restless wheel, 

And wantons in the pebbly gulf below : 

No frost can bind^t there ; its utmost force 


Can but arrest the light and smoky mist 
*That in its fall the liquid sheet tl#ows wide. 
An^»y.Ayhere it has hung the embroidered banks 
JUTOiforms so various, that no powers of art, 

■^he pencil or theq>|n, may trace the scene! 

Jiere glittering turrets rise, upbearing high 
(Fantastic misarrangement J) on the roof 
Large growth of what may seem the sparkling trees 
And shrubs of fairy land. The crystal drops 
That trickle down the branchp& fast congeued, 
Shoot into pillars of pellucid lingtht • 

And prop tv tl^cy but adorned before 
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Here grotto -within grotto ««afe defies 
The sunbeam ; there embossed and fretted wild, 
The Rowing wonder takes a thousand shapes 
Capricious, in which fancy seeks in vain 
The likeness of some object seen before. 

Thus Nature works as if to mock at Art, 

And in defiance of her rival powers ; 

By these fortuitous and random strokes 
B'^rforming such inimitable feats, 

As she "with all her rules can never reach. 

. Less worthy of applause, though more admired, 
f'Bec^use a novelty, the work of man, i 

Imperial mistress of the fur-clad Kuss! 

Thy most magnificent and mighty freak. 

The wonder of the North. No forest fell 
When tleou wouldst build; no, quarry senh its stores 
To enrich thy walls-; but thou didst hew the floods, 
And make thy marble of the glassy wave. 

In such a ]>alacc Aristaeus found 
Cyreni*, when he bore the plaintive tale 
Of his lost bees to her maternal ear: 

In such a palace poetry might place 
The armoury of Winter; where his troops. 

The gloomy clouds, find weapons, arrowy sleet. 
Skin-piercing volley, blossom-bruising hail, 

^And snow that often blinds the traveller’s cour'-iC, 
And wraps him in an unexpected tomb. 

Silently as a dream the fabric rose; 

No sound of hammer or of saw was^ tliere. 

Ice upon ice, the well-adjusted parts 

Were soon conjoined, nor other cement asked 

Than water interfu^id to make them one. 

l.nmps gracefully disposed, and of all hues, 

Illumined every side ; a watery light 

Gleamed through the clear transparency, that seemed 

AnoAer moon new risen, or meteor fallen 

From lienven to earth, of lambent flame serene. 

So stood the brittle prodigy ; though smooth 
And slippery the materials, yet frostbound 
Firm as a rock. Nor wanted aught within, 

That royal residence might well befit. 

For grandeur or for use. Long wavy wreaths 
Of Mowers, that feared no enemy but warmth, 
Blushed on the panels. Mirror needed none 
tiWhere all was vitreous ; but in order diy?* 

Convivial table and commodious seat 

(What seemed at leasst commodious seat) were there, 

Sofa and couch and high>built throne august. 

The same lubricity was found in all, 

And all -mas moist to the warm touch; a scene 
Of evanescent gloiy, onCe a stream. 

And soon to slide into a stream again. 
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Alas f ’t\n^ but a mortifying strq^e 

Of unrles^ned severity, that glanced l 

(Made by a monarch) on her own estate, 

On human grandeur and the courts of kings. 

’'I'was transient in its nature, as in show 
*TVas durable; as worthless as it seemed 
Intrinsically^jrecious; to the foot 
Treacherous and false; it smiled, and it was cold. 

Gt^at princes have ^reat playtliings. Some have played 
At hewing mountains into men, and some * 

At building human wonders mountain high. 

Some have aamsed the dull sad years of life, li! 

Life spent in indolence^ and therefore sad, 

With schemes of monumental fame; and sought 
By pyramids and mausolean pomp. 

Short-lived themselves, to in^nortalize their bones. • 

Some seek diversion in the tented field, • 

And mai^ the sorrows of mankind their sport. 

But war's a game, which, were their subiects wise. 

Kings would not play at. Nations would do well 
To extort their ti .ncheons from the puny Rafids * 

Of heroes, whose infirm and baby minds 
Are gratified with mischief, and who spoil. 

Because men suffer it, their toy the world. 

• When Babel was confounded, and the great 
Confederacy of projectors wild and vain 
Was split into diversify of tongues, 

Then, as a shepherd separates his flock, 

*These to the upland, to^he valley those, 

God drave asunder, and assigned their lot 
* To all the nations. Ample was the boon 
He gave them, in its distribution fair 20 

And equal, and he bade them dwell in peace. -* 

Peace was awhile their care: they ploughed and sowed. 
And reaped their plenty without grudge or strife. 

But violence can never longer sleep 

Than human passions please. In every heart 

Are sown the sparks that kindle fiery war; 

Occasion needs but fan them, and they blaze. 

Cain had already shed a brother's blood; 

The Deluge washed it out, but left unquenched 

The seeds of murder in the breasf of man. 21 

Soom righteous judgment, in the line 

Qffms descending progeny was found 

The first artificer ef^death; the shrewd 

Contriver who first sweated at the forge, 

And forced the blunt and yet unbloom^ steel 
To a keen edge, and made it bright for war. 

Him, Tubal named, the Vulcan of old* times, 

The sword and falchion their,inventor claim, 

And the first smith was the firsf murflerer’BSBon. 

His sM survived the waters; and ere long, 
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When man was multiplied and spread abroad 
In tribes and clans, and had begun to call 
These meadows and that range of hiUs his own, 

The tasted sweets of property begat 
Desire of more ; and industry in some. 

To improve and cultivate their just demesne, ; 

Made others covet what they saw so fair. 

Thus war began on earth ; these fought for spoil. 

And those in self-defence. Savage at first 

The onset, and irregular. At length 230 

One eminent above the rest, for strength, 

Vor stratagem, or courage, or for all. 

Was chosen leaderhim they sa-ved in war, 

And him in peace, for sake of warlike deeds 
Reverenced no less. Who could with him compare ? 

Or who so worthy 40 control themselves > 

As he whose prowes$ had subdukl their foes ? 

Thus war affording field for the display 
Of virtue, made one chief, whom times of peace. 

Which ihave their exigencies too, and call 240 

For skill in government, at length made king. 

King was a name too proud for man to wear 
With modesty and meekness ; and the crown. 

So dazzling in their eyes who set it 011, 

Was sure to intoxicate the brows it bound. 

It is the abject property of most, 

'lhat being parcel of the common mass, 

And destitute of means to raise themselves. 

They sink and settle lower than they .need. 

They know not what it is to feel within 250 

A comprehensive faculty that grasps 

Great purposes with case, that turns and wields, 

Almost without an effort, plans too vast 
For their conception, which they cannot move. 

Conscious of impotence, they soon grow drunk 
With .gazing, when they sec an able man 
Step forth to notice ; and besotted thus, 

Ituild him a pedestal, and say. '* Stand there. 

And be our admiration and our praise.” 

They roll themselves before him in the dust, 260 

'J'hen most deserving in their own account 
\Vhen most extravagant in kts applause, 
ir exalting him they raised themselves. 

Thus by degrees, self-cheated of their sound 
And sober judgment, that he is but man, 

They demi-deify and fume him so, 

That in due season he forgets it too. 

Inflated and astrut with sdf-conceit. 

He gulps the windy diet, and ere long. 

Adopting ^heir mistake, profoundly thinks 
The world was nuide in vain, 'tf not for himl 
Thenceforth they are his cattle: drudges bom 
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To bear hts burdens; drawing in his gears 
And sweal^g in his servicej his &price 
Becomes the soul that animates them all. 

He deems a thousand, or ten thousand lives, 

Spent in the purchase of renown for him, 

Ameasy reckoning, and they think the same. 

Thus kings were nrst invented, and thus kings 
Were burnished into heroes, and became 
The arbiters of this terraqueous sw.'imp. 

Storks among frogs, that have but croaked and died^ 
Strange, that such folly as lifts bloated man 
To eminence^t only for a god 
Should ever drivel out ^f hugian lips. 

Even in the cradled weakness of the world ! 

Still strqpger much, that when at length mankind 
ifad reached the ^lewy firmness of their j(Outh, 

And could discrimmatc and sffguc well 
On subjects more mysterious, they were^et 
Babes in fhe cause of freedom, and should fear 
And quake before the gods themselves had made I 
But al)ove measur strange, that neither proof 
Of sad experience, nor examples set * 

By some whose patriot virtue has prevailed. 

Can even now, when they are grown mature 
Jn wisdom, and with philosophic deeds 
Familiar, serve to emancipate the rest! 

Such dupes are men to custom, and so prone 
To reverence what is ancient, and can plead 
>A course of long observance for its use. 

That even servitude, the*worst of ills. 

Because delivered down from sire to son, 

Is kept and guardai as a sacred thing. 

But is it ht, or can it bear the shock 
Of rational discussion, that a man, 

Compounded and made up like other men 
Of elements tumultuous, m whom lust 
And folly in as ample measure meet 
As in the bosoms of the slaves he jules, 

Should be a despot absolute, and boast 
Himself the only freeman of his land ? 

Should, when he pleases, and on whom he will, 
(Wage war, with any or with no pretence 
Of provocation given or wrong sustained, 

AM^iorce theLbeggarly las^doit, by means 
'fnat his own nunt^our dictates, from the clutch 
Of poverty, that thfts he may procure 
liiis thousands, weary of penurious life, 

A splendid opportunity to die ? 

Say ye, who (with less prudence than of old 
Totham ascril^d to his assembled trees 
In politic convention) put vottintrus^ ^ 

In the shadow of a bramble, and reclined 
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In fancied peace beneath his dangerous branch, 

Rejoice in him, and celebraie his ^way, 

Where find ye passive fortitude ? Whence springs 

Y our self-denying zeal that holds it good 

To stroke the prickly grievance, and to hang 

His thorns with streamers of continual praise? ^30 

We too are friends to loyalty. We love 

The king who loves the law, respects his bounds, 

And reigns content within them : him we serve 
Freely ai^d with delight, who leaves us free : 

But rccollectAng still that he is man, 

\Ve trust him not too far. R!ing though he be. 

And king in England too, he m^y beiweak, 

And vain enough to be ambitious still, 

May exercise amiss his proper powers, 

Or covet more that? freemen chouse to grant: 340 

Beyond that mark is treason. 1 le is ours, 

To administer, to guard, to adorn the State, 

But not to warp or change ib We are his. 

To sen;p him nobly in the common cause, 

True to thoi death, nhut not to be his slaves. 

Mark now the diiference, ye that boast your love 
Of kings, between your loyalty and ours ; 

We love the man, the paltry pageant you; 

We the chief patron of the commonwealth. 

You the regardless author of its woes ; 350 

Y.'e, for the sake of liberty, a king, 

You chains and bondage for a tyrant's sake. 

Our love is principle, and has its root 
In reason, is judicious, manly, free; 

Yours, a blind instinct, crouches to the rod. 

And licks the foot that treads it in the dust. 

Were kingship as true treasure as it seems. 

Sterling, and worthy of a wise man’s wish, 

I would not be a king to be beloved 

Causejiess, and daubed with undiscerning praise, 360 

Where love is mere attacliment to the throne^ 

Not to the m.an who fills it as he ought. 

Whose freedom is by sufferance, and at will 
Of a superior, he is never free. 

Whd lives, and is not weary of a life 
Exposed to manacles, deserves them well. 

T»*'e.State that strives for liberty, though foiled, 

And forced to abandon what she htavely sought, 

Deserves at least applause foi her attempt. 

And pity for her lr>ss. But that’s a cause 370 

Not often unsuccessful; power usurped 
Is weakness when opposed ; conscious of wrong, 

*Tis pusillanimous and prone to flight. 

But slaves that once conceive the glowing thought 

Of freedoiti, in th^t hope^itself possess 

All that the contest calls for; spirit, strength. 
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The scom of danger, and united hearts, * 

The surest presage of the good they seek.* 

Then shame to manhood, hnd opprobrious more 
To France than all her losses and defeats, 380 

Old or of later date, by sea or land, 

Mei^ouse of bondage, M'orse than that of old 
Which God avenged on Pharaoh—the Bastille. 

Ye horrid towfers, the abode of broken hearts, 

Ye duqgeons, and ye cages of despair, 

Tiiat monarchs have supplied from age to age 
With music such as suits their suvereign ears, 

The sighs and groans of miserable men ! 

There’s not an^nglish l^art that would not leap 

To hear that ye were fallen at^ast; to knefw 390 

Tliat even our enemies, so oft employed 

Tn forginjf chains for us, themselves were free. 

For he who values flberty confines * 

His zeal for her predominance within • 

. No narrowab'iunds; her cause engages him 
Wherever pleaded. 'Tis the cause of man. 

There dwell the moot forlorn of human kinef, 

Immured though unaccused, condemned untri#cl. 

Cruelly spared, and hopeless of escape. 

There, like the visionary emblem seen 4C0 

By him of Babylon, life stands a stump, 

•Amd, filleted about with hoops of brass. 

Still lives, though all its pleasant boughs are gonei**^ 

To count the hour-bell, and expect no change; 

^nd ever as the sullen sound is heard, 

Still to reflect, that thougI#a joyless note 

f o him whose moments all have one dull pac^ 
en thousand rovers in the world at latge 
Account it music ; that it summons some 
To theatre or jocund feast or ball; 

The wearied hireling finds it a release 
From labour ; and the lover, who has chi^ 

Its long delay, feels every welcome stroke 
Upon his heart-strings, trembling with delight— 

To fly for refuge from distracting thought 
To such amusement# as ingenious woe 
Contrives, hard shifting and without her tools— 

To read engraven on the mouldy wjdls. 

In staggermg types, his predecessors tale, 

^ A sa<|^emorial, and subjoin his own— 

Tin^ram purveyi^ to an overghrged 
iT And bloated spider,* till the pampered pest 
I»made familiar, watches his approach. 

Comes at hb call, and serves him for a friend— 
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To wear out time in numbering to and fro 
The studs that thick emboiis his iron door, 

Then downward, and then upward, then aslant, 
And then alternate, with a sickly hope 
By dint of change to give his tasteless task 
Some relish, till the sum exactly found 
In all directions, he begins again :— 

Oh comfortless existence ! hemmed around 
With woes, which who that suffers would not kneel 
And beg for exile, or the pangs of death ? 

That man should thus encroach on fellow-man, 
^Abridge him of his just and native rights, 
'Eradicate him, tear him from hol{| 

Upon the endearmdfnts of domestic life 
And social, nip his fruitfulness and use. 

And doom him fqr perhaps a heedless word 
To barrenness, and solitude, ar.d tears. 

Moves indignation, makes the name of king 
(Of king whom such prerogative can please) 

As dreadful as the Manichean God, 

Adored through fear, strong only to destroy. 

’Tis liberty atone that gives the flower 
Of fleeting life its lustre and perfume. 

And we are weeds without it. All constraint. 
Except what wisdom lays on evil men. 

Is evil; hurts the faculties, impedes 
4 Thcir puf^iess in the road of science; blinds 
The eyesight of discovery, and begets. 

In those that suffer it, a sordid mind 
Bestial, a meagre intellect, unfit ' 

To be the tenant of man’s noble form. 

Thee therefore still, blameworthy as thou art. 

With all thy loss of empire, and though squeezed 
By public exigence till annual food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the State, 

Thee I account still happy, and the chief 
Among the nations, seeing thou art free. 

My native nook of earth ! Thy clime is rude. 
Replete with vapours, and disposes much 
All hearts to sadness, and none more than mine; 
Thine unadulterate manners arc less soft 
And plausible than social jife requires, 

<<At)rl Xhou hast need of discipline and art , 

To give thee what politer Francf receives 
^ From nature’s bounty—that humane address * 

And sweetness, without which no pleasure is 
In converse, either starved by cold reserve, 

Or-flushed with fierce dispute, a senseless brawl; 
Yet being free I love thee : for the sake 
Of that one feature can be well content, 

DisgraceVi as thou hast JbeeUf poor as thou art. 

To seek no sublunary rest beside. 
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But once enslaved, farewell 1 I could endure 
Chains nowrhere patiently, pid clllsins at home, 

Where 1 am free by birtnright, not at all. 

Then what were left of roughness in the grain 480 

Of British natures, wanting its excuse 

That it belongs to freemen, would disgust 

And shock me. 1 should then with double pain 

Feel all the rigour of thy fickle clime; 

Andjf 1 must bewail the blessing lost 

For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys bled, 

I would at least bewail it under skies 
Milder, amoK a people less austere. 

In scenes wmi^ having nev^ known me free, 

Would not reproach me with the loss I felt. 490 

Do 1 forebode impossible events. 

And tremble at vun dreams? Heaven grqnt I ma^^I 
But the age of vinuous politibs is past. 

And we are deep in that of cold pretendb. 

Patriots dbe grown too shrewd to be sincere. 

And we too wise to trust them. He that takes 
Deep in his soft credulity the stamp • 

Designed by loud declaimers on the part * 

Of liberty, themselves the slaves of lust, 

Incurs derision for his easy faith 500 

iAnd lack of knowledge, and with cause enough : 

For when was public virtue to be found 
Where private was not ? Can he love the whol^ 

Who loves no part ? He be a nation’s friend 
•Who is, in truth, the friend of no man there ? 

Can he be strenuous in ms country’s cause 
, Who slights the charities for whose dear sake 
That country, if at all, must be beloved? 

’Tis therefore sober and good men are sad , 

For England’s glory, seeing it wax pale 510 

And sickly, while her champions wear their hearts 
So loose to private duty, that no brain. 

Healthful and undisturbed by factious fumes. 

Can dream them trusty to the general weal. 

Such were not they of old, whose tempered blades 
Dispersed the shackles of usurped control. 

Ana hewed them link from link. Then Albion’s sons 
«Were sons indeed ; they felt a filial heart 
Beat higk within them at a mother’s wrongs, 

An ^ shining ^ch in his dopnestic sphere, 520 

:^hone brighter stj}!, once called to public view. 

*Tis therefore many; whose sequestered lot 
Torbids their interference, looking on, 

Anticipate perforce some dire evoit; 

And seeing the old castle of the Stide, 

That promised once more firmness, so assailed 
That all its tempest-beaten tiirftte 4 iake, ^ 

Stand motionle^ expectants of its foil. 
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All has its date below ; the fatal hour 
Was registered in heaven eit time began. 

We turn to dust, and all our mightiest works 
Die too: the deep foundations that we lay, 

Time ploughs them up, and not a trace remains. 
We build with what we deem eternal rock ; 

A distant age asks where the fabric stood ; 

And in the dust, sifted and searched in vain. 

The indiscoverable secret sleeps. 

But thfre is yet a liberty unsung 
By poets, anrl by senators unprai^, 

Which monarchs cannot grant, nor all the powers 
6f edfth and hell confederate ta|j:e aw^y ; 

A liberty which per^cution, fraud, 

Oppression, prisons, have no power to bind ; 
Which whoso taster can l>e enslaved no more. 

’Tis libertjf of heart, derived frocn Heaven, 
Bought with His bloOd who gave it to mankind. 
And sealed with the same token. It is held 
By charter, and that charter sanctioned sure 
By the Unimpeachable and awful oath 
And promise of S. God. His other gifts 
All bear the royal stamp that speaks them Ilis, 
And are august, but this transcends them all. 

His other works, the visible display 
Of all-creating energy and ml|^t, 

Are gtuui^Ko doubt, and worthy of the Wonl 
That, finding an interminable space 
Unoccupied, has filled the void so well. 

And made so sparkling what was darn, before. 

But these are not his glory. Man, 'tis true, 

Smit with the beauty of so fair a scene. 

Might well suppose the artificer divine 
Meant it eternal, had He not Himself 
Pronoimced it transient, glorious as it is, 

And still designing a more glorious far, 

Doomhd it as insufficient for His praise. 

These therefore are oecosional, and pass; 

Formed for the confutation of the fool, 

'Whose lying heart disputes aeainst a God 
Thaf office served, they mustbe swept away. 

Not so the labours of His love: they shine 
other heavens than these that we bdiold. 

And fade not There is paradise (hat fears 
No forfeiture, and of its fruits He sends 
l^rge prelibation oft to saints below. • ’ 

Of these the first in order, and the pledge 
And Confident assurance of the rest, 

Is liberty ; a flight into His arms. 

Ere yet mortali^’s fine threads give way, 

A dear esd&pe from tyrannizii^ 4 ust, 

And full immunity from penal woe. 
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Chains are the portion of revolted man, 

Stripes, tmd a dungeon ; %nd his body serves 
The triple purpose. In that sickly, toul, 

Cpprobrious residence he finds them alL 
Propense his heart to idols, he is held 
1« silly dotage on created things, 

Careless of their Creator. And that low 
And sordid gravitation of his powers 
To sk vile clod so draws him, with such force 
Resistless, from the centre he should seek, 

That he at last foigets it. All his hopes 
Tend downwards ; his ambition is to sink. 

To reach a depth profoundea still, and still 
Profuunder, in the fathomless abyss 
Of folly, plunging in pursuit of death. 

But ere ne gain t 1 ^ comfortless repose • 

He seeks, and acquiescence m his soul ^ 

In heaven-renouncing exile, he endures— 

What doft he not ? from lusts opposed in vain 

» And self-reproaching conscience. He foresecb 
The fatal issue to his health, fame, peace, * , 

Fortune and dignity , the loss of all 
That can ennoble man, and make frail life, 

Short as it Is supportable. Still worse, 

Far worse than all the plagues )|pth which his sins 
Infect his happiest moments, he forebodes 
Ages of hopeless misery ; future death. 

And death still future : not an hasty stroke 
X.ike that which sends h^ to the dusty grave, 

But unrepealable enduring death. 

•Scripture is still a trumpet to his fears: 

What none can prove a forgery, may be true ; 

What none but bad men wish exploded, must. 

That scruple checks him. Riot is not loud 
Nor drunK enough to drown it. In the midst 
Of laughter his compunctions are sinosre. 

And he abhors the Jest by which he shines. 

Remorse begets reform. His master-lust 
Falls first before his resolute rebuk^' 

And seems dethroiftd and vanciuish^. Peace ensues, 
But spurious and short-lived, tne puny child 
Of self-conCTatulating Pride, beg<n 
On fanciei innocence. Again he falls, 

An^ fights again ; but finds 4 iis best essay 
A'presage ominous^ portending still 
Its own di^onour by a worse relapse, 

'Rll Nature, unavailing Nature, foiled 
So oft, and wearied in the vain attempt. 

Scoffs at her own performance. Reason now 
Takes part with Appetite, and, pleads the cause < 
Perversely, which of late she soVmdtained'; 

With shallow^shifts and old devices, worn 
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And tattered in the service c^f debauch,^ 

Covering his shame from his offencjied sight. 

“ Hath God indeed given appetites to man, 

And stored the earth so plenteously with means 
To gratify the hunger of his wish, 

And doth He reprobate, and will He damn, 

. The use of His own bounty? making first 
So frail a kind, and then enacting laws 
So strict, that less than perfect must despair? 
Falsehood ! which whoso but suspects of triilh 
Dishonours Ood, and makes a slave of man. 

Do thfiy themselves, who undertake for hire ., 

The teacher's office, .and dispense at Ia*ge 
Their weekly dole of edifying strains. 

Attend to their own music ? Have they faith 
In what, with such solemnity of tone , 

And gesture, they pr^ound to our belief ? 

Nay,—conduct hath the loudest ton^e. The voice 
Is but an instrument on which the priest 
May pli y what tunc he pleases. In the deed, 

The unequivocal .authentic deed. 

We find sound argument, we read the heart.** 

Such reasonings (if that name must needs belong 
To excuses in which reason has no part) 

Serve to compose a spirit well inclined 
Tp Hve^9;i^\ffms of amity with vice, 

And sin without disturbance. Often urged, 

(As often as, libidinous discourse 
Exhausted, he resorts to solemn thenjes 
Of theological and grave import,) 

They gain at last his unreserved assent; 

Till hardened his heart’s temper in the forge 
Of lust, and on the anvil of despair. 

He slights the strokes of conscience. Nothing moves. 
Or nothing much, his constancy in ill; 

Vain tampering has but fostered his disease ; 

'Tis desperate, and he sleeps the sleep of death. 

Haste now, philosopher, and set him free. 

Qharm the deaf serpent wisely. Make him hear 
Of rectitude and fitness; moral truth 
How lovely, and the moral sense how sure, 

Consulted and obeyed,.to ^ide his steps 
Dirictly to THE first and only fair. ’ 

Spare not in such a cause. Spend all the powers 
Of rant and rhapsody in virtue's praise ; 

Be most sublimely good, verbosely grand, 

And,wilh poetic trappings grace uiy prose, 

Till it outmantle all tne pride of verse.— 

Ah, tinkling <^mbal and high*sonnding brass, 

Smitten ia- vain ! such music amnot charm 
The eclipse that iatercepts trutfi's heavenly beam, 

And chilis and darkens a wide wandering soul. ^ 
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The stiR small voice is wanted. , He must speak, 

Whose ^ord leaps forth at once to its effect, 

Who calls for things that are not, and they come. 

Grace makes the slave a freeman. *Tis a change 
That turns to ridicule the turgid speech 
And stately tone of moralists, who boast, 690 

As if, like him of fabulous renown. 

They had indeed ability to smooth * 

Thtf shag of savage nature, and were each 
An Orpheus, and omnipotent in song, 
liut transformation of apostate man 
From fool dh wise, from earthly to divine. 

Is work for Him that^ade*him. He alone, 

And He by means in philosophic eyes 

Trivial*and worthy of disdain, achieves 

The wonder; humanizing M^at is brute * 700 

In the lost kind, extracting from the li^s 

Of asps^heir venom, overpowering strength 

By weakness, and hostility by love. 

Patriots have toiled, and in their countnr’s cause 
Bled nobly; and their deeds, as they deseiae, * 

Receive proud recompense. W'e give in charge 
Their names to the sweet lyre. The historic Muse, 

Pi'oud of the treasure, marches with it down 
* To latest times; and Sculpture, in her turn. 

Gives bond in stone and ever-during brass f----1,^ 

To guard them, and to immortalize her trust. 

But fairer wreaths are due, though never paid, 
lo those who, posted at the shnne of truth. 

Have fallen in her defence. A patriot’s blood. 

Well spent in such a strife, may earn indeed. 

And for a time ensure to his loved land, 

The sweets of liberty and equal laws; 

But martyrs struggle for a brighter prize, 

And win it with more pain. Their blood is shed 
In confirmation of the noblest claims 720 

Our claim to feed upon immortal truth. 

To walk with God, to be divinely free, 

To soar, and to tyiticipate the skies. 

Yet few remember them. They lived unknown 
Till Persecution dragged them ii^o fame, 

’ And ch^d them up to heaven. Their ashes flew— 
No.marole tells us whither. With their names 
]^rb bard embblms and sanctifies his song; 

And history, so ifarm on meaner themes^ 

•Is cold on this. She execrates indeed 730 

The tyranny that doomed them to the fi^ 

But gives the glorious sufferers little praise.* 

He is the freeman whom the truth makes free, 

And all are slaves beside. Thpre’s not a chain 

* SeeHuoic. 
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That hellish foes confederate for his harm 
Can wind around him, but he cast5< it off 
With as much ease as Samson his green withes. 

He looks abroad into the varied fidd 
Of nature, and though poor perhaps compared 
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight, 74.J 

.Calls the delightful scenery all his own. 

His are the mountains, and the valleys his. 

And the resplendent rivers. His to enjoy 
With a prbpriety that none can feel, 

Hut who, witit filial confidence inspired, 

(Jan li^ to heaven an unpresumptuous eye. 

And smiling say—“My Father made them all!” 

Are they not his by a peculiar right. 

And by an emphasis of interest his. 

Whose eyotthey filli with tears of holy joy, 750 

Whose heart with praise, and whose exalted mind 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love 
That planned, and built, and still upholds a world 
So clothed with beauty, for rebellious man? 

Yes—ye may fill .yo\ir gamers, ye that reap 
The loaded soil, and ye may waste much good 
In senseless riot; but ye will not find 
Tn feast or in the chase, in song or dance, 

A liberty like his, who unimpeached 

Qf usuj£i'^ii2n, and to no man's wrong, 760 

Appropriates nature as his Father’s work. 

And has a richer use of yours than you. 

He is indeed a freeman. Free by birsh 
Of no mean city, planned or ere the hills 
Were built, the fountains opened, or the sea 
With all his roaring multitude of waves. 

His freedom is the same in every State, 

And no condition of this cliangeful life, 

So manifold in cares, whose every day 

Bring* its own evil with it, makes it less: 770 

h'or he has wings that neither sickness, pain. 

Nor penury, can cripple or confine. 

nook 50 narrow but he spreads them there 
WitJi ease, and is at large. The oppre.ssor holds 
II is body bound, but knows not what a range 
' Jjis spirit takes, unconsciods of a chain. 

Ana that to bind him is a vain attempt ' 

Whom God delights in, and in whom He dwells. 

Acquaint thyself with God, if thou wouldst taste 
His works. Admitted once to His embrace, 780 

Thow shalt perceive that thou wast blind before; 

Thine eye shall be instruct^, and thine heart, 

Made pure, shall relish with divine delight, 

Till then uufelt, what hands ^yine have wrought. 

Brutes graze the mountain-top with faces prone 
And eyes intent upon the scanty herb 
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It yields ^em; or, recumbent o» Its brow, 

Ruminate heedless of the scene outspread 
Beneath, bevond, and stretching far away 
From inland regions to the distant main, 
h^n views it and admires, but rests content 
with what he views. The landscape has his praise, 
But not its xkuthor. Unconcerned who forint 
The paradise he sees, he finds it such ; 

And'such well-pleas^ to find it, asks no more. ^ 
Not so the mind that has been touched from liMvep, 
And in the school of sacred wisdom taught 
To read Hi#wonders, in whose thought the world, 
Fair as it is, existed ere it wfts. * 

Not for its own sake merely, but for His 
Much more who fashioned it, he gives it praise; 
Praise that from tarth resulting, as it ougfit, 

To earth’s acknowledged Sovereign, finds at once 
Its only just proprietor in Him. 

The soul that sees Him, or receives sublimed 
New faculties, or learns at least to employ, ^ 
More worthily the 'towers she owned beforef 
Discerns in all things what, with stupid gaze 
Of ignorance, till then she overlooked, 

A ray of heavenly light gilding all forms 
^Ferrestrial, in the vast and the minute. 

The unambiguous footsteps of the God 
Who gives its lustre to an insect’s wing. 

And wheels His throne upon the rolling worlds. 

* Much conversant with Heaven, she often holds 
With those fair ministers of light to man 

* That fill the skies nightly witli silent pomp, 

.Sweet conference; enquires what strains were they 
With which heaven rang, when every star, in haste 
To gratulate the new-created earth, 

Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of God 
Shouted for joy.—“Tell me, ye shining hosts 
That navigate a sea that knows no storms, 

Beneath a vault unsullied with a cloud. 

If from your elevation, whence ye view 
Distinctly scenes invisible to man. 

And systems of whose birth no things yet 
Have reified this nether world, ye spy a race 
Favoured as ours, transgressors from the womb, 

And hasting tb a grave, yet doomed to rise, 

And to possess a orighter heaven than yours ? 

As one who long detained on foreign sWres 
Pants to return, and when he sees uar 
His country’s weather-bleached and Imttered rock 
From the green wave emerging, darts an eye 
Radiant with joy towards tWi^i^JIluid, 

So I with animated hopes behold, * 

And pany an aching wish, yonr beanqr fires, 
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That show like beacons in tfte blue ab3rsSf 

Ordained to guide tlie embodied spirit home^ 840 

From toilsome life to never-ending rest 

Love kindles as 1 gaze. I feel desires 

That give assurance of their own successp 

And that, infused from Heaven, must thither tend.” 

So reads he nature whom the lamp of truth 
^Aluminates. Thy lamp, mysterious Word 1 
Which whoso sees, no longer wanders lost, 

With int^lects bemazed in endless doubt, 

But runs the toad of wisdom. Thou hast built, 

With'Tneans that were not till by thee employed, 850 

Worlds that had never been hacett Thdu in strength 
Been less, or less benevolent than strong. 

They are thy witnesses, who speak thy power 
And goodhess infiifite, but sp^k in ears 
That hear not or receive not their report 
In vain thy creatures testily of thw 
Till Thou proclaim thyself. Theirs is indeed 
A teaciCing voice; but ’tis the praise of thine 
That whom it terches it mokes prompt to learn. 

And with the boon gives talents for its use. 860 

Till Thou art heard, imaginations vain 
Possess the heart And fables false as hell. 

Yet deemed oracular, lure down to death 
The uq[in&z**''ed and heedless souls of men. 

We give to Chance, blind Chance, ourselves as blind, 

The glory of thy work, which yet appears 
Perfect and unimpeachable of blarney* 

Challenging human scrutiny, and proved 
Then skilful most when most severely judged. 

But Chance b not; or is not where Thou reignest: 870 

Thy Providence forbids that fickle power 
(If power she be that works but to confound) 

To mix the wild vagaries with thy laws. 

Yet thus we dote, refusing, while we can 

Instruction, and inventing to ourselves 

Go^ such as guilt makes welcome; gods that sleep. 

Or disregard our follies, or that sit 
Amused spectators of this bulling stage. 

Thee we ^ect, unable to a^de 

.Thj^urity, till pure as Thou art pur^ 880 

Ma« such by thee^ we love thee for that cause 

For which we shunned and hated thee before. ' 

ihen we are free: then liberty like day 

Bleaks on the soul, and by a flash from heaven 

Firesroll the faculties with dorious joy. 

A^ voice is heard that mmtu ears hear not 

Till Thou hast touched them; *ti8 the v(^ of sonj^ 

A loud Hekanna sent from alL^y work^ 

Which he that hedrs it "With a shout rqieats. 

And adds his rapture to the general piaise. 890 


265 


. THE WIHTEJ^ WALK AT HOOH. 


In that blest moment. Nature throwing wide 
Her vefll opaque, discloses witn a smile 
The Author of her beauties, who, retired 
Behind his own creation, works unseen 
By the impure, and hears his power denied. 

*Thou art the source and centre of all minds, 

Their only point of rest, Eternal Word! 

From thee departing they are lost mid rove 
, At random without honour, hope, or peace. 

From thee is all that soothes the life of man, 

' Ilis high endeavour, and his glad success, 

His strenMh to suffer, and his will to serve. 

But oh, Tnott bounteous Civet of all good ! 

Thou art of all thy gifts thyself the crown I 
Give»what Thou canst, without Thee we are poor; 
And with Theg rich, ^e^what Thou wilt awaj^ 


BOOK VI. 

THE WINTER WALK AT NOON. 

Argument —Bells at a distance—Their effect— A. fine noon m winter—A sheltered walk— 
Meditation better than books—Our familiarity with the cotirae or nittfi^niakS it appear less 
^wonderful than it is—The transformation that spring effects in a shiulibery described—A 
mistake concerning the course of n^ure corrected—God maintains it by an unremitted act— 
The amusements fashionable at this hour of the day reproved—Animals happy, a delightful 
*sight*»Ortgin of cruelty to animals—^That it is a great crime proved from Scripture—Ihat 
proof illustrated by a tale—A line drawn between the lawful and unlawful destruction of them 
—Their good and useful properties insisted on-Apology for the encomiums bestowed by the 
author upon animals—Instances of man's extravagant prune of man—The groans of the 
creation shall have an end—View taken of the restoration of all things—An invocation and 
an invitation of Him who shall bring it to pass—^Thf retired man viadic^ed from the charge 
of uselessness—Conclusion. * 

There is in souls a ^mpathv with sounds, 

And as the mifld is pitched uie ear is pleased 
With melting airs or martial, brisk or grave: 

Some chord in unison with wHRt we hear 
Is totiflied widiin us, and the heart replies. 

How soft the music of those village bells 
Falling at intesvals upon the ear 
In cadence sweet! now dying all ai^ay, 

Now pealing loud again, and louder still, 

Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on. 

With easy force it opens all the cdls 
Where memov slept. Wltoiever 1 have hean^ 

A kindred melody, the scab leenn^ • 

And wit^ it all its pleasures and its pains. 
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Such comprehensive views ^he spirit takes, 

That in a few short moments I retrace 
(As in a map the voyager his course) 

The windings of my way through many years. 

Short as in retrospect the journey seems, 

It seemed not always short; the nigged path, 20 

^ And prospect oft so dreaiy and forlorn. 

Moved many a sigh at its disheartening length. 

Yftt feeling present evils, while the past 
Faintly ttnpress the mind, or not at all, 

How readiljnive wish time spent revoked, 

ThaU we might try the ground again, where once 
(Through inexperience as we n6w peffceive) 

We missed that happiness we might have founrl! 

Some friend is gone, perhaps his son’s best friend, 

A lather, «whose authority, in show 30 

When most severe, and mustering all its force. 

Was but the graver countenance of love; 

Whose favour, like the clouds of spring, might kwer. 

And utter now and then an awful voice. 

Hut hail a blessing in its darkest frown. 

Threatening at once and nourishing the plant. 

We loved, but not enough, the gentle hand 
That reared us. At a thoughtless age alluied 
By every gilded folly, we renounced 

liis side, and wilfully forewent 40 

That converse which w'e now in vain regret. 

How gladly would the rntin recall to life 
The boy’s neglected sire I a mother''00, 

That softer friend, perhaps more gladly still. 

Might he demand them at the gates of death. 

Sorrow has, since they went, subdued and tamed 
I'he playful humour ; he could now endure 
(Himself grown .sober in the vale of tears) 

And feel a parent’s presence no restraint. 

But not to understand a treasure’s w'orth 50 

I'lll time has stolen away the slighted good, 

Is cause of half the poverty we feel, 

>4id makes the world the wilderness it is. 

Tha few that pray at all pray oft amiss. 

And, seeking grace to improve the prize they hold, 

^Wmild urge a wiser suit th^n asking more. ^ 

The ni^it was winter in his roughest mood, 

The morning sharp and clear. But now at noon, 

^^pon the southern side of the slant hills, 

And where the woods fence off the northern blast, 60 

The reason smiles, resigning all its rage. 

And has the warmth of May. TT»e vault is blue 
Without a cloud, and white without a speck 
T'he dazzling splendour of th^*spene below. 

Again the harmony o'er the vale^ 

And through the trees I view the emlNUtled towfr 
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Whence all the muaic. 1 again Dercetve 
I'he soothfhg influence of the waited strains, 

And settle in soft musings as 1 tread 

The walk, still verdant, under oaks and elms, 70 

Whose outspread branches overarch the glade. 

Tl^ roof, though moveable through all its length 
As the wind sways it, has yet well sufficed. 

And intercepting in their silent fall 

The itequent flakes, hxs kept a path for me. 

No noise is here, or none that hinders thought. 

The redbreast warbles still, but is content ^ 

With slendeAioles, and more than half suppref-scrl : 

Pleased with his solitude, nnfl flitting light 

From spray to spray, where’er he rests he shakes So 

From many a twig the pendent drops of ice, 

That tinkle in theiivithercd Ifaves below. * 

Stillness, accompanied with sounds so ^(l, 

Charms n\pre than silence. Meditation here 
May think down hours to moments. Here .the heart 
Hlay give a useful lesson to the head, • 

And learning wiser t^:ow without his hookl.s * 
Knowledge and wisdom, far from I^eing one, 

Have ofttimes no connexion. Knowledge dwells 

In heads replete with thoughts of other men, 90 

Wisdom in minds attentive to their own. 

Knowledge, a rude unprofitable mass, 

The mere materials with which wi.sdom builds. 

Till smoothed and squared and fitted to its place, 

"Does but encumber whom it seems to enrich. 

Knowledge is proud that he has learned so much; 

*Wisdom is humble that he knows no more. 

Books are not seldom talismans and spells. 

By which the magic art of shrewder wits 

Holds an unthinking multitude enthralled. lOO 

Some to the fascination of a name 

Surrender judgment hoodwinked. Some the st} le 

Infatuates, and through labyrinths and wilds 

Of error leads them, by a tune entranced. 

While sloth seducq^ more, too weak to bear 
The insupportable fati^e of thought, 

And swallowing therefore, withoin pause or choice, 

The total ffrist unsifted, husks ana all. 

But trees, ^d rivulets whose rapid course 

Defies the cheek of winter, haunts of deer, l k 

And sheepwalks pdpulons with bleating hunbs, 

And lanes in which the primrose ere her time 
Peeps through the moss that clothes the hawthorn root. 
Deceive no student Wisdom there, and Truth, ■ 

Not shy as in the world, and to he won 

By slow solicitation, seize at 

The roving tho^ht, and fix it on theftiselveS. 

Wli^t prodigies can power divine perform 



THE TASK. 


More grand than it produce year by year. 

And all iii sight of inattentive maji ? 

Familiar with the effect we slight the caus^ 

And in the constancy of nature’s course, 

The regular return of genial months. 

And renovation of a faded world, 

See nought to wonder at. Should God again, 

" As once in Gibeon, interrupt the race 
Of. the undeviating and punctual sun, 

How wduld the world admire 1 liut speaks it less 

An agency dhrine, to make him know 

Zlis r>oment when to sink and when to rise, > 

Age after age, than^o arrest hisucourse? 

All we behold is miracle, but seen 
So duly, all is miracle in vain. 

Where nov the vital eneigy that moved. 

While summer was, the pure and subtle lymph 
Through the imperceptible meandering veins 
Of leaf and flower ? It sleeps; and tlie icy touch 
Of un|>*‘olific winter has impiessed 
A colei staghatioB bn the intestine tide. 

But let the months go round, a few short months. 

And all shall be restored, 'i'hcse naked shoots. 

Barren os lances, among which the wind 
Makes wintry music, sighing as it goes, 
j^hal) putJb*»^ir graceful foliage on again. 

And more aspiring, and with aniplci spread, 

Shall boast new charms, and more than they have lost. 
Then each, in its )>eculiar honours clod, 

Shall publish, even to the distant eye. 

Its family and tribe. Laburnum rich 
In streaming gold; Syringa ivory pure; 

The scentless and the scented Rose, this red 
And of an humbler growth, the other tall,* 

And throwing up into the darkest gloom 
Of neighbouring Cypress, or more sable Vew, 

Her silver glolies, light as the foamy surf 
That the wind severs from the broken wave; 

T*’e Lilac various in array, now white, 

Now sanguine, and her beauteous head now set 
With purple spikes pyramidal, as if 
..Studious of ornament, yet dnresolved 
Which hue she most approved, she chose them all; 
Copious of flowers the Woodbind pale and wan, 

But well compensating her sickly looks 
With never cloying odours, early and late; 

bloom, so tibick a swarm 
Of flowers like flies clothing her slender rods 
^at s^rce a leaf appears; Mezereon too, 

Though leafless, w^ attired, md thick beset 

t a ' 

* The Guelder Rom, 
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With blushing wreaths investing every spray; 

Althaea with the purple ey^; the*l 3 room, 170 

Yellow and bright as bullion unalloyed 

Her blossoms ; and luxuriant above all 

The Jasmine, throwing wide her elegant sweets, 

Tift deep dark green of whose unvarnished leaf 
Makes more conspicuous and illumines more 
The bright profusion of her scattered stars. — 

These have been, and these shall be in their day; 

And all this uniform uncoloured scene 
Shall be dismantled of its fleecy load, 

And flush inA> variety again. ^ , iSa 

From dearth to plenty, %nd from death tq life^ 

Is Nature's progress when she lectures man 
In heavonly truth ; evincing, as she makes 
The grand transitjpn, that th^e lives and works 
A soul in all things, and that soul is Go^. 

The beau|ies of the wilderness are His, 

That make so gay the solitary place 

Where no eye secs them. And the fairer forms, 

I'hat cultivation glo' :cs in, are His. * ^ * 

He sets the bright procession on Us way, 190 

And marshals all the order of the year; 

He marks the 1 >ounds which winter may not pass, 

1\nd blunts his pointed fury; in its case, 

Russet and rude, folds up the tender germ 
Uninjured, with inimitable art; 

And, ere one flowery season fades and dies, 

"Designs the blooming vipndets of the next. 

Some say that in the origin of things, 

* When all creation started into birth. 

The infant elements received a law 200 

From which they swerve not since. That under force-* 

Of that controlling ordinance they move. 

And need not His immediate hand who first 
Prescribed their course, to regulate it now. 

Thus dream they, and contrive to save a God 
The encumbrance of His own concerns, and spare 
The great Artificer of all that moves 
The stress of a continual act, the pain 
Of unremitted vigilance and care. 

As too la^rious and severe a tasK. 

So man, %e moth, is not afraid, it seems. 

To span Omnipotence, and'measure might 
That knows no measure by the scanty 
^nd standard of his own, that is to-d!ay. 

And is not ere to<morrow’s sun go down. 

But how should matter occupy a charge, 

Dull as it is, and satisfy a law 
So vast in its demands, unless ^pelled 
To ceaseless service by a ceasmens fifree, * 

And^der pressure of some conscious cause ? 
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The Lord of all. Himself through all diffused, 

Sustains and is the life of ihl tha^ lives. 

Nature is but a name for an effect 

Whose cause is God. He feeds the secret fire 

By which the mighty process is maintained. 

Who sleeps not, is not weary ; in whose sight 
Slow-circling ages are as transient days; 

<Whose work is without labour; whose designs 
Nq flaw deforms, no difficulty thwarts ; 

And whose beneficence no charge exhausts. 230 

Him blind a^i^^iquity profaned, not served, 

WitKseif-t.'iughi rites, and under various names, 

Femme and male, J^omona, Pales, Pan, 

And Flora and Vertumnus ; peopling earth 
With tutelary goddesses and gods 
That wer^ not; avd commending as they would 
To each some province, garden, field or grove. 

But all are under One. One spirit—His 

Who wore the plaited thorns with bleeding brows— 

Rules i^niversal nature. Not a flower 240^ 

But shows t>ome touch in freckle, streak or stain, 

Of His unrivalled pencil. He inspires 
Their balmy odours and imparts their hues. 

And bathes their eyes with nectar, and includes. 

In grains as countless as the seaside sands, 

forgyi,wjth which He sprinkles all the earth. 

Tlapp^wno walks with Him ! whom what he finds 
Of flavour or of scent in fruit or flower, 

Or what he views of beautiful or groj^d 

In nature, from the broad majestic oak 250 

To the green blade that twinkles in the sun. 

Prompts with remembrance of a present God. 

His presence, who made all so fair, perceived. 

Makes all still fairer. As with him no scene 
Is dreary, so with him all seasons please. 

Though winter had been none, had man been true. 

And earth be punished for its tenant’s sake, 

Yet not in vengeance ; as this smiling sky, 
soon succeeding such an angry night, 

An4 these dissolving snows, and this clear stream 260 
Recovering fast its liquid music, prove. 

Who then that has a miifd well strung and tuned 
' To Contemplation, and within his reach ' 

A scene so friendly to his favourite task, 

$V’ould waste attention at the chequered board, 

His host of wooden warriors to and fro 
Marching and countermarchii^, with an eye 
As fixed as marble, with a for^ead ridged 
And fu^wed into storms, and with a hand 
Trembling, as if eternity were hung 
la balance on his conduct of £ ^n r 
Nor envies he aught more their i^e !^rt 


270 



TUE IVINTE^ IVALA' AT NOO^r, 


Who pant with application misapplied 
To trivial^oys, an^ pushinj^ ivojy balls 
Across a velvet level, feel i joy 
Akin to rapture, when the bauble finds 
Its destined goal of difficult access. 

N'^r deems he wiser him who gives his noon 
To miss, the mercer’s plague, from shop to shop 
Wandering, and littering with unfolded silks zSa 

The polished counter, and approving none. 

Or promising with smiles to call agmn. , 

Nor him who, by his vanity seduced, 

And soothe<^into a dream mat he discerns « 

The difference of a Gr^do from a daub, 

Freouents the crowded auction. Statioded there 
As duly as the Langford of the show, 

With gl&ss at eye, and catalogue in hand. 

And tongue accomplished insthe fdlsome oint 

And pedantry that coxcomlis learn witl#easc, 290 

Oit as th« price-deciding hammer falls, 

^He notes it in his book, then raps his box, 

Swears *tis a ba^in, rails at his hard fate^ 

That he has let it pu.>s—but never bids. * 

Here unmolested, through whatever sign 
The sun proceeds, 1 wander ; neither mist. 

Nor freezing sky nor sultry, checking me. 

Nor stranger intermeddling with ray joy. 

Even in the spring and playtime of the year, 

I'hat calls the unwonted villager abroad 300 

.With all her little oties, a sportive train. 

To gather kingcups in Ae yellow mead. 

And prink their hair with daisies, or to pick 
A cheap but wholesome salad from the brook, 

These shades are all my own. The timorous hare, 

Grown so familiar with her freauent guest. 

Scarce shuns me ; and the stockdove unalanned 
Sits cooing in the pine- tree, nor suspends 
His long love-ditty for my near approach. 

Drawn irom his refuge in some lonely elm 310 

That age or injury has hollowed deep. 

Where on his bedaof wool and mattra leaves 
He has outslept the winter, ventures forth 
To frisk awhile, and bask in the#rarm sun. 

The squirrel, flippant, pert, and full of play. 

He sees me, and at once, awift as a bird. 

Ascends the neighbouring Mecb; there whisks bis brush. 

And perks his eai%, and stamps and scolds aloud, 

^ith all the prettiness of feigned alann. 

And anger insignificantly fierce * 320 

The heart is liard in nature, and unfit 
For human fellowship, as being void 
Of sympathy, and therefore deftd alijte 
To love and friendship both, that is notplMsed 
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With sight of animals enjoying life, ^ 

Nor feels their happiness ati^ment his own. 

The bounding fawn that darts across the glade 
When none pursues, through mere delight of heart. 

And spirits buoyant with excess of glee ; 

The horse, as wanton and almost as fleet, 330 

That skims the spacious meadow at full speed, 

^'fl'hen stops and snorts, and throwing high his heels. 

Starts to the voluntary race again ; 

The veryikine that gambol at high noon, 

I'he total hea^ receiving first from one 
That leads the ^uice a summons to be gay. 

Though wild their strange vagaries, and uncouth 

Their efforts, yet resolved with one consent 

To give such act and utterance as they may 

To ecstasy too big^to be suppressed;— 340 

These, and a thousand images of bliss, 

With which kind Nature graces every scene ) 

Where cruel man defeats not her design, 

Impart^to the benevolent, who wish 
All that ar& capable of pleasure pleased, 

A far superior happiness to theirs. 

The comfort of a reasonable joy. 

Man scarce had risen, obedient to His call 
Who formed him from the dust, his future graven 
Wh en he wa s crowned as never king was since. 350 

GodVer'tncTaiadem upon his head. 

And angel choirs attended. Wondering stood 
The new<madc monarch, while before lum passed, 

All happy, and all perfect in their kind. 

The creatures, summoned from their various haunts 
To see their sovereign, and confess his sway. 

Vast was his empire, absolute his power. 

Or bounded only by a law whose force 
'Twas his subiiinest privilege to feel 

And pwn, the law ot universal love. 3C0 

He ruled with meekness, they obeyed with joy; 

No cruel purpose lurked M-ithin his heart. 

And no distrust of his intent in theirs. 

^»o Eden was a scene of harmless sport, *- 
Where kindness on his part w'ho ruled the whole 
Begat a tranquil confidence<in all, 

"~’'Ana fear as yet was not, nor cause for fear. 

But sin man^ all; and the revoB of man. 

That source of evils not exhausted yet, 

Was punished with revolt of his from him. 370 

(iarden of God, how terrible the change 

Thy groves and lawns then witnessed I Every heart. 

Each animal of every name, conceived 
A jealousyk and an instinctive fear, 

And, conscious of. some danger; either fled 
Precipitate the loathed abode of man, 
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Or growled defiance in such angi^ sort. 

As taught him too to tremble inmis turn. 

Thus harmony and family ^iccord 
Were driven from Paradise; and in that hour 
The seeds of cruelty, that since have swelled 
Tt such gigantic and enormous growth, 

Were sown in human nature’s fruitful soil. 

Hence date the persecution and the pain 
That man inflicts on all inferior kinds, 

Regardless of their plaints. To make him sport, • 
To gratify the frenzy of his wrath, - 

Or his buefeluttony, are causes good • 

And just in nis accouitti wly bird and beast 
Should suffer torture, ai\d the streams b6 dyed 
With lilood of their inhabitants impaled. 

Karth groans beneath the burden of a wiir 
Wageil with defi^iceless inntcence, while ne, 

Not satisfied to prey on all around, # 

Adds teiffold bitterness to death by pangs 
^ Needless, and first torments ere he devours. 

Now happiest they that occupy the sccne<% 

The most remote fiuiu hU abhorred resort, • 

Whom once, as delegate of God on earth. 

They feared, and as His perfect image loved. 

,Thc wilderness is theirs, with all its caves. 

Its hollow glens, its thickets, and its plains 
IJnvisited by man. There they are free. 

And howl and roar as likes them, uncontrolled, 

, Nor ask his leave to slumber or to play. 

Woe to the tyrant, if lA dare intrude 
Within the confines of their wild domain: 

The lion tells him, '* 1 am monarch here! ” 

And if he spare him, spares him on the terms 
Of royal mercy, and through generous scorn 
To rend a victim trembling at his foot 
In measure, as by force of instinct drawn, 

Or by necessity constrained, they live 
Dependent upon man, those in his fields. 

These at his crib, and some beneath his roof. 

They prove too often at how dear a rate 
He sells protection. Witness, at his foot, 

The spaniel dying for some veni%I fault. 

Under dj^ectiqn of the knotted scourge; 

Witness, the patient ox, w^th stripes and yells 
Driven to the* slaughter, goaded, as he runs. 

To madness, whife the savage at his heels 
4 ^ughs at the frantic sufferer’s fui^ spent 
Upon the guiltless passenger o’erthrown. 

He too is witness, noblest of the train 
That wait on man, the flight-performing horse: 
With unsuspecting readiness m tak^s ^ 

'His murderer on his back, and pushed all day. 
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With bleeding sides and flanks that heave for life, 
To the far-distant goal, arri>;es and dies. 

So little merc^ shows who needs so much I 
Does law, so jealous in the cause of man, 
Denounce no doom on the delinouent? None. 

Tie lives, and o’er his brimming beaker boasts 
(As if barbarity were high desert) 

•^J'he inglorious feat, and clamorous in praise 
Of the poor brute, seems wisely to suppose 
The honc^urs of his matchless horse his own. 

But many a crime deemed innocent on earth 
Is registered h.jJjgaven j and these, no doubt, 
Have'cach their record, with a curse annexed. 
Man may dismiss compa.ssion from his*'heart. 

But God will never. When He charged the Jew 
To assist his foe’s down-fallen beast to rise; 

And whert the bush-exploring bov that seiz- d 
The young, to let tho„parent bird go free ; 

Proved He not plainly that His meaner works 
Are yet His care, and liave an interest all, 

All, in -Lhe universal Father’s love? 

On Noah, and in.Uim on all mankind. 

The charter was conferred, by which we hold 
The flesh of animals in fee, and claim 
O’er all we feed on, power of life and death. 

But read the instrument, and mark it well: 

of a tpannous control 

Can And no warrant there. Feed then, and yield 
Thanks for thy food. Carnivorous through sin, 
Feed on the slain, but spare the livir.g brute. 

The Governor of all. Himself to all 
So bountiful, in whose attentive car 
The unfledged raven and the lion’s whelp 
Plead not in vain for pity on the pangs 
Of hunger unassuaged, has inteq}osed, 

Not seldom. His avenging arm, to smite 
The htiurious trampler upon nature’s law. 

That claims forbearance even for a brute. 

He hates the hardness of a Balaam’s heart; 

,<And prophet as he was, he might not strikes 
The blameless animal, without rebuke. 

On which he rode. Her importune offence 
..^^Savj^d him, or the unrelenting seer had died. 
He^sees that human equity is slack 
To interfere, though in so just a cause. 

And makes the task His own : inspiring dumb 
And helpless victims with a sense so keen 
Of injury, with such knowledge of their strength 
And such sagacity to take revengi^ 

That oft the beast has seemed to judge the mar. 
An ancient, not a legendary ' 

By one of sound iabuUgence rehearsed^ 
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(If such who plead for Providence may seem 
In inodenf eyes,) shall mak^ the doctrine clear. 

Where England, stretched towards the setting sun 
Narrow and long, o’erlooks the western wave, 

Dwelt young Mbagathus; a scomer he 
Of^God and goodness, atheist in ostent, 

Vicious in act, in temper savage-fierce. 

He journeyed; and his chance was as he went 
To Join a traveller, of far different note, 

Kvander, famed fur piety, for years 
Deserving h<mour, but for wisdom more. 

Fame had nd left the venerable man ' 

A stranger to the manners ofrthe youth, • 

Whose face too was familiar to his view. 

Their w%y was on the marmn of the land. 

O’er the green summit of uie^rocka whose 4 >ase # 
Beats ba» the roaring sui^e, scarce he^ so high. 
The charity that warmed his heart was moved 
At sight oT the man-monster. With a smile 
aGentle, and affable, and full of grace. 

As fearful of offenclii-.f whom he wished • , 

Much to persuade, he plied his ear with trutns 
Not harshly thundered forth, or rudely pressed. 

But, like his purpose, gracious kind, and sweet. 
VAnd dost thou-dream,*' the impenetrable man 
Exclaimed, "that me the lullabies of age. 

And fantasies of dotards such as thou, 

Can cheat, or move a moment’s fear in ipe? 

^ark now the proof I gipre thee, that the brave 
Need no such aids as superstition lends, 
aTo steel their hearts against the dread of death." 
He spoke, and to the precipice at hand 
Pushed with a madman’s fury. Fancy shrinks, 

And the blood thrills and curdles at the thought 
Of such a gulf as he designed hb grave. 

But though the felon on his back could dare 
The dreadful leap, more rational his steed 
Declined the death, and wheeling swiftly round. 

Or e'er his hoof had pressed the crumbling veige, 
Baffled his rider, sdved against his will 
The frenzy of the brain may be redressed 
By medicine well applied, but without grace 
The heart^f insanity admits no cure. 

Enraged the more by what might have reformed 
His horrible intent^ again he sought 
Destruction, with a zeal to be destroyed, 

With sounding whip, and Vowels died in blood. 

But still in vain, llie Providence that meant 
A longer date to the &r nobler beast, 

Spared yet ^in the ignobler f(^ his sake. < 

And now, his prowess proved,* and his sincere 
Incurable obduracy evinced, 
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His rage grew cool; and pleased perhaps to have earned 
So cheaply the renown of fnat at|empt, 

With looks of some complacence he resumed 
His road, deriding much the blank amaze 
Of good Evander, still Where he was left 
Fixed motionless, and petrified with dread. 

So on they fared ; discourse on other themes 
'^Ensuing, seemed to obliterate the past, 540 

Apd tamer far for so much fuiw shown, 

(As is the course of rash and nery men,) 

The rude covyginion smiled, as if transformed. 
iDut 'jjWas a t^alent calm, A storm was near, > 

An unsns}H:cted sto^t. His hour was come. 

The impious challenger of power divine 

Was now to learn th.at Heaven, though slow to wrath. 

Is never y^th impunity d^ed. 

His horse, as he had caugiit hi^ master’s mood, 

Snorting, and startin'^ into sudden rage, 550 

U nhulden, and not now to be controlled, 

Rushe^) to the cliff, and having reached it, stood. , 

At once thn shock unseated him: he flew 
Sheer o’er the craggy barrier, and immersed 
Deep in the flood, found, when he sought it not, 

The death he had deserved, and died alone. 

So Gixl wrought double justice; made the fool 
The victi m of his own tremendous choice, 

AmrraCght’il brute the way to safe revenge. 

I would not enter on my list of friends 560 

(Though graced with polished moni^prs and fine sense, 

Yrt wanting sensibility) the man 
Who needlessly sets foot upon a worm. 

An inadvertent .step may crush the snail 
'I'hat crawls at evening in the public path ; 

But he that has humanity, forew'arnca, 

Will tread aside, and let the reptile live. 

The^creeping vermin, loathsome to the sight. 

And charged perhaps with venom, that intrudes, 

A visitor unwelcome, into scenes 570 

f^cred to neatness and repose, the alcove, 

Tl^ chamber, or refectory, may die: 

A necessary act incurs no blame. 

Not so when, held within <heir proper bounds, 

And guiltless of offence, they range the air. 

Or take their pastime in the spacious field : 

,^There they are privil^ed ; and he that hijints' 

Or harms them there is guilty of a wrongs’ 

Dispirbs the economy of Nature’s 

Who,,, when she formed, designed them an abode. 580 

The sum is this : if man's convenience^ health. 

Or safety,^interfere, his rights and claims 
Are paramount, and must eiAinguish thdrs. 

Else they are all—the meanest things that are>^ 
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As free to live, and to enjoy that life, 

As God w%Ls free to form them nrihe first, 

Who in llis sovereign wisdom made them all. 

Ye therefore who love mercy, teach your suns 

To love it too. The .spring-time of our years 

Is loon dishonoured and defiled in most 590 

lly bndding ills, that ask a prudent hand 

To check them. But, alas I none sooner shoots, 

If unf^'strained, into luxuriant growth, 

I'lian cruelty, most devilish of them all. 

Mercy to him that shows it, is the rule 
And righteoiK limitation of its act. 

By which Heaven mov& in pardoning guilty man 
An<l he that shows none, being ripe in years. 

And conscious of the outrage he commits, 

.Shall seek it and ||ot find it ig his kirn. • Coo 

Disiinguisihed much by reason, and stUl more 
By our cayacity of grace divine. 

From creatures that exist but for our sake, 
i^Vhich, having served us, perish, we arc held 
Accountable, and Gi I, some future day, * ^ • 

Will reckon with us roundly for the abuse 
Of what He deems no mean or trivial trust. 

Superior as we are, they yet depend 
Not more on human help than we on theirs. 

Their strength, or speed, or vigilance, were givey 
In aid of our ilefecte. In some are found 
Suck teachable and apprehensive parts, 

*'rhat man’s attainments sn his own concerns. 

Matched with the expert ness of the brutes in ihoirs, 

'Are ofitimes vanquished and thrown far behind. 

Some show that nice sagacity of smell, 

And read with such discernment, in the port ^ 

And figure of the man, his secret aim, 

That oft we owe our safety to a skill 

We could not teach, and must despair to learn. • 620 

But learn we might, if not too proud to stoop 
To quadru{)ed instructors, many a good 
And useful quality, and virtue too. 

Rarely exempliheci among ourselves: 

Attachment never to be weaned or changed 
By any clmnge of fortune, proof lAike 
Against umcindness, absence, and neglect; 

Fidelity that neither bribe ifor threat 

Can move or warp*; and gratitude for small * 

And trivial favours, lasting as the life, 6 jo 

And glistening even in the dying eye. 

Man praises man.' Desert in arts or arms 
Wins public honour; and ten thousand sit 
Patiently present at a sacred sogg. 

Commemoration-mad ; content to hefur • 

(U wmiderfi 4 effect of muuc’s power I) 
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Mussiah’s eulogy for Handel’s sake. 

But less, methinlu^ than s^crilegf; might serve>- 
(For was it less ? what heathen would have dared 
To strip Jove’s statue of his oaken wreath, 

And hang it up in honour of a man ?) 

Much less might serve, when all that we design 
Is but to gratify an itching ear, 

And give the Jay to a musician’s praise. 

Heniember Handel ? Who that was not bom 
Deaf as* the dead to harmony, for^ts. 

Or can, theHj^re than Homer of his age ? 
tVes;—we ren^Coer him ; and while we praise 
A talent .so divine, .remember tf^o 
That His most holy book from whom it came 
Was never meant, was never used before. 

To biickc«m out ^e memoiy of a man. 

But hush !—the Muse perhaps’Is too severG, 

And, with a gravity deyond the size 
And measure of the offence, rebukes a deed 
Less iimpious than absurd, and owing more 
To want of judgment than to wrong design. 

So in the chapel of old Ely House, 

When wandering Charles, who meant to be the third. 
Had fled from Willitam, and the news was fresh. 

The simple clerk, but loyal, did announce, 

AjgJ^e di^^rear right merrily, two staves, 

SumpTo the ptaise and glory of King Geoige. 

praises man; and Garrick’s memory next, 
When time hath somewhat mellowed it, and made 
The idol of our worship while he lived 
The god of our idolatry once more. 

Shall have its altar; and the world shall go 
In pilgrimage to bow before his shrine. 

The theatre too small shall suffocate 

Its squeezed contents, and more than it admits 

ShaV sigh at their exclusion, and return 

Ungratified. For there some noble lord 

ShiUl .stuff his shoulders with King Richard’s bunch, 

, Or wrap himself in Hamlet’s inky cloak, 

' Aqd strut, and storm, and straddle, stamp and stare. 
To show the world how Garrick did not act 
For Garrick was a worshipper himself; 

He drew the liturgy, and framed the rites 
And solemn ceremonial of the day, 

•And called the world to worship on the banks 
Of Avon, famed in song. Ah, pleasant proof 
Tliat piefy has still in human hearts 
Some place, a spark or two not yet extinct' 1 
The mulberry>tree was hung with blooming wreaths; 
The mulberry-tree stood centre of the dance; 

The mulbenfy-tree was hymrfefl with dulcet airs ; 

And from his touchwood trunk the malbeny-tiv 
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Supplied such relics as devotion^holds 

Still saci%d» and preserves with pious care. 690 

So *twas a hallowed time : decorum reigned. 

And mirth without oflence. No few returned, 

a pubtless, much edified, and all refreshed. 

an praises man. The rabble all alive 
From tippling benches, cellars, stalls, and styes, 

Swarm in the streets. The statesman of the day, 

A ^mpous and slow-moving pageant, comes. ^ 

Some shout him, and some hang upon his car, 

To gaze in^is eyes, and bless him. Maidraa^ave 
Their kercniefs, and old women weep for Joy; a 760 

While others, not so ratisfiCd, unhorse • 

I'he gilded equipage, and turning loose 
Ilis sttetls, usurp a place they well deserve. 

Why ? what ha^charmcd t^cm ?• Hath he save# the Stale? 
No. Doth he purpose its salvation No. 

Knchan^^ng novelty, that moon at full, 

I’hat finds out every crevice of the head 
^ That is not sound and peifect, hath in theirs • 
Wrought this disti ;bance. Kut the wane^s nedr. 

And his own cattle must suffice him soon. 710 

Thus idly do we waste the breath of praise, 

And dedicate a tribute, in its use 
* And just direction sacred, to a thing 

Doomed to the dust, or lodged already thcr^^ 

Encomium in old time was poet’s w'ork; 

But poets having lavishly long since 
Exhausted all material of the art. 

The task now falls into the public hand ; 

And I, contented with an humble theme. 

Have poured my stream of panegyric down 720 

The vale of nature, where it creeps and winds ** 
Among her lovely works with a secure 
And unambitious course, reflecting clear. 

If not the virtues, yet the worth, of brutes. 

And 1 am recompensed, and deem the toils 
Of poetry not lost, if verse of mine 
May stand between an animal and woe. 

And teach one tyrant pity for his drudge. 

The groans ol nature in this ^ether world. 

WhichJHeaven has heard for ages, have an en<1. 730 

Foretola by prophets, and by poets song. 

Whose Are was kindled at the prophet’s lamp. 

The time of restf the promised Sabbath, comes. 

^ Six thousand years of sorrow have well nigh 
Fulfilled their tardy and disastrous course 
Over a sinful world; and what lenuuns 
Of this tempestuous state of human Uitngs 
Is merely as the working of^iisea 
. Before a calm, that rocks itself to test: * 

For He, \^ose car the winds aie, and the clouds 
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The dust that waits upon Ili^ sultry march, 

When sin hath moved Him, and Icis wrath is hot, 
Shall visit earth in mercy; shall descend 
Prooitious in His chariot paved with love ; 

Ana what His .storms have blasted and defaced 
For man’s revolt, shall with a smile repair. 

‘ Sweet is the harp of prophecy ; too sweet 
Plot to t>e wronged by a mere mortal touch ; 

Nor can ^]ie wonders it records be sung 
To meaner mu.^ic, and not suffer loss. 

Put when a pHi^^r when one like me, 

Ifappj, to rove i^ong poetic flowers, 

Though poor in skill <to rear therflr, lighis at last 
On some fair theme, some theme divinely fair, 

.Such is the impulse and the spur he feels 
To give it fliaise prbporliof.cd to ils worth, 

I'hat not to attempt it. arduous as he deems 
The labour, were a tas^ more arduous still. 

O scenes .surpassing fable, and yet true, 

Scenes rf accomplished bliss! which who can see, 
'I'hough but'In dirtant prospect, and not feel 
His soul refrc.shcd with foretaste of the joy? 

Rivers of gladness water all the earth. 

And clothe all climes with beauty. Tlie reproach 
Of Imrrenncss is past. The fruitful held 

with ait^undance ; and the land once lean, 
Or fertile only in its own disgrace, 

Exults to .see its thistly curse repealed. 

The various seasons woven into one, • 

And that one season an eternal spring. 

The garden fears no blight, and needs no fence, 

Fur there is none to covet, all arc full. 

The lion, and the libbard, and the bear 

Crase with the fearless flocks ; all bask at noon 

I'ogether, or all gambol in the shade 

Of thd‘same grove, and diink one common stream. 

Antipathies are none. No foe to man 

Lurks in the serpent now : the mother secs, 

.. \nd smiles to see, her infant’s playful hand ^ 
.Stretched forth to dally with the crested worm. 

To stroke his azure neck, orjlo receive 
The lambent homage of his arrowy ton^e. . 

All creatures worship man, and all mankind 
One Lord, one Father. Error hai no place : 

'rhat creeping pestilence is driven away: 

The breath of heaven has cha.sed it. ^ In the heart 
No passion touches a discordant string, 

Put all Is harmony and love. Disease 
Is not: the pure and uncontaminate blood 
Holds its (file course, nor feara,t^e frost of age. 

One song employs "all nations, and all cry, 

** Worthy Uie Lamb, for He was slain for us! ” 
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The dwellers in the vales and on the rocks 
Shout to Ach other, and thp modhtain-tops 
From distant mountains catch the flying joy, 

Till, nation after nation taught the strain, 

P'arth rolls the rapturous Hosanna round. 

Benold the measure of the promise filled ; 

See Salem built, the labour of a God ! 

Bright as a sun the sacred city shines; 

All lAngdoms and all princes of the earth 
Flock to that light; the glory of all lands 
Flows into l^r ; unbounded is her joy, 

And eridlessmer increase. Thy rams arc tH^^ 
Nebaioth, and the flocKis of Kedar there 
The looms of Orinus, and the mines of Ind, 

And Saba’s spicy groves, pay tribute there. 

I’raise is in all he| gates ; up^n hcf walls, • 

And in her streets, and in her spacious courts, 

Is heard |^lvation. Eastern Java thcr^ 

Kneels with the native of the farthest West, 

^And A^thiopia spreads abroad the hand. 

And worships. Hei rvpjjrt has travelled forth 
Into all lands. From every clime they com( 

To see thy beauty, and to share thy joy, 

O Sion 1 an assembly such as earth 
•Saw never, such as 1 leaven stoops down to see. 

Thus heavenward all tilings tend. For all woic once 
Perfect, and all must be at length restored. ^ * 

So Gofl has greatly purpo^ed ; who would else 
In His dishonoured wo|ks Himself endure 
Dishonour, and Im wronged without redrc.ss. 

Haste then, and wliecl away a shattered world, 

Yc slow-revolving seasons ! we would see 
(A sight to which our eyes are strangers yet) 

A world that does not (Ircad and hate Hia laws. 

And suffer for its crime ; would learn how fair 
The creature is that (vod pronounces good, 

How pleasant in itself what pleases Him. 

Here every drop of honey hides a stuig. 

Worms wind themselves into our sweetest flowers, 

And even the joy*that haply some poor heart 
Derives from Heaven, pure as the fountain is, 

Is suliiedJn the stream ; taking f taint 
From touch of human lips, at best impure. 

(^h-for a world in principle as chaste 
As this is gross and selfish 1 over which 
^ustom and prejudice shall bear no sway. 

That govern all things hire, shouldering aside , 

The meek and modest Truth, and forcing her 


'' Nebaioth and Kedar, the sons of IslimaeUland progenitors of tiA Anifn, in the 
>cript!ire Itere alluded to, may be reasonably considered as represeiiUtivc^ of the 
t large. 
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To .<^k a refuge from the tongue of strife 
In nooks obscure, far from'the w^ys of men; 

Where violence shall never lift the sword, 

Nor cunning justify the proud man’s wrong, 

Leaving the poor no remedy but tears; 

Where ne that fills an office, shall esteem 
The occasion it presents of doing good 
^More than the perquisite ; where law shall speak 
Seldom, and never but as wisdom prompts 
And eqcity; not jealous more to guard 850 

A worthless/orm than to decide aright; 

fashlon^'.ali not sanctify abuse, 

Nor smooth good*bfceding (supplemental grace) 

With lean performance ape the work of love. 

Come then, and added to I'hy many crowns. 

Receive ypt one, tl»e crow,a of all the earth. 

Thou who'alone art worthy! *it was Thine 
By ancient covenant tre nature’s birth. 

And Thou hast made it Thine by purchase since. 

And overpaid its value with Thy blood. 8ocr 

Thy saints proclaim Thee King ; and in their hearts 
Thy title is engr&ven witli a pen 
Dipped in the fountain of eternal love. 

Thy saints proclaim Thee King; and Thy delay 
Gives courage to their foes, who, could they see 
The d awn of Thy last advent, long-desired, 
creep’*i*.‘.to the bowels of tlie hills, 

And flee for safety to the falling rocks. 

The very spirit of the world is tired . 

Of its own taunting (j[uestion, asked so long, fyo 

“ Where is the promise of your Lord’s approach ? ” 

The infidel has shot his bolts away, 

Till his exhausted quiver yielding none, 

. He gleans the blunted shafts that have recoiled, 

And aims them at the shield of Truth again. 

The veil is ren^ rent too by priestly hands, 

That hides divinity from mortal eyes; 

And all the mysteries to faith proposed, 

Ii^ulted and traduced, are cast aside 
•^‘As useless, to the moles and to the bats. fSo 

Th(^ now are deemed the faithful, and are praised. 

Who, constant only in reje^ing Thee, 

Deny Thy Godhead with a martyr’s 
And quit their office for their error’s sake. 

Blind, and in love with darkness ! yet even these 
Worthy, compared with sycophants, who knee 
Thy name, adoring, and then preach Thee man ! 

So fares Thy church. But how Thy church may fare 
The world takes little thought. 'Who will may preach, 

And what ^hey will. All pastors are alike 890 

To wandering shetp, resolvedTo follow none. 

Two gods divide them all, Pleasure and Gain: 
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For these they live* they sacrifice to these* * 

And in their service wa^^perpcftual war 

With conscience and with Thee. Lust in their hearts* 

And mischief in their hands, they roam the earth 
To prey upon each other: stubborn, fierce, 

High-minded, foaming out their own disgrace. 

Thy prophets imeak of such; and, noting down 
The features of the last degenerate times, 

Exhibit every lineament of these. * 

Come then, and added to Thy many crowns. 

Receive yet one, as radiant as the rest, /t 

Due to Thf last and most effectual work, 

Thy word fulfilled, the conquest of a wprld. 

He is the happy man, whose life even now 
Shows^omewhat of that happier life to c-oinc; 

Who, doomed to an obscure but iranquil^statc, 

Is pleased with n, and, wer§ he free to choose. 

Would make his fate his choice ; wholn peace, tue iruii 910 
Of virtu?, and whom virtue, fruit of faith. 

Prepare for happiness ; liespcak him one 
Content indeed to v journ while he must* 

Relow the skies, but having there his homdl 
The world o’erlooks him in her busy search 
Of objects more illustrious in her view; 

And occupied as earnestly as she. 

Though more sublimely, he o’erlooks the world. 

She scorns his pleasures, for she knows theirfffot; 

He seeks not hers, for he has proved them vain. 920 

He cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
Pursuing gilded dies, and such he deems 
Her honours, her emoluments, her joys. 

Therefore in contemplation is his bliss. 

Whose power is such, that whom she lifts from earth „ 

She makes familiar with a heaven unseen. 

And shows him glories yet to be revealed. 

Not slothful he, though seeming unemployed, • 

And censured oft as useless. Stillest streams 

Oft water fairest meadows, and the bird 930 

That flutters least is longest on the wing. 

Ask him, indeed; what trophies he has raised. 

Or what achievements of immortal fame 
He purposes, and he shall answer—^None. 

His warf&re is within. There unfatigued 
His fervent spirit labours.* There he fights. 

And there obtains fresh triumphs o’er himself. 

And never-witheriM wreaths, compared with which 
'The laurels that a Caesaf reaps are weeds. 

Perhaps the self-approving haughty world, 940 

That as she sweeps him with her whistling silks 
Scarce deigns to notice him, gr, if she see, 

, Deems him a cipher in the ^orks of God» 

Receives advantage from his noiseless hours, 
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Of wltich she little dreams. Perhaps she owes 
Her sunshine and her rain, Ner bl^pniing spring 
And plenteous harvest, to the prayer he makes, 
When, Isaac-like, the solitary saint 
Walks forth to meditate at eventide, 

And think on her, who thinks not for herself. 
Foi^ve him then, thou bustler in concerns 
Qf uttle worth, and idler in the best, 

If, ^uthor of no mischief and some good, 

He seeks'^iis proper happiness by means 
That may adn/^e, but cannot hinder, thine. 

Mor though he tf^d the secret path of life, 
Pmgage no notice, and enjoy muoli east*, 

Account him an encumbrance on the slate, 
Kcceiving benefits, and rendering none. 

His sphere though humble, if that humble sphere 
Shine with his fair example, and though small 
His influence, if that l^ifmcnce all lx* spent 
In soothing sorrow and in quenching strife, 

In aiding helpless indigence, in works 
From which-at least a grateful few tlerive 
Some taste of coihfort in a world of u oe, 

Then let the supercilious great confess 
He serves his country, recimipenscs well 
The state beneath the shadow of whose vine 
ll&^s secure^ and in the scale of life 
Holds' ho igiiorM:, though a slighted, place. 

The man whose virtues are more felt tlian seen 
Must drop indeed the hope of public oraisc; 

Hut he may boast what few that win it can. 

That if his country stand not by his skill. 

At least his follies have not wrought her fall. 
Polite refinement offers him in vain 
Her golden tulie, through which a sensual world 
Draws gross impurity, and likes it well, 

The noat conveyance hiding all the offence. 

Not that he peevishly rejects a mode 
Because that world adopts it. If it bear 
Th,<* stamp and clear impression of good sense, 
‘^'And, be not costly more than of true worth, 

He puts it on, and for decorum sake 
Can wear it even as graceful as she. 

She judges of refinement by the eye. 

He by me test of conscience, and «i heart 
Not soon deceived ; aware tliat what is base 
No polish can make sterling, and that vice. 
Though well perfumed and elegantly* dressed. 
Like an unburied carcase tricked with flovrers, 

Is but a garnished nuisance, fitter far 
For cleanly'riddance than for fair attire. 

So life glides sraootMy and bv'sfealth away, 

More golden than that age of fabled gold 
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Renowned in ancient song ; not vexed with care • 

Or staine^ with guilt, beneficent^ approved 
Of God and man, and pea&eful in its end. 

So glide my life away ! and so at last, louo 

My share of duties decently fulfilled, 

May some disease, not tanly to perform 
Its destined oillice, yet with gentle stroke 
J )ismi8s me weary to a safe retreat, 

Beneath the turf that I have often trod. 

It shall not grieve me, then, that once, when called* 

To dress a Sofa with the flowers of verse, * 

I played a^^ile, obedient to the fair, ^ 

With that light task; but soj)n, to please her more, 

Whom flowers alone I knew would Httld please, toio 

I.et fall the unfinished wreath, and roved for fruit; 

Roved far, and gathered much : some harsh, *tis true, 

Picked from the ftiorns and Briars*of reproof, • 

But wholesome, well digested ; grateful some 
.To palatd^ that can taste immortal truth, 

^Insipid else, and sure to be despised. 

But all is in liis hand whose praise I secK 
In vain the poet sings, and the world hears^ 

If He r^rd not, though divine the theme. 

’Tis not in artful measures, in the chime 1020 

, And idle tinkling of a minstrel’s lyre. 

To charm His ear, whose eye is on the heart; 

Whose frown can disappoint the prou<lest strM^ 

Whose approbation prosper—even mine. 
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AN EPISTLE TO JOSEPH HILL, Esq. 

Dear JoiiEPII,—F ive and twenty years ago— 

Alas, how tini^f^escajies I —*tis even so— 

\yith i)requent inarcourse, and always sweet. 

And always friendly,,we were wtyit to cheat 
A tedious hour, and now we never meet! 

As some grave gentleman in Terence says 
('Twas theixifore mv.ch the /same in ancient days), 

Good lack, we know not w’hat tt»-morrow biings— 

Strange fluctuation of lill human things ! 

True. Changes will beiall, and friends may part, lo 

But distance only cannot change the heart: 

And were I trailed to prove the assertion true, 

One proof should serve—a reference to you. 

Whence comes it, then, that in the wane of life, 

Though nothing have occurred to kindle strife. 

We find the friends we fancied we had won. 

Though numerous once, reduced to few or none ? 

Can gold grow ..orthless, that has stood the touch? 

No; gold they seemed, but they were never such. 

Horatio’s servant once, with bow aQ,d cringe, 20 

Swinging the parlour door upon its hinge. 

Dreading a negative, and overawed 

lA»t he should trespass, begged to go abroad. 

“ Go, fellow 1—whither? ”—turning short about— 

“ Nay. Stay at home—you’re always going out.”— 

** ’Tis but a step, sir ; just at the street^ end.”— 

** Forhat?”—“An please you, sir, to see a friend."— 

“ A friend 1" Horatio cried, and seemed to start— 

” Yea m.'iny shalt thou, and with all my heart. 

Aq{l fetch my cloak ; for, though the night be raw, 30 
• I’ll see him too—the first I ever saw." 

I knew the man, and knew his nature mild. 

And was his plaything often‘ when a child; 

But somewhat at that moment pinched him close. 

Else he was seldom bitter or morose. 

Perhaps, his confidence just then betrayed, 

llis grief might prompt him with the speech he made; 

Perhaos 'twas mere g(^ humour gave it birth, 

'Fhe Kaiijnless play of pleasantry and mirth. 

Howe’er it was, his language, in my mind, 40 

Bespoke at{ieast a man that knew mankind. 

But not to moralize too much, and strain 
To prove an evil of which all co mplain. 
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([ hate long arguments verbosely spun,) 

One story more, dear Hill, and 1 pave done. 

Once on a fime, an emperorf a wise man, 

No matter where, in China or Japan, 

Decreed, that whosoever should ufTend 
Ag%)nst the well-known duties of a friend. 
Convicted once, should ever after wear 
Hut half a coat, and show his bosom bare: 

The punishment importing this, no doubt. 

That 111 was naught within, and all found out. 

O happy Britain ! we have not to fear 
Such hard arl)itrary measure here ; ^ 

Else, could a law like t^at which I relate 
Once have the sanction of ouP triple state/ 

Some few that I have known in days of old. 

Would ran most dreadful risk of catching cold ; 
While you, my frifgtd, whatever witM should blow,* 
Might traverse England safely to and fr& 

An honest^an, close buttoned to the cmn, 
firoadcloth without, and a warm heart w'ithin. 
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u « 

IS lN£;')tlBEl>, BY HIS AFFBCTIONATB FHIEND, 

WILLIAM COWPFR. 


O1.NKV, Nov. 6, 1784. 


R'*is not froK:;^ls form, in which we trace 
Strength joined with beauty, dignity witli grace. 

That man. the master of this globe, derives 
His right of empire over all that live's. 

'I'hat form indeed, the associate of a mind 
Vast in its powers, ethereal in its kind,— 

That form, the labour of* Almighty skill. 

Framed for the service of a free-born will, 

Asserts precedence, and bespeaks control. 

But borrows all its'grandeur from the soul. lo 

Hers is the state, the splendour, and the throne. 

An intellectual kingdom all her own. 

For her the MCmtiry fills her ample page 
With truths poured down from every distant age; 

For her amasses an unlxiuncled store. 

The wisdom of great nations, now' no more ; 

Though laden, not encumbered with her spoil; , 

Laborious, yet unconscious of her toil; 

^When copiously supplied, then most enlarged ; 

"Still to be fed, and not to be surcharged. - 20 

For her the Fancy, roving unconfined, 

Th^ present muse of every pensive mind. 

Works mamc wonders, ad^ a brighter hue 
To Natujjp^ scenes than Nature ever knew. 

At her command winds rise waters roar. 

Again she lays them sldmbering on the shore \ 
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With flower and fruit the wilderness supplies, 

Or bids the rocks in ruder s^inp %rise. 

For her the Judgment, umpire in the strife 
That Grace and Nature have to wage through life, 
Qiuck-sighted arbiter of good and ill, 

Aj^inted sage preceptor to the Will, 

Condemns, approves, and with a faithful voice 
Guides the decision of a doubtful choice. 

Why did the flat of a God give birth 
To yon fair Sun, and his attendant Earth? 

And when descending he resigns the skies, ^ 
Why takes tile gentler Moon her turn-to ris^ 
Whom Ocean feels thniugh all his countless waves. 
And owns her power on every shore he laves? 

Why do,the seasons still enrich the year. 

Fruitful and young as in their first {;areer?« 

Spring hangs hermfant blossoms on the trees, 
Rocked in the cradle of the western bifeze ; 
Summer iff haste the thriving charge receives 
•H^eneath the shade of her expanded leaves, 

Till Autumn’s fiercer heats and plenteous dews , 
l)>'e them at last in all their glowing hues.—* 
’Twere wild profusion all, and bootless waste. 
Power misemployed, munificence misplaced, 

Had not its Autnor dignified the plan, 

And crowned it with the majesty of man. 

Thus formed, thus placed, intelligent, and taugITt, 
lx)ok where he will, the wonders God has wrought, 
•The wildest scorner of hi^ Maker’s laws 
P'inds in a sober moment time to pause, 

•Top ress the important question on his heart, 

“ why formed at all, and wherefore as thou art ? ” 
If man be what he seems, this hour a slave, 

The next mere dust and ashes in the grave. 

Endued with reason only to descry 
His crimes and follies with an aching eye ; 

With passions, just that he may prove with pain, 
The force be spends a^inst their fury vain ; 

And if, soon after having burned, by turns. 

With every lust with which frail nature bums, 

His being end where death dissolves the bond, 

, The tomb take all, and all be blarflt beyond ; 

That he, oi^all that nature has brought forth, 

• Stands ^f-impeached the creature of least worth 
And useless wnile be lives, and when he dies, 
Brings into doubt the wisdom of the skies. 

^Truths that the learned jfursne with eager thought 
Are not important always as dear-bohght,. 

Proving at last, though told in pompons strains, 

A childidi waste of philosophic jiains 

But truths on which depend oaf main eonoeru, 

That *tis oar shame and nuseiy not to lean^ 

- • tJ 
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Shinb by the side of 4»reiy path we tread 

With such a lustre, he that runs may read. So 

*Tis true that, if to trifle life away 

Down to the sunset of their latest day. 

Then perish on futurity’s wide shore 
Like fleeting exhalations found no more, 

Were all that Heaven required of humankind, 

And ail the plan their destiny designed, 

‘WJiat none could reverence all might jusllv blame, 

And mao would breathe but for his Maker^s shame. 

But reason heard, and nature well perused, 

.At once the dinning mind is disabused. 90 

If ail we And posseting earth, ,sea, air. 

Reflect His attributes who placed them there. 

Fulfil the purpose, .and appear designed 
Proofs of the wisifom of |he all-seeing mind, 

’Tts plain \ne creature whom He chose to Invest 
With kinship and dominion o’er the rest, 

Received his nobhsr nature, and was made 
Fit for the power in which he stands arrayed ; 

That flrst qr last, .hereafter if not here, 

He too might niuke his Author’s wisdom clear, 100 

Praise Him on earth, or obstinately dumb, 

Suffer His justice in a world to come. 

This once believed, 'twerc logic misapplied . 

To p rove a consequence by none denim, 
iTaf we are Kfand to ca.st the minds of youth 
Betimes into the mould of heavenly truth. 

That taught of God they may indeed be wise, 

Nor ignorantly wandering miss the Ikies. 

In early days the conscience has in .most 
A quickness, which in later life is 4 ost: no 

Preserved from guilt by salutary fears, 

Or guilty, soon relenting into tears. 

Too careless often, as our years proceed, 

Whjjt friends we sort with, or wnat books we read, 

Our parents yet exert a prudent care, 

To feed our infant mind.s with proper lire ; 

And wisely store the nursery by decrees 
with wholesome learning, yet acquired with ease. 

Ntetly secured from being soiled or tom 
Beneath a pane of thin translucent horn, 130 

A book (to please us at a tender age 
’Tis call^ a book, though but a^single page) 

Presents the prayer the Saviour deigneo to teach. 

Which children use, and parsons—when fhey preach. 

Lisping our syllables, we scrambksnext 
Through moral narrative, or sacred text; 

And Ibam with wonder how this world b^;aii. 

Who nsa^, who marred, and who has ransomed man, 

Points, vmich, qpless t^e Si^lpture made them plain. 

The wisest heads ought agitate in vgin. 


130 
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O thou, whom, borne on fancy’s eager wing 
Back to t^e season of life’| happy spring, 

I pleased remember, and, while Memory yet 
Holds fast her office here, can ne’er forget; 

Ingenious dreamer, in whose well* told tale 
Sweet fiction an| sweet truth alike prevail; 

Whose humorous vein, strong sense, and simple style 
May teach the ^yest, make the ^vest smile ; 

Witly, and well employed, and, Tike thy Lord. 

Speaking in parables His slighted word ; ^40 

I name then not, lest so despised a name 
Should mo^ a sneer at thy deserved fame,* 

Yet e’en in transitory kfe’s l§te day. 

That mingles all my brown with sober ^y. 

Revere jlhe man whose pilgrim marks the road. 

And guides the pR(x;ress of the soul to God. 

’Twere well withkmost, if Ix^ks that could enga^ 

Their childhood, pleas^ them at a rijier age ; 

The matif approving what had charmed the boy, 

^Would die at last in comfort, peace, and joy ; 150 

And not with curses on his art who stole • 

The gem of truth from his unguarded souL • ’ 

The stamp of artless piety impressed 
By kind tuition on his yielding breast, 

• The youth now bearded, and yet pert and raw, 

Regans with scorn, though once received with awe. 

And warpefl into the labyrinth of lies. 

That babblers, called philosophers, devise, 

Blasphemes his creed, p founded on a plan 

Replete with dreams, unworthy of a man. 160 

Touch but his nature in its ailing part, 

Assert the native evil of his heart, 

His pride resents the charge, although the proof* 

Rise in his forehead, and seem rank enough: 

Point to the cure, describe a Saviour’s cross 
As God’s expedient to retrieve his loss, 

The young apostate sickens at the view. 

And hates it with the malice of a Jew. 

How weak the Imrrier of mere Nature proves. 

Opposed a^nst the pleasures Nature loves t 170 

While self'betraved, and wilfully undone, 

She longs to yield, no sooner wo#ed than won. 

Tjy now Ihe merits of this blest exchange 
Of^i^odest truth for wit’s egccntric range. 

Time was he closed as he began the day. 

With decent duty, not ashan^ to pray: 

Che practice was a bond iipmi his heart, 

A pledge he gave for a consistent part; 

Nor could he daze presomptuonsly displease 
A Power, cemfessed so lately his knees. 

a ^ 

* Sse a CSiron. aavL sg* 
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But iK>w farewell all legendary tales. 

The shadows il^^, philosophy prev|iils; f. 

Prayer to the winds, and caution to the waves; 

Religion makes the free by nature slaves ; 

, Priests have invented, and the world admired 
What knavish priests promulgate as inspired^! 

Till Reason, now no longer overawed. 

Resumes her powers, and spurns (he clumsy fraud, 

And, common-sense diffusing real day. 

The meteor of the Gospel dies away. 190 

Such rhapsodies our shrewd discerning youth 
Learp from expcit inquirers after tnith ; 

Whose only care, might truth pvssumvto speak. 

Is not to And what t^y profess to seek. 

And thus, well-tutored only while we share 
A mother’s lecture^ and a purse’s care ; 

And taughf‘at schools much m)^holngic stuflT,* 

But sound religion sparingly enough ; 

Our early notices of truth, disgraced. 

Soon lose their credit, and are all effaced. 200^ 

Vfovfid ym younjion should be a sot or dunce, 

I^civious, headMrong, or all these at once; 

That in good time the stripling’s Anished taste 
For loose expense, and fashionable wa.stc. 

Should prove your ruin, and his own at last; , 

Train him in public with a mob of boys, 

Clfirdish in mtsvhicf only and in noise. 

Else of a mannish growth, and Avc in ten 
In inAdelity and lewdness men. ^ 

There shall he learn, ere sixteen winters old, 210 

That authors are most useful pawned or sold ; 

That pedantry is all that schools impart. 

But taverns teach the knowleilge of the heart; 

There waiter Dick, with bacchanalian lays, 

Shall win his heart, and have his drunken praise, 

His counsellor and Imsom friend shall prove. 

And some street-pacing harlot his Arst love. 

Schools, unless discipline were doubly strong, 

Detain their adolescent charj^ too long; 

Tm management of tyros of eighteen • 220 

Is difhcult; their punishment obscene. 

The stout tall captain, whow superior size 
The minor heroes view with envious eyes. 

Becomes their pattern, upon whom they Ax 
Their whole attention, and ape all his tricks. 

His pride; that scorns to oh^ or to submit| 

With them is courage; his eflronteiy wit; 


* The author begs loave to explain.—Sensible that, without nidi knowledge, nehher the ancunit 
poets nor historians can Ce tasted, or indeed u^erstood, he does not mean to censure the puns 
that a're taken to instruct a schoolboy in the religion of die heathen, but merdy that neglect of 
Christian culture which leaves him duuaeiuUy ignorant of his tiwn. 
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His wild excursions, window-breaking feats. 

Robbery df gardens, quarrels in the streets, 

His hairbreadth ’scapes, and all his daring schemes, 230 
Transport them, and are made their favourite themes. 

Indittle bosoms uch achievements strike 
A kindred spark? they bum to do the like. 

Thus half-accomplishra ere he yet begin 
To show the peeping down upon his chin; 

And,*as maturity of years comes on. 

Made just the adept that you designed your son: 

To ensure tHe perseverance of his course, 

And give your monstrous project all its for&, 

Send him to college. If ne^here be tamed, 2^0 

Or in one article of vice reclaimed. 

Where no regard of ord’nances is shoum 
Or looked fur nojy, the fault ^ust^ his own. 

Some sneaking virtue lurks in him, no doubt. 

Where nether strumpets’ charms, nor Drinking bout. 

Nor gambling practices, can find it out. 
tKuch youths of spirit, and that spirit too. 

Ye nurseries of out boys, we owe to you: * , ^ 

I'hough from ourselves the mischief more proceeds. 

For public schools 'tis public folly feeds. 250 

The slaves of custom and established mode^ 

*With packhorse constancy we keep the road, 

Crooked or straight, through qua^ or thom^dells. 

True to the jingling of our leaders bells. 

To follow foolish precedents, and wink 

* With both our eyes, is ttisicr than to think; 

And such an age as ours balks no expense, 

* Fxcept of caution, and of common-sense: 

Klse sure, notorious fact and proof so plain 

Would turn our steps into a wiser train. ' 2fiO 

I blame not those who, with what care they con, 

O’erwatch the numerous and unrulv c)an: 

Or, if 1 blame, ’tis only that they dare 
Promise a work, of which they must despair. 

Have ye, ye sage intendants of the ^Nrhol^ 

A ubiquarian presence and control, 

Elisha’s eve, that,* when Gehazi strayed, 

W’ent with him and saw all the ^me he played 7 

Yes—^ye fjpe conscious; and on ^ the shelves 

Your pupfls strike upon, have struck yourselves. 270 

Or if! by nature sober, ye Hkd then, 

Boys as ye were, tfie gravity of men; 

Ye knew at least, by con|tant proofs addressed 
To ears and eyes, the vices of the rest. 

But ye connive at what ye cannot cure, 

And evils not to be endured, endure. 

Lest power exerted but with^ success, 

Should make the little ye retun still* Je^ * 

Ye once weje justly famed for bringing forth 
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Undoubted scholarship and^nuine worth; aSo 

And in the Armament of fame sdli shines 
A glory, bright as that of all the signs. 

Of poets raised by yon, and statesmen, and dirines. 

* Peace to them all f those brilliant times are Aied, 

And no such lights are kindling in their stead. 

(^ur striplings shine indeed, but with such rays 
As set the midnight riot in a blaze; 

And sce^, if judged by their expressive looks, 
l^ceper in ncyie than in their surgeons’ books. 

Say, Muse (fori^ education made the song, 290 

No Muse can hesitate, or linger long),. 

What causes move us, knowing &s we must^ 

7 'hat these fnmaj^eries all fail their trust. 

To send our sons to scout and scamper there. 

While coltsond puppies cost us^o much ca|e? 

Be it a weakness, it Reserves some praise, 

We love the play-place of our early days. 

The scene is touching, and the heart is stone 
That fet;ls not at that sight, and feels at none. 

The wall orf^ ■.•hi^h'‘we tried our graving skill, 3C» 

The very name we carved subsisting still; 

The bench on which we sat while deep employed. 

Though mangled, hacked, and hewed, nut vet destroyed: 

The little ones, unbuttoned, glowing hot. 

Plying our gai|^ and on the very spot; 

As happy os we once, to kneel and draw 
The chalky ring, and knuckle down at taw; 

To pitch tne ball into the grounded ha:. 

Or drive it devious with a dexterous pat; 

The pleasing spectacle at once excites 310 * 

Such recollection of our own delicts. 

That, viewing it, we seem almost to obtain 
Our innocent sweet simple years again. 

This fond attachment to the well-known place 
Wheifce first we started into life’s Imng race. 

Maintains its hold with such unfiuling sway. 

We feel it e’en in age, and at our latest day. 

Hr. k! how the sire of chits, whose future share 
Of classic food begins to be his care. 

With his own likeness plac^ on either knee, 320 

Indulges all a father's heartf&t glee; 

And tells them, as he strokes their ^ver locks. 

That they must soon learn LAtin, knd to box: 

Then turning, he regales his listening wife * 

With all the adventures of his early jife; 

His ^ilt in TOaidimanship, or driving dudse^ 

In bUkirg tavern bills, and spouting plays; 

What shifts he used, detectea in a senpe^ 

How he wsB flogged, or had the^luck to escape ; 

What rams he losfkt iday, and liow he add 330; 

Watch, seals, and all—till aQ his inanks are told.. 
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Retracing thus his frolics (’tis a name 
That palliMes deeds of foU]i and 6f shame), 

He gives the local bias all its sway; 

Resolves that where he played his sons shall play, 
An4 destines their bright genius to be shown 
J^t in the scene where he displayed his own. 

The meek and bashful boy will soon be taught 
To be as bold and forward as he ought; 

The fade will scuffle through with ease enough, 

Great schools suit Ix^st the sturdy and the rough. 

Ah, happy designation, prudent choice, * 

The event is sure; ex)>ect it, and rejoice 1 * 

Soon see your wish fulftlled in either chijd. 

The pert miade perter, and the tame made wild. 

The great, indeed, by titles, riches, birth, 

Excused the incumbrance of ^orc^olid wprtli, ^ 
Are best disposeaof where with most success ^ 
They ma;£ acquire that confident address, 

Those habits of profuse and lewd expense, 

Vhat scorn of all delights but those of sense, 

Which though in niain plebeians we condemn, ^ 

With so much rexson all expect from them. * 

But families of less illustrious fame, 

Whose chief distinction is their spotless name, 

* Whose heirs, their honours none, their income small, 
Must shine by true desert, or not at all. 

What dream they of, that with so little care^ 

They risk their hopes, their dearest treasure, there f 
They dream of little Charles or William graced 
Witn wig prolix, down flowing to his waist; 

They see tne attentive crowds bis talents draw, 

They hear him speak—the oracle of law. 

The father who designs his babe a priest. 

Dreams him episcopally such at least; 

And, while the playful jockey scours the room 
Briskly, astride upon the parlour broom. 

In fancy sees him more snperblv ride 

In coach with purple lined, ana mitres on its side. 

Events improbable and strange as'these, 

Which only a pafental eye foresees, 

A public sdiool shall bring to pass with ease. 

But how \ resides such virtue m^at air. 

As must create an appetite for prayer? 

AndT will it breathe into him all the zeal. 

That candidates for such a prize should feel; • 

•To take the lead, and be the foremost still 
In all true wdrth and litAary skiU ? 

** Ah, blind to bright futurity, untm^t 
** The knowledge of the world, and dw of thon^t !* 
** Chur^-laddres are not ahwfyi mounted best • 
learned clerksj and Lafimsts professed. 

“ The ezal^ prize demands an upward iMk, 
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** Not to be found by poring on a book. 

** Small skill in Latin, and^till l(!ss in Greek, 

** Is more than adequate to all I seek. 

** Let erudition grace him, or not grace, 

** I give the bauble but the second place ; . 

** His wealth, fame, honours, all that I int«|ud, 

** Subsist and centre in one point—a friend. 390 

** A friend, whatc’er he stuciies or neglects, 

** Shall give him consequence, heal all defects. 

His inTercourse with peers and sons of peers— 

There da vans the splendour of his future years^ 

In that bright quarter his propitious skies 
Shall blu.sh betimes, and theru his giory rise. 

“ Your Lordship, and Your Grace! what school can teach 
** A rhetoric equal to those parts of speech ? , 

“ What need of Homer’s verse, or Tully’s prose, 

** Sweet inhirjections I if ne leifhi but thosC ? 400 

" Let reverend churls this ignorance rebuke, 

“ Who starve upon a dog’s-earetl Pentateuch, 

The parson knows enough who knows a duke." 

Egregious ivirpose I* worthily begun 
In barbarou^proStitution of your son ; 

Pressed on his part by means tliat would disgrace 
A scrivener’s clerk, or footman out of place. 

And ending, if at last its end be gained. 

In sacrilege, in God's own house profaned. 

It iliay succeedytand, if his sins should call 410 

For more than common punishment, it shall; 

The wretch shall rise, and be the thing on earth 
Least qualified in honour, learning, worth, 

To occupy a sacred, awful post. 

In which the l>cst and wortniest tremble most 
The royed letters arc a thing of course, 

A king that would, might recommend his horse ; 

And Deans, no doubt, and Chapters, with one voice 
As bound in duty, would confirm the choice. 

Behold your Bishop ; well he pla^ his part, 430 

Christian in name, and infidel in heart. 

Ghostly in office, earthly in his plan, 

A Slave at court, elsewhere a lady’s man. • 

Dunfb as a senator, and as a priest 
A piece of mere church fuimture at best; 

To live estranged from God his total scope, 

And his end sure, without one glimpse of hope. 

But fair although and feasible it seem, , 

Depend not much upon your golden dream ; 

For Providence, that seems concerned to exempt 430 ' 

The Mllowed bench from absolute contempt, 

In spite bt all the wrigglers into place^ 

Still keeps ^ seat or two for worth and grace ; 

And therefore ’tis t^at, though sight be rare, 

We sometimes see a Lowtn or Bagot there. 
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Besides, school friendships are not always found, • 
Though f%ir in promise, pamanent and sound; 

Tlie most disinterested and virtuous minds, 

In early years connected, time unbinds; 

New situations mve a different cast 440 

Or habit, inclinapon, temper, taste; 

And he that seemed our counterpart at first 
Soon shows the strong similitude reversed. 

Young heads are giddy, and young hearts are warm. 

And make mistakes for manhood to reform. 

Boys are at^st but pretty buds unblown. 

Whose scent and hues are rather guessed tkan known ; 

Each dreams that eaclnis ju^ what he appears, * 

But learns his error in maturer years. 

When (disposition, like a sail unfurled, 450 

Shows all its rents and patches tojhe world. 

If, therefore, e’eif when honUst in design, * 

A boyish friendship may so soon declare, 

*Twcre vAscr sure to inspire a little heart 
^ith just abhorrence of so mean a part. 

Than set your son to work at a vile trade • 

For wages so unliacly to be paid. • 

Our public hives of puerile resort, 

That are of chief and most a]>proved report. 

To such base hopes, in many a sordid soul, 460 

Owe their repute in part, but not the wdiole. 

A principle whose proud pretensions pass » 

Unquestioned, though the jewel be but glass. 

That with a world not^ten over-nice 
Ranks as a virtue, and is yet a vice; 

Or rather a gross compound, justly tried. 

Of envy, hatred, jealousy, and pride— 

Contributes most perhaps to enhance their fame, 

And emulation is its specious name. 

Boys, once on fire with that contentious zeal, 470 

Fee! all the rage that female rivals feel: 

The prize of Ixauty in a woman's eyes 
Not orighter than in theirs the scholar’s prize. 

'Fhe spirit of that competition burhs 
With all varietiea of ills by turns; 

Each vainly magnifies his own success. 

Resents his fellour's, wishes it were less, 

Exults in^b miscarriage if he fail. 

Deems his reward too gr^ if he prevul. 

And labours to 8|frpass him day and night, 4^ 

Less for improvement than to tickle spite. 

The spur is powerful, and I pjimt its force ; 

It pricks the genius forward m its course. 

Allows short time for play, and none for doth 
And, felt alike by eac^ Mva^^ both : 

^t judge, where so much evu mtenrenes,^ 

end. thounh olausible. not worth the means. 
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WeigH, for a moment, classical desert 
Against a heart d^raved aild temper hurt; 

Hurt too perhaps for life ; for early wrong, 

Done to the nobler part, affects it long : 

. And you are staunch indeed in learning's ca^ 
If you can crown a discipline, that draws w 
Such mischiefs after it, with much applause. 

Connexion formed for interest, and endeared 
l^y selfish views, thus censured and casliiered ; 
And emulation, as engendering hate. 

Doomed to if no less ignominious fate : 

The crops of such* proud seminaries fall. 

The Jachin and the ]joaz of then all. * 

Great schools rejected then, as those that swell 
Beyond a size that can be managed well. 

Shall royal mstitutipns mist the bays,^ 

And small ^ademies win all the praise? * 
Force not mv drift l>e)^nd its just intent; 

I praise a school as Pope a government: 

So take my judgment in his language dressed, 

' Whatefer isjtest administered is best.' 

Few boys arei)oA with talents that excel. 

But are all capable of living well; 

Then ask no^ Whether limited or large ? 

But, Watch they strictly, or neglect the charge ? 
If anxious only that their boys may leat-n, 

Wliile mora/s lafNguish, a despised concern. 

The great and small deserve one common blame. 
Different in size, but in effect the samg 
Much zeal in virtue’s cause all teachers boast, 
Though motives of mere lucre sway the most: 
Therefore in towns and cities they abound. 

For there the game they seek is easiest found ; 
Though there, in spite of all that care can do. 
Traps to catch youth are moat abundant too. 

If shr^d, and of a welbconstructed brain, 

Keen in pursuit, and vigorous to retain. 

Your son come forth, a prodigy of skill; 

As^ wheresoever taught, so formed he will; 

The pedagogue, with self-complacent air, * 
Claims more than half the praise as his due share. 
But if, vrith all his genius, ht betray. 

Not more intelligent than loose and gay, 

Such vicious habits as disgrace hisaiame, 
Threaten his healtlH his fortune^ and his fongye; 
Though want of due restraint alone have bred 
The s3pnptoms that you see with so tench dread; 
UnenvtM there, he may sustain alone 
The whole reproadi, tM fouh was all his own. 

Oh 'tis a eight to be with joy^perused) 

^ all whom sentirnent has not abused ; 
New'&ngled sentiment, the bMed grace 
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Of those who never feel in the right place ; • 540 

A sight suapassed by none (^t wif con show,, 

Though Vestris m one leg still shine below; 

A father blest \tuth on ingennous son, 

Fattier, and frieii|L and tutor, aU in one. 

How I —turn aga# to tales long since foigot, 
iGsop, and Phaedrus, and the rest ?—Why not ? 

He will not blush, t^t has a fiither*s heart. 

To tike in childish plays a childish part; 

But bends his sturdy back to any toy 

That youth hikes pleasure m, to please hb boy; • 550 

Then why resign into a stranger’s hand # 

A task as much within ^our ewn command, 

I'hat God and Nature, and your interest loo. 

Seem with one voice to delegate to you ? 

Why hire a lodging in a house unlyiown ^ 

For one whose teflderest thoi^hts all hover rountf^our own ? 
This second weaning, needless as it is,* 

How does it lacerate both your heart and his 1 
^he indented stick, that loses day by day 
Notch after notch, iMl all are smootlied away, 60 

Bears witness, long ere his dbmission come,* 

With what intense desire he wants his home. 

But though the joys he hopes beneath your roof 
Bid fair enough to answer in the proof. 

Harmless and safe, and natural, as they are, 

A disappointment waits him even there : 

Arrived, he feels an unexpected change, 

He blushes, hangs lus ]|e<m, b shy and strange; 

No longer takes, as once with fearless ease, 

Hb favourite stand between hb father^s knees, 570 

But seeks the corner of some distant seat. 

And eyes the door, and watches a retreat; 

And least familiar where be should be most. 

Feels all his happiest privileges lost. 

Alas, poor boy !—the natur^ effect ■ 

Of love by absence chilled iido respect 
Say, what accomplbhments at school acquired, 

Brhigs he, to sweeten fruits so und^red ? 

Thou well desenibst an alienated son. 

Unless thy conscious heart acknowledge—^none ; *580 

None thi^ in thy domestic snugweeess, 

He had xiot made hb own with more address, 

Thofigh some perhaps tliatshodc thv feelii^ mind, 

A.nd better neve^leamed, or left b^nd. . 

^dd too, that thus estrafl|^ thou const obtain 
By no kind arts hb conflltmce again ; 

That here,begins with most that Irnig complaint 
Of filbl frankness kMt, and love grown fidnt^ 
oft neglected, in Ule’^wankig pears 
A parent pours into regardleis eaxv , 

Like caterpillars dai ^ i ng uador nees 
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By slender threads, and swinging in the breeze. 

Which filthily bewray and^tore Q’sgf&ce • 

The boughs in which arc bred th’ unseemly race ; 

While every worm industriously weaves 
And winds his web about the rivelled leavM ; 

So numerous are the follies that annoy / 

The mind and heart of every sprightly boy; 

Imaginations noxious and perverse, 

' Which admonition can alone disperse. Coo 

Th* eneroaching nuisance asks a faithful hand, 

Patient, aflbctionate, of high command, t 

To/:heck the prc. creation of a breed 

Sure to exhaust the, plant on which they feed, 

'Tis not enough that Greek or Roman page. 

At stated hours, his freakish thoughts engage ; 

E’en in his pastimes he requires a friend. 

To warn teach him safely lb unbend;' 

O’er all his pleasures*gently to preside, 

Watch his emotions, and control their tide; 610 

And levying thus, and with an easy sway, / 

A tax<t)f profit from his very play. 

To impress a'vdiuc, not to be erased, 

On moments squandered else, and running all to waste. 

And seems it nothing in a father’s eye. 

That unimproved those many moments fly ? 

And is he well content his son should find 
Nb nourishmeilCMto feed his growing mind. 

But conjugated verbs, and nouns declined ? 

For such IS all the mental food purveyed Oio 

By public hackneys in the schooling trade; 

V^ho feed a pupil’s intellect with store 
Of syntax, truly, but with little more ; 

Dismiss their cares when they dismiss their flock, 

Machines themselves, and governed by a clock. 

Perhaps a father, blessed with any brains, 

Woujd deem it no abu.se, or waste of pains. 

To improve this diet, at no great expense. 

With savoury truth and wholesome common sense : 

To lead his son, for prospects of delight, 630 

To some not steep, ^oitgh philosophic height, 

ThAice to exhibit to his wrondering eyes 

Yon circling worlds, their (Ustance, and their size ; 

The moons of Jove, and Saturn’s belted ball, 

And the harmonious order of then all; 

To show hinuin an insect or a flower 

Such microscopic proof of skill and power, ^ 

As, hid from ages past, God now displays, 

To combat atheists wi^ in modem days; 

To spread the earth before him, and commend 640 

With designation of the fingers end. 

Its various parts to his attentive not^ 

Thus, bringing home to him Che most remote ; 
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To teach his heart to glow with generous flame, 

Caught from the deeds of men of^ ancient fame: 

And, mor^thad all, with commendation due, 

To set some livi%g worthy in his view, 

Whose fair exanmle may at once inspire 
A #ish to copy ^at he must admire. 

Such knowledge,gained betimes, and which appears, 650 
Though solid, not too weighty for his years, 

Swe^ in itself, and not forbidding sport. 

When health demands it, of athletic sort. 

Would make him—what some lovely boys have 
And more tnan one perhaps that 1 have se^— 

An evidence and reprehension both 

Of the mere schoolboy’s leatf and tardy growth. 

Art thou a man professionally tied. 

With alf thy faculties elsewhere applied. 

Too busy to intend a meaneracare* * ^0^ 6C0 

Than how to enrich thyself, and next, ihine heir; 

Or art th#u (as, though rich, peihaps fnou art) 

But poor in knowledge, having none to impart: 
xlchold that figure, neat, though plainly clad ; 

IJis sprightly mingled with a shade of sa<f;« 

Not of a nimble tongue, though now and then 
Heard to articulate like other men ; 

•No jester, and yet lively in discourse; 

His phrase well-chosen, clear, and full of force; 

And his address, if not quite French in eas^ 670 

Not English stiff, but frank, and formed to^ease ; 

• Low in the world, because he scorns its arts ; 

A man of letters, manifhrs, morals, parts; 

» Unpatronized, and therefore little known ; 

Wise for himself and his few friends alone— 

In him thy well-appointed proxy see, 

Armed for a work too difficult lor thee; 

Prepared by taste, by learning, and true worth, 

To form thy son, to strike his genius forth ; 

Beneath thy roof, beneath thine eye, to prove CSo 

The force of discipline when backed by love; 

To double all thy pleasure in thy diild. 

His mind informed, his morals undeflied. 

Safe under such a wing, the boy shall show 
No spots contracted among gro<yn.«i below, 

Nor taint<liis speech with meannesses, designed 
By faotman Tom for witty and refined. 

There, in his commerce with the liveried herd, 

Lurks the conta^on chiefly to be feared; 

^or since (so fa^ion dictfites) all, who claim . 690 

A higher than a mere plebeian fame. 

Find it expedient come what mischief may, 

To entertain a thief or two in pay, 

(And they that can afford the Expense of more, 

"Skmie half a dozen, and Mome hw d scoik^) 
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Grrat cause occurs to save him from a band 
So sure to spoil him, and go near at hand ; 

A point secured, if once he be supplied 
With some such Mentor always at his side., 

Are such men rare ? Perhaps they would abound 
Were occupation easier to be found, / 

Were education, else so sure to fail,^ 

Conducted on a manageable scale, 

• And schools, that have outlived all just esteem, 
FiKchai^^d for the secure domestic scheme.— 

But havingjound him, be thou duke or earl, 

Show thou hast sense enough to prize the pearb 
Anil, as thou wouldst the advancement of thine heir 
In all good faculties beneath his care. 

Respect, as is but rational an<I Just, 

A man deemed worthy of so dear a trust 
Despised Iti' thee, what more qan he expert 
From youthful folly than the same neglect? 

A flat and fatal negafive obtains 
That instant upon all his future pains; 

His lessons tire, his mild rebukes offend. 

And all thk vis^uctions of thy son’s best friend 
Are a stream choked, or trickling to no end. 

Doom him not then to solitary meals; 

But recollect that he has sense, and feels; 

And that possessor of a soul refined. 

An upright heart and cultivated mind. 

His post not mean, his talents not unknown, 

He deems it bard (;o vegetate alone. 

And if admitted at thy board he sif 
Account him no just mark for idle wit; 

Offend not him, whom modesty restrains 
From repartee, with jokes that he disdains; 

Much leas transfix his feelings with an oath; 

Nor frown, unless he vanish with the cloth.~ 

And, trust me, his utility may reach 
To more than he is hired or bound to teach. 

Much trash unuttered, and some ills undone. 
Through reverence of the censor of thy son. 
s'But, if thy table be indeed unclean, 

Fq^il with excess, and with discourse obscene, 

And thou a wretch, whom^following her old plan. 
The world accounts an honburable man, < 

Because forsooth thy courage has been tried. 

And stood the test, perhaps on fKe wrong side ; 
Though thoif hadst never grace enough to |irove 
That anything but vice could win ^y love ;— 

Or host thou a polite, cazd-playing wife. 

Chained to the routs that she frequents for life; 

Who^ just when industry begins to snore. 

Flies, wii^^ with joy, to soxie coach*crowded door 
And thrice in evesy winter thfoe own 
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Witii half the* chariots and sedans in town» 

Thyself meanwhile e'en shifling as thou mayst; 

Not very ^abeilthough, no^ very chaste 

Or is thine hous, though less superb thy rank. 

If not a scene ol pleasme, a mere blank, 

AM thou at bes\ and in thy soberest mood, 

A trifler vain, anl empty of all good ? 

Though mercy for thyself thou canst have none^ 
Hea( Nature plead, show mercy to thy son. 

Saved from his home, where every day brings forth 
Some mischief fatal to his future worth, 

Find him a^tter in a distant spot, 

Within some pious pastor's humble cot, ' 

Where vile example {yours f chiefly mean. 

The most seducing, and the oftcnest seen) 

May ndVer more be stamped upon his breast^ 

Not yet perhaps ^incurably iinpresscd. • 

Where early rest makes early rising sure. 

Disease or comes not, or finds easy cUfe, 

Prevented much by diet neat and plain ; 

^r, if it enter, soon starved out again. 

Where all the attuntiou of his faithful host,^ . 
Discreetly limited to two at most. 

May raise such fruits as shall reward his care, 

. And not at last evaporate in air: 

Where, stillness aiding study, and his mind 
Serene, and to his duties much inclined; 

Not occupied in day-dreams, as at home, ^ 

Of pleasures past, or ft j 1 lies yet to come; 

His virtuous toil may ferminate at last 
In settled habit and decided taste.— 

But whom do I advise ? the fashion-led. 

The incorrigibly wrong, the deaf, the dead ! 

Whom care and cool deliberation suit 
Not better much than spectacles a brute; 

Who, if their sons some slight tuition shares 
Deem it of no great moment whose, or where; 

Too proud to adopt the thoughts of one unknown, 
And much too gay to have any of- their own. 

* But, courage, |pan ! ’ methought the Muse replied, 

* Mankind are various, and the world is wide: 

The ostrich, silliest of the feathered kind. 

And formed of God without a parent’s mind. 
Commits her eggs, incautious, to the dost, 

Fot^iul that die foot miy crush the trust; 

And while on phblic nurseries they rely, 

Not knowing, and too oft not caring, why, 
Irrational in what they mus prefer, 

No few, that would seem wise, resemble bei; 

But all are not alike. Thy warning voice 
May here and there preventenroneoiis choice; 

And some perhaps, who, Iniqr as tihey as^ 
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Yet ^ake their progeny their dearest care 800 

(Whose hearts will ache» once told what ills may reach 
Their offspring, left upon so wil<^a beach). 

Will need no stress of argument to enforce 
The expedience of a less adventurous courses: 

The rest will slight thy counsel, or condemi : 

But they have human feelings ; turn to thetk.^ 

To you, then, tenants of life’s middle state, 

'Securely placed between the small and great, 

Whose character, yet undebauched, retains 
Two'thirds Af all the virtue that remains; 810 

Who, wise yoursrlves, desire your sons should learn 
Yoiii wisdom and your w'ays—to you 4 turn. 

Look round you on a world perversely blind ; 

See what contempt has fallen on human kind; 

See wealth abused, and dignities misplaced. 

Great titlesr, ioffice^; and trusts cKsgraced, 

Long lines of ancestry, renowned of old, 

Their noble qualities all quenched and cold; 

See Bedlam’s closeted and handcuffed charge 

Surpassed in frenzy by the mad at huge ; 820 

See great cdUmianders making war a trade. 

Great lawyers, lawyers without study made ; 

Churchmen, in whose esteem their blessed employ 
Is odious, and their wages all their joy; 

Who, far enough from furnishing their shelves 
WCth Gospel loi^ turn infidels themselves; 

See womanhood despised, and manhood shamed 
With infamy too nauseous to be named. 

Fops at all comers, lady-like in mien', 

Civeted fellows, smelt ere they are seen; 830 

Else coarse and nule in manners, and their tongue 
On fire with curses, and with nonsense hung; 

Now flushed with drunkenness, now witli whoredom jxile, 
Their breath a sample of Inst night’s regale: 

See volunteers in all the vilest arts, 

Men tVell endowed, of honourable parts, 

Designed by Nature wise, but self-made fools ; 

All these, and more like these, were bred at schools. 

Atlh if it chance, as sometimes chance it will. 

That though school-bred, the hoy be virtuous still, 840 
Such rare exceptions, shining in the dark. 

Prove, rather than impeach, the just remark, 

As here and there a twinkling star descried 
Serves but to show how black is all beside. 

Nbw look on him, whose very voice in tone’ 

Just echoes thine, whose features aro, thine own, ^ 

And stroke his polished cheek of purest red. 

And lay thine hand upon his flaxen head, 

And say, ** My boy, the unwelcome hour is come, 

** When thou, transplanted 'reflh thy genial home^ 850 
*' Must find a coldbr soil knd bleaker air, 
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** And trust f|r safety to a stranger's care; 

** Wiuit character, what turn, thou wilt usume 
** From Anstnt ebnverse^ith Fknow not whom ; 

" Who there court thy friendship, with what views, 

** And, artless ^ thou art, whom thou wilt choose ; 

'* Chough muclldepends on what thy choice shall be, 

** Is all chance-medley, and unknown to me.** 

Canst thou, the tear just trembling on thy lids, 

An(^ while the dreadful risk foreseen forbids; 86 q 

Free too,*and under no constraining force. 

Unless the sway of custom warp thy course; 

Lay such uptake upon the losing side, ^ 

Merely to gratify so blind a guide ? 

Thou canst not 1 Nature, imlling at thine heart, 

Condemns the unfatherly, the imprudent part. 

I'hou \fouIdst not, deaf to Nature’s tenderest pica, 

Turn him adrift (jpon a rolliag se^ * 

Nor say, Go thitlmr,** conscious th^ there lay 
A broo<ia)f asps, or quicksands in his way; 870 

Then, only governed by the self-same rule 
■Of natural pity, «f‘nd him not to school. 

No—guard him belter. Is he not thine oV^, 4*^'* 

Thysdf in miniature, thy flesh, thy bone ? 

And hopcst thou not (*tis every father’s hope) 

, That since thy strength must with thy years elope. 

And thou vrilt need some comfort to assuage 
Health’s last farewell, a staff of thine old ^ge. 

That then, in recompense of all thy cares, 

Thy child shall show respect to thy gray hairs, &So 

Defriend thee, of all ofter friends bereft. 

And give thy life its only cordial left ? 

Aware then how much danger intervenes, 

To compass that good end, forecast the means. 

His heart, now passive, yields to thy command ; 

Secure it thine, its key is in thine hand. 

If ihou desert thy charge^ and throw it wide. 

Nor heed what guests there enter and abide. 

Complain not if attachments lewd and base 

Supplant thee in it, and usurp thy'^ place. JS90 

But if thou guar^ its sacred chambers sure 

From vicious inmates, and delights impure 

Either his mtitude shall hold njpi fast. 

And kee)^nim warm and filial to the last: 

Or, if he prove unkind, (as who can say 
But being man, and theiwre fnul, he may) 

One comfort yet^hall cheer thine aged heart; * 

•Howe’er he slight thee, thou hast done thy part. 

** Oh, barbarous! wouldst thou with a Gothic hand * 

** Pull down the schools—what!—all the schools i’ the land 1 
Or throw them up to livery-nags and grooms, ^ got 
** Or turn them into shops affll auction-rooms?"— 

A captious question, sir, (and yoftrs is <^e} 

X 
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Deserves an answer similar, or none. 

WotHdst thou, pomessor of a flock, employ ^ 

(Apprised that ne is such) U carelTss boy, 

And feed him wdl, and give him handsome ^ay, 

Merely to sleep, a^ let them mn astray ? 

Survey our schools and coll^;^ and see 
A sight not much unlike my simile. 910 

From education, as the loading cause, 

The public character its colour draws; 

Thence the prevailing manners take their cast, 

Extravi%ant or .sober, loose or chaste. 

And though I would not advertise them yet, 

Nomwrite on eacu—“ 7 %u building to^be Idt** 

Unless the world were all prepiired to embrace 
A plan well worthy to supply their place; 

Yet, backward as they are, and long have been, 

To cultivate, and keep th» moj^als clean, 930 

(Forgive the crime) 1 wish them, I confess, 

Or better managed, o« encouraged less. 


THE DIVERTING HISTORY 

I 

OF 

JOHN GILPIN: 


SHOWING HOW HB WENT FARTH8R THAN 

John Gilpin was a citizen 
Of credit and renown, 

A tinin-band c^tain eke was he 
Of famous London town. 

John Gilpin’i spouse said to her dear, 
“Though Vedded we have been 

Those twice tin tedious years, yet we 
No holiday have seen. c 

“ To-morrow is onr Adding-day, 

And we will then reimir . 

Upto the Bell at Edmonton, 

All in a chaise and pair. 

I* 

“My sister, and my sister’s child, 
Myself, and childr;^n three, 

MrUl hll ^e chaise; 00 you must ride 
On horseback aftw we.'* * ' •. 


XNTBNDBD AND CAMS SAPS HOMB AGAIN. 

He soon replied, “ I do admire 
Of womankind but one, 

And you are she, my dearest dear, 
Therefore it shall be done. 

“ I am a linen-draper bold, 

' As all the world doth know, 

And my good friend the calender 
Will 1 ^ his horse to go." 

.Quoth Mn. Gilp^ That’s well saic 
And for that wine k dear, 

We will be foraished with our own. 
Which is both bright and dear. “ 

John Gilpin kissed his loving wife; 
O'ei^ed was he to find, 

^ Tltat thc^h on pleasure she was bent 
She had a mind. 


“5 


yooN^artti. 


The mornins came, th* chaise was 
brought, I 

But yet was not allawea # 

To drive up to the door, 1 « all 
Should say that she was woucL 

' So three doorsoff the chaiMVasstsyed, 
Where they did all eet in; 

Six precious souls, and all agog 
To dash throil^h tlftck and thin. 

Smack went the whip,%ound went the 
wheels, , 

Were never folk so glad, ' 

The stones did rattle underneath, 

As if Cheapside were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse’s si^ 
geized fast the floiging mane, 
Anuup'he got, in Imtc to ride, 

But sooncame down again; 

For saddle-tree scarce reached had he, 
llisioumey to bemn, 

Wlien, turning round his head, he saw 
Three cSstomers come in. 


Then over all, that he might be 
Equipped from top td toe, 

'ififis ioi^ red cloak, well bnulietl and 
neat. 

He manhiUy did throw. 

Now see him mounted once atgam 
Upon his nimble steed, * 

Full slowly pacing o’er the Slones, 
With caution andjgood^ecd. 

But finding^on a. smoother roacf 
Beneath his well-shod'feet. 

The snoAinc beast began to trot, 
Which gmled him in his seat. 

# 

S(^ “ Fai/ anddBftly,*' John he cried, 
llut^ohn he cried in vain; 

That trot became a gallop soon, 

In spite of curb and rem. 

So stooping^ourn, os needs he. must 
Who cannot'sit upright^ 

He grasped the mane with both hishandi 
And eke with all his might. 


So down he came; for loss of time, 
Akhough it grieved him sore. 

Yet loss of pence, full well he kne#, 
Would ^rouble him much more. 

’Twas long before the customers 
Were suited to their mind. 

When Betty screaming came down stairs, 
** The wine is left behind I” 

” Good lack !" quoth he—‘*yet bring it 
me, 

My leathern bdt likewise, ^ 

In which I bear my trtis^ sword, 

When 1 do exercise.” 

• 

Now Mispress Gilpin (carefhl sonl I) 
Had two stone ixitties found, * 
To hold the liquor that she lOvi^ 

And keqi it safe and sound. , 

Each bottle had a curling ear, 

'Shrottgh which the belt he drew. 

And hung a bottle on each side^ * 

To makediislialanoe true. 


His horse, ffho never in tfiat sort 
Had handled been before, 

What thing upon his back had got 
Did wonder more and more. 

» 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought; 

Awav went hat and wig ; 

He little dreamt, whei? he set opt, 

Of running such a rig. 

• 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly, 
Like streamer long and^v, 

' TDl, loop and button failing botli^ 

At last it flew away. • 

9 

Then might all pebple well discern 
The hotUes he haid slung; 

A bottle swinging at each side, 

As hath be» said or sung. 

The dcm did bBik,the«hi]dren screamed 
Up flew the wiii^lows all; 

• And every soul cried out, “ Well done f 
<■ An Iona %s he copld bawl. 
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A way went Gilpin—who but he ? 

11 is fame sobn spread around ; 

** i Ic carries weignt 1 *' ** He ridei' a 
race! *’ 

** *Tis for a thousand pound 1 " 

a 

And stilly as fast as he drew near, 

‘ ’'Fwas wonderful to view, 

How in a> trice the tumpike-men 
I'heir gates wide open threw. 

And now, as he went bowing down 
His rcekin^Micad full low, 

The bottles twain behind his back 
Were shattered at a blow. 

Down ran the wine iii.‘n the Voad, 

Most piteous to be seen, 

Which made his horse’s flanks to 
smoke 

As they had l^asted been. 

' I 

But still he seemed to carry weight. 
With leathern girdle braced ; 

For all might sec the bottle-necks 
Still dangling at his waist. 

I'hus all through merry I.slington 
These gambols he did plav, 

Until he came unto the Wash 
(^f Edmonton so gay ; 

And there he threw the \Va.sh about 
On both sides of the way. 

Just like unto a trundling mop, 

Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton his loving wife 
From the balcony spied 
Her lender'husband, wondering much 
To see how he did ride. 

*‘ Stop, stop, John Gilpin!—Here’s t^e 
house! ” 

They all at once did cry ; 

** "Jbe dinner waits, and "we are tired j”— 

Said Gilpin—“ So am 11 ” 

« 

But yet his horse^nvas not a whit 
Inclined to tarry y»ere 1 
Vor. why ?—his owner had a house 
Full ten miles of^ at >Vah! 


So like an ai'/ow swift he flew, ' 

Shot by a* archer strong ; 

1S0 did he fl? —which brings me to 
The mid|fae of my song. 

Away wey. Gilpin, out r*f breath, 

And s<j/e against his will. 

Till at his friend the calender’s 
11U horse at last stood still. 

The calender, ^mazed to .see 
His neighbour in such trim, 

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate. 
And thus accosted him : 

“ What news? what news? your tidings 
tell; 

Tell me you must and shall— 

Say why barehcadetl you are com**, 

” Or why you come at all ? ” 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit. 

And loved a timely joke ; 

And thus unto the calender 
In merry guise he spoke: • 

“ I came because your horse would come, 
And, if I well forebode, 

^^y^at and w'ig will soon bebere,— 
They are upon the road. ” , 

4 

' The calender, right glad to find 
His friend in merry pin. 

Returned him not a single word. 

But to the house went in ; 

' Whence straight he came with hat and 
wig; 

A wig 1j}iat flowed behind, 

A hat not much the worse for wear. 
Each comely in its kind. 

< 

He held them up, anikin his tpm 
i “ Thus showed his ready wit, 

" head is twice as big as yours, 
therefore needs mur>t fit. 

“ But let me scrape the dirt away 
That hangs upon your fince ; , 

Aifd stop and eat, for well you may 
Be in a hungry case.” 
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Sakl John, “It is my wcd*ng-day, 

And all the world ^ulAslare, 0 
li wife should dine at Edm^ton, 

And I should dine at Wal&‘' 

So turning to fns horse, he si^d, 

“ 1 am in haste to dine; 

' Fwas for your pleasure you came here, 
You shall go buck for mine.” 

• 

Ah, luckless speech, andboulless boast! 

For which he paid full dear; 

For, while he spake, a braying ass* 

Did sing must loud and clear; 

Whereat his horse did snort, as he 
Had heard a lion roar, • 

And galloped off with all his might, 
lie had done before. 

0 


Away went*Gilpin, and away 
Went Gilpirrs hat and wig : 
lie lost them sooner than at first; 
For why ?—they were too big. 


Now Mistfoss Gilpin, when she saw 
Her husband posting down 
Into the country far away. 

Site pulled out half-a-crou n; 

* # 

And thus unto the youth she said 

Tlfht dri^ve them to the Dell, 

“ Tiiis shall be yours, whenyou bring back • 
My husband safe and well." | 

'I'he youth did ride, and soon did meet 
John coming back amain : 
hom in a trice he tried to stop, 

By catching at his rein ; • 


But not performing what he meant, 
f^nd gladly would have done. 

The frighted steed he 1 righted muic, 
And made him faster run. 

Away went (Gilpin, and away 
Wont imstboy at his heels, 

The postboy’s horse right glad to Inl^s 
The lumbering of ^le wlieels. 

• 

Six gentlemen upon the icnd, 

Thus seeing Gilpin fly, 

With postboy scamjiering in tlie rear. 
They raised the hue and cry: 

• * 0 ^ 

“ Slop thief! slop thief!~a highway 
fnanr’ 

Not one of them was mute ; 

And all and each that passed that way 
Did joinl^ pursuit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 
Flew open in short space ; 

The toll-men thinking, as before, 

That GilpKC rode a race.* 

And so he did, and won it too, 

For he got first to ttiwn j 
Nor stopped till where he had got up 
He did again get down. 

*• 

Now let us ring, Long live the king ! 

And Gilpin, long live he! 

And rH^hen he tic\i doth^de abroad 
May I be there to see I 




POEMS 

ADDED BY TUE«AUTHOR IN SUBSEQUENT EDITIONS OF lysVORKS. 

ON THE DEATH OF 
MRS. THROCKMORTON’S BuIlFINCH. 


Yk Nymphs, if e’er your eyes were red 
With tears o’er ha|>less favourites shed, 
Oh share Maria’s grief A * 

I Ter favourite, even in his cage 
(\Khat yrill not hunger’s cruel rage ?) 
Assassined by a thieC 

Where Rhenus strays his vines among 
The egg was laid from which he sprung; 

And though by nature mute. 

Or only ^ith a whistle blessed. 
Well-taught, he all the sounds expressed 
Of flageolet or flute. 

The houours of his ebon poll 
Were brighter than the sleekest im>le, 
*llis^som of the hue 
With which Aurora decks the skies, 
When piping winds shall soon arise 
To sweep away the dew. 

Above, below, in all the house, 

Dire foe alike of bird and mousey 
No cat had leave to dwell; 

And Bully’s cage supported stood 
On props of smoothest-shavpn wood^ • 
Large built and latticed welL 

Well latticed;—^but Sie grate, alas f 
Not roijgh with'wire of steel or bnus^ 
For Bully’s plutna^ sake. 

But smooth with wandsTrom'Ousehiside, 
With whM, when neatly peeled And 
* dried, 

The swains their baskets make;. 

Night veiled the pole; all seemed s^nire; ^ 
When, led by instiitct sharp and sure, 
Subsistence to pj^vide, 


A beast forth sallied on the scout, 

L^ng backed, long tailed, willi whiskered 
siAut, 

^nd badger-coloured hide. 

He, entering at the study door. 

Its ample area *gan explore ; 

And t^alhAig m the wind 
Conjectured, sniffing round and round, 
Better than all the books he found. 
Food chiefly for the mind. 

Just then, by adverse fati^impressed, 

A dream msturbed poor Bully’s rest; 

In sleep he seemed to view 
A rat fast clinging to the cage. 

And screaming at the sad presage, 
Awoke and found it true. 

For, aided both by car and scent. 

Right to his mark the monster went,— 
Ah, Muse! forbear to speak 
Minute the horrors that ensued; 

His teeth were strong, the cage was 
wood,— 

He left poor Bully’sdipak. ^ 

Oh, had he made that tdo his pi^ ! 
That beak, whence issued many a Lay 
Of such mellifluous tone, 

Might have repaid him well, I wote, 
For silencing so sweet a t^oat. 

Fast stuck within his own. 

Maria weeps,—the MiXses mourn 
So^ when by BacchAialians torn, 

On Thracia% Hebnis’ side 
The tree-^chanter Orpheus fell, • 

Hil head alone remained to tell 
The cruel death he died. • 
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THii ROSE. 

The rose had been washed, just washeo in a shower, 
Wliich Mary to Anna conveyed, / * 

The identiAil moisture encumbered th<f flower, 

And wciglied down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all filled, .and the leaves were alP wet, ‘ 
And it seemed, to MAnciful view, 

To wee*y» for the buds it nW left with regret* 

% On the floilrishing bush where jt grew. 

< 

I hastily seized it, unfit as it was 

h’or a nosegay, so dripping and drowned ; 

And swinging^ it rudely, too rudely, alas i 
I .suaf^(/ed it—it fell to tlie ground. * 

“And such,” I exclaimed, “is the pitiless parP 
Some act by the delicate mind, 

Rvgar^llcss of, wringing and breaking a heart 
Already ti sorrow resigned ! 

“ This elegant rose, had 1 shaken it less. 

Might have bloomed with its owner awhile ; 

And the tear that is wined with a little address 
May be f(;^iowcd perhaps by a smile.” 


ODE TO ATOLLO. 

ON AN INK-GLA.SS ALMOST DRIED IN THE SUN. 


Patron of all those luckless brains 
riiat, to the wrong side leaning. 
Indite iniicli metre with much pains, 
.\ii(| little ol* no meaning ; 

i 

Ah why, since'oceans, rivers, streams, 
Tlnt w.'iler nil the nations, ‘ 

Pay tribute to thy glofious beams, 
in constant exhiUations; 

Wlfy, stooping from the noon of day, 
Too covetous pf drink, 

A |>ol]o, hast thou stolen away 
A poet’s drop of ink ? 

ITpbomc into the viewless air. 

It floats a vapour now, 


Impelled through regions dense and rare 
By all the winds tliat blow. 

.Ordained, perhaps, ere summer flics 
Combined with millions moie, 

To form an Ins in the skies, 

Though btetek ard foul before. 

Ili'ustrious drop! and happy th^n 
Beyond the happiest lot, 

01 aU that ever passed my p^, 

So soon to be forgot! , 

Phoebus, if such be thy design, 

To place it in thy bow, ' 

Give wit, that what is left may shine 
With equal grace below. 
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TIIEY’OET’S NEW-YEAR’S GIFT. 

• TO MRS. (/^TERWAKDS LADY) THROCKMORTON. 


\RTA ! I have cveiy good 
For thee wisljed n^ny a lime, 
ii^th sad and in a cheerful mood, 
J(ut never yet in rhy^ie. 

To wish thee fairer is no need, • 
More prinlont, or more si)rightly, 
()r more ingenious, or more freed 
From temper-Ha^s unsightly. 

What favour then not yet ptftsessed 
Can 1 for tliec rtMj^jire, 


In wedded love already blessed 
I'o thy whole heart’s desirC? 

None here is haspy^ut in part; 

Full bliss is blis'S. divine ; * 

There dwells sojne wishnn every heart. 
And (kiubtless one in thine. 

That wish, on some fair future day# 
^Vhich^'atcbrightly gild, 

{’Tis l)lameless7l»e it what it may) 

1 \v1!>h it all fuinilcd. 


PAIRING TIME ANTICIPATED.* 

A TABLE. 

I SHALL not ask Jean Jacques Rousseau 
If birds confabulate or no ; 

’ Pis clear that tlfty were always able 
To hold discourse, at least in hible ; 

And even the child who knows no better 
Than to interpret by the letter 
A story of a cock and bull. 

Must have a most uncommon skull. 

It chanced then on a winter’s day. 

Rut warm and bright and calm as May, 

The birds, conceiving a design 
To forestall sweet St. Valentifte, 

In many ai^ orchard, capse, and grove, 

Assembled on affairs of love, 

And with much twitter an^ much chatter 
RegAi to agitate the matter. 

•At length a BuIlfinclL who could Imast 
More years and wisdom than the most, 

Entreated, Opening wide his beak, 

A moment’s iiberty«to speak ; 

And, silence publicly enjoined 
Delivered briefly thus his mind : 

* Tt wa5 one of (he whimsical speculat'ens «l^this lAilosopl^r, that all fables which af&ribe 
r^abon and snfcech to aifmtals sliuiild be withheld from children, as beingibnly vehicles of decep¬ 
tion. But wnat chi|d was ever deceived by them, or ciui be, against the evidence of hia senhcs t 
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** My friends ! be cautious how yc t/^at 
The subject uiion wtiich meet; / * 

I fear we shall have winter yet.” / 

A Finch, whose tongue knew no amtrol, 

With golden wing and satin poll, / 

A last year’s bird, who ne'er had trf.d 
What marriage means, thus pert replied : 

**Methinks the gentleman," quoth she, 

“ Opposite in the apple tree, *' 

!ny t^s good will would keep us single 
Till yondejr heaven and earth shall mingll; 

. Or (which'is likelier to befall)* 

Till death exterminate uS all. 

I marry without more ado ; 

My dear Dick Retlcap, what say you ' 

Dirjf hejf.'d, ancFtwearlling, oglii)^', bridling. 
Turning short round, strutting, and sidling, 
Attested, glad, his approbation r 

Of an immediate conjugation. 

,,Their sentiments so well expressed 
Influcrcerrmighlily the rest; 

All paired, and each pair built a nest. 

But though the birds were thus in haste, 

The leaves came on not quite so fast, 

And Destiny, that sometimes bears 
An aspect«ttern on man's affairs, 

Not altogether smiled on theirs. 

The wind, of late breathed gently forth, 

Now shifted cast, and east b/ north ; 

Bare trees and shrubs but ill, you know. 

Could shelter them from rain or snow : 

Stepping into their nests, they paddled, 
Themselves were chilled, their eggs were addled : 
Soon every father-bird and mother 
Grew quarrelsome, and pecked each other, 

Parted without the least regret. 

Except that they had ever met. 

And learnt in future to he wiser 
Than to neglect a good'adviser. 


* MORAL. 

Misses! the tale tbht I relate 
This lesson seems to cany—^ 
Choose not alone a |^roper mate^ 
But proper time to many. 
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tiie\og and the water-lily. 

NO FABLE. 


Tme noon was shady, and soft airs 
Swept Ouselji silej^t tide, 

^'Ixen, 'scaped from literary cares, 

[ wandered on his ijde. 

My spaniel, prettiest of his race,* , 

And high tn pedigree, 

(Two nymphs* adorned with every grace 
That spaniel foflnd for me) 

• • 

Now wantoned, lost in flags and reeds, 

W^^ow starting intrFsight, 

Pursued the swallow' o’er the meads 
With sdlrce a slower flight. 

It was the time when Ouse displayed 
Hi<»]ilies newdy blown; 

Their bcAitlies 1 intent surveyed 
And one 1 wished my own. 

With cane extended far, I sought 
To stger it close to land; 

But still the prize, though nearly caught, 
hifecapq^l my eager hand. 

/fAtu marked my unsuccessful pains 
With fixed considerate face. 


And puzzling set his puppy bmins 
To comprehend the case. * 

But with a cheiup ^car and strung 
l^ispersing all tiis dr^m, * 

I thence wiuidrew, anu followed long 
The windings of the stream. 

My ramble ended, I returned ; • 

far before. 

The floating wreath again discerned. 
Aim plunging left the shore. 

I saw him with that lily cropped 
Impatient swim to^cet 
Mv quick afproach, and soon he dropped 
The treasure at my feet. 

Charmed with the sight, “The world,” 
I cried, 

“ ShalMtear of this thy deed : 

My dog shall mortify the pride 
Of man’s superior breed : 

But chief myself 1 will enjoin. 

Awake at duty’s call. 

To show a love as prompt as thine 
To Him who gives*\ne alL” 


CATIIARINA. 


ADDRESSED TO MISS STAPLETON 

Sue came—she is goife—have met— 
And Meet periiaps never again ; • 

The sun of that moment is 
^ And seems to have risen in vain. 
Catharina Has fled like a dream— * 

^ (So vanishes pleasure, alas I) 

But has left a regret and esteem 
. Vh«t will not so suddenly pass. • 


(afterwards MRS. COUllTENAY).'’ 

The last evening samble we made,— 
Catharina, Mario, and T,— 

Onr progress was often delayed 
By the nightingale warbling nigh.* 
We paused under man}; a tree. 

And much die viras gharmed with a ton 
Less sweet to Maria and me, 

I Who so lately flhd witness^ her own 


‘ Sir Robert Gunning’s daughters. 


THE MORALIZER CORRECTED. ' 


My numbers thai day she had sung, 
And gave them a grace so divine, 

Ai* only her musical tohgue 
Coultl infuse into numbers of mine. 
'J'lie longff- I heard, I esteemed 
'I'he work of my fancy the more, 

Aral e’en to myself never seemed 
So tuneful a poet liefore. 

’Jliough the pleasures o^ Ixindon exceed 
In ntiniber tlic days of the vear, 
Catharina, did nothing impede, 

Would feel herself happier here: 

For the close-woven arclics of limes 
Oit the banks of our river, I know, 
Are sweeter to licr inan^dinca^ 

Than all that the city can show. 

So it is, when the mind is eiulucd 
With a well-jiulging taste fr>>m above, 
't hen, whether embcllish£d1ir rude, 

*Tis nature alone that wc love. 


The achievemMts of art may amuse, 
*Ma.y even w'»nder excite ; 

But groves, l/ ils, and valleys, dilTuse 
A lasting,||i sacred delight. 

Since then jp the niral recess 
Catharina alone can rejoice. 

May it still l)e her lot to possess 
'I'he scene of her scnsi’ole choice ! 

'I'o inhabit a mansion remote 

From thcclaitet of strect-pacingstee<ls, 
And by rhilomel's annual note 
To measure the life that she leads. 


With her Irook, and her voice, and her 
- 

To wing nil her moments at home ; 
And with scenes that new rapture inspire, 
As oft as it suits 'ner to roam; ^ 

She will have just the life she prefers, 
With little to hope or to fear, 

And ours wouUl be pleasant ns hers. 
Might we view her enjoying it heix*. 


THF. MORALIZER CORRECTED. 

A TALE. '' 


# 


A HERMIT (or if ’chance you hold 
That title now too trite and old), 

A man once young, u'lio lived retried 
As hermit could have well desired, 
llis hours of .study closed at last, 

And finished his* concise repast, 
Stoppled his cruse, replaced his liook 
Within its customary nook. 

And, t'tniT imliand, set forth to share 
The sftber curdMl of sweet air, 

I.ikc Isaac, with a mind applied , 
To serious thought at evening title. 
Autumnal rains had made it chill, 

And from the trees that fringed his hill 
Shades slanting at the close of day 
(..hilled more his else delightful way. 
Distant a little mile he spied 
A western bank’s still sunny side. 

And right tow'ard the«avoured place 
I^oceeding with his nimblest pace, 

In hope to bask a litde yet, * 

Just reached it when the sun was set. 


Your hermit, young and jovnal sirs ! 
l..earns something from whate’er occurs. 
And “Hence," he said, “my mind com¬ 
putes 

The real worth of man’s pur.suit.s. 

His object chosen, wealth or fame, 

Or other sublunary game. 

Imagination to his view 
•.Presents it,decked with every hue 
That can si^uce him not to spare 
His powers of best exertion there. 

But youth, health) vigour to expend 
On so desirable an end% , 

Ere long approach life's evening shade.s 
The glow Qiat fancy gave it fades ; 
And, earned too late, it* wants the 
grace i 

That first en^ged him in the chase." 

“ True^" answered an angelic guide, 

, Attendant at the senior’s side,— 

“ But whether all the lime it cost 
To urge the frui^ess chase be lost, 



THE FAJTJIFUL BIRD. 
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Must be decided by the Vorth 
or that which called hislrdoiir forth. 
Trifles pursued, whdte’ervhe evei^, * 
Must cause him shame oiViscontent; 
A vicious object still is wAse, 
Succcssfu] thare, he wins i^curse; 

Hut he whom, e’en in life’s last stage, 
Endeavours laudable engage, 


Is paid at least in pcac^ of mind. 
And sense of having well designed« 
And if, ere he attain his end, 

11 is sun precipitate descend, 

A brighter prize than that he meant, 
Shall recompense his mere isitent. 
No virtuous wish can bear a date 
Either too early or loo late.” 


THE FAITHFUL BIRO. 


The greenhouse is my summer scat; 

My .shrubs rlisplac^d from that retreat 
Enjoyed the open air ; 

Two goldfinches, whose spilghtly song* 
Had been their mutual solace lung, 
^M-'ved happy prisdhers there. 

They sang%s blithe as finches sing 
That flutter loose on golden wtng. 

And frolic where they list; 

Strangers to liberty, 'tis true. 

But that ijelight they never knew, 

And therefore never missed. 

But nature works in every breast, 

VVitfi force not easily .suppressed ; 

And f>ick felt some desires, • 

Tha^ after many an effort vain. 
Instructed him at length to gain 
A pass between his wires. 


The open window.^ seemed to invite 
The freeman to a farewell flight; 

,But Tom was still confined ; * 

And DitHc, altlibugh his way was clear, 
Was^nuch ton generous and .sincere 
To leave his friend behind. 

So settling on hi^jeag^, by play, 

And chirp, flnnrl kiss, lie seemed to say, 
” You must not live alone— 

Nor w'ould he quit that chosen stand 
Till I, with slow and cauti(m.s hand. 
Returned him to his own. 

O ye, who never taste the joys 
Of friendship, .sati.sfied with noise, 
Fandango, luill, and rout! 

Blush when I tell you how a bird 
A prison with a friend preferred 
To liberty without. 


THE NEEDLESS ALARM. 

A TALE. ‘ 

There is a field through which I often pass, 

I'hick overspread with roos^nd silky grass, 
Adjoiaing close to Kilwick’s echoing wood, 

Vhere on the bitch-fox hides her hapless brood. 
Reserved to solace maAy a neighbouring sf^uirc. 
That he may^Tollow them through brake a^ brier. 
Contusion liazarding pf neck or spine^ 

Which rural gentlemen call sport divine. 

A narrow brook, by rushy banks concealed. 

Runs in a botcom, and divides the field; 

Oaks intersperse it, that )Ad once a head. 

But now wear crests of oven-w<x>d insfbad; 
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And where the land slopes to its watery bourn" 

' Wide yawns a gulf beside a ragged thorn ; ,, 

Bricks line the sides, but shivered loii; ago, 

And horrid brambles intertwine below ; 

A hollow scooped, 1 judg^ in ancient time, J 
For baking earth, or burning rock to lime. > 

Not yet the hawthorn bore her berries rq), 

With which the fieldfare, wintry guest, is fed ; 

■«Nor Autumn yet had brushed from every spray, 

With her chili hand, the mellow leaves away; 

But corn w?s housed, and beaus were in the stack ; 

Now therefore issj^ed forth the spotted pack, 

Witn tails high mounted, ears hung low, and throats 
With a whole gamut fillip of heavenly notes, 

For which, alas ! my destiny severe, 

Tliough ears she gave me two, gave me no ear. 

The sun, '*<'complishing his c irly march, ^ 

His lamp now planted on heaven's topmost’arch, 

When, exercise and air my only aim. 

And heedless whither, to that held 1 came, 

Ere y^t with ruthless joy the happy hound 
Told hill andidalc that Ke3rnard’s track was found, 

Or with the high-raised horn’s melodious clang 
All Kiiwick* and all Dinglederry* rang. 

Sheep grazed the field ; some with soft bosom pressed 
The herb as soft, while nibbling strayed the rest; 

Nor noise was h''''rd but of the hasty brook, 

Stniggling, detained in many a }>etty nook. 

All seemeci so peaceful, that from them conveyed, 

To me their ^leace by kind contagion spread. 

But when the huntsman, with distended cheek, 

’Gan make liis instrument of music speak, 

And from within the wood that crash was heard, 

I'hough not a hound from whom it burst appeared, 

The shoe]) recumbent and the sheep that grazed, 

All huddling into phalanx, stood and gazed, 

Adnhring, terrified, the novd strain. 

Then coursed the field around, and coursed it round again; 
But recollecting, with a sudden thought. 

That flight in circles urged advanced them.pought. 

They gathered close around the old pit’s brink, - 
And thought again—but kt?ew not what to dtink. 

The man to solitude accustomed long 
Perceives in every thing that lives a tongue; 

Not animals alone, but shrubs an^ trees 
Have speech for him, and understood witU’ease; 

After long drought, when rains abundant fall, 

He hears the herbs and flowars rejoicing dH ; 

Knourtf what the freshness of their hue implies, 

How glacl^hey catch the largess of Ae skies; 

••Two woods belooguig to Jokn Throckmorton, Esq. 
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But, with prt|ision nicer still, the mind 
He scans of elery locomotive kind ; 

Birds of all fe^her, b^U^of ev^ name, 

That serve malUiind or shun them, wild or tame ; 

The looks and lestures of their griels and fears 
Have all articulation in his ears; 

He spells them tfue by intuition’s light. 

And needs no glossary to set him right. 

This truth premisetl was needful as a text, 

To ^in die credence to what follows next. 

Awliile dtey mused ; surveying every face^ 

'I'hou hadsr supposed them of superior race; 

Their periwigs of wooLand fears combinetf 
Stamped on each countenanSe such marks of mind. 
That sage they seemed, as lawyers o’er a doubt, 
Which,*puzzling long, at last they puzzle out; 

Or academic tut<^ teachin^youAs, ^ 

Sure ne’er to want them, mathematic Jruths; 

When tln^s a mutton statelier than the rest, 

A Ram, the ewes and wethers sad addressed: 

• “ Friends! we have lived too long, I never hgfird. 
Sounds such as the^:, so worthy to be feafC‘<A 
Could 1 believe, that winds fur ages pent 
In earth’s dark womb have found at last a vent. 

And from their prison-house below arise, 

* With all these hideous howlings to the skies, 

1 could be much composed, nor should apfwar, 

For such a cause, to feel the slightest fear. 

Yourselves have seen, w'hat time the thunders rolled ^ 

* All night, me resting qffiet in the fold. 

Or heard wc that tremendous bray alone, 

*1 could expound the melancholy tone; 

Should deem it by our old companion mode. 

The Ass ; for he, we know, has lately strayed. 

And being lost, perhaps, and wandenng wide, 

Might be supposed to clamour for a guide. 

But ah! those dreadful yells what soul can hear 
That owns a carcass, and not quake for fear? 

Demons produce them doubtless, brtten-clawed. 

And fanged with ^rass, the domons are abroad ; 

I hold it therefore wisest and most fit 
That, life to save, wa leap into th# pit.” 

Him answered then his loving mate and true, 

^ But mere discreet than he, | Cambrian Ewe: 

How ! leap into the pit our life to save? 

To save our life leflp all into the grave? 
lw>r can we find it less ? Contemplate first 
The depth how awful! *ialling there, we burst: 

Or should the brambles interposed our fiUl 
In part abate, that happiness w^ small; 

For with a race like theirs no cnance I see , 

Of peace eft* ease to creatures dad as fire. 
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Meqptime, noise kills not. Be it Dapple’s 
Or be it not, or be it whose it may, 

And rush those other sounds, iHkt s^m by 
Of demons uttered, from whatever lungs. 

Sounds are but sounds, and, till the cause 
We have at least commodious standing 
Come Bend, come fury, giant, monster, bitst 
From earth or hell, w’ecan but plunge at last.” 

While thus she spake, 1 fainter heard the peals. 
I%r Reynard, close attended at his heels 
By pantinjpdog, tired man, and spattered hors^ 
't'l^|ough mure gtjixl fortune took a different course. 
I'he dock grew calm again, aii^ I, the road 
Follitw'ing, that Iccf me to my own abode. 

Much woiulcied that the silly sheep had found 
.Such cause of terror in an empty sound, 

So sweet toaliuntsflnan, gciiileAan, and hoi^nd. 

* MORAL. I 

Beware of desperate steps. The darkest day, 
• Live tilHt^-morrow, will have passed away. 



ON THE RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER’S PICTURE 

r OF NORFOI.K ; 

THE OlFT OF MY C0U.S1N^ ANN RODHAM. 

On THAI' those Ups had language ! Life has passed 
With me but roughly since 1 heard thee last. 

'riiose lips are thine—thy ow'n sweet smile I sec. 

The same that oft in childhood solaced me ; 

Voice only fails, else how distinct they say, 

“ (Jj^icve not, my child, chase all thy feats aw’ny I” 

The meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
1 Blessed be the art that can immortalize, 

'l^ie art that baffles 'I'imc's tyrannic claim 
^ o ({uench it) here shines on me still the ^nie. 

^''aitliful remembrancer of one so dear, 

() welcome guest, though unexpected here ! 

Who billet me honour with an artless song, 

.\nectionate, a mother lost so Ityig, 

J will olK*y,,not willingly alone, 

nu' gladly, as the precept were her own : 

that face renews my Mial grief, 
k alley shall weave a charm for my relief, 

Shall^teep me in Elysian reverie, 

A momeiftary dream that thou art^e. 

My mother ! )yhen I learm 4 hat thon wast dead. 

Say, waat thou conscious of the tears 1 shed ? 
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Hovered thy s|mt o'er thy sorrowing son, 

Wretch even t^n, life’s jouptev jpt begun? 

Perhaps tUbu Avest m 4 tlrougn unfelt, a kiss : 
Perhaps a tear, V souls *can weep in bliss— 

Ah, that matemfl smile t It answers—Yes. 

I Hbard the l)eil tolled on thy burial day, 

1 saw the hearse iliat bore thee slow away, 

And, turning from my nursery window, drew 
A lotig, l(\pg sigh, and wept a last adieu i 
But was it such?—It was.—Where thou art gone , 
Adieus and^arewells are a sound unknown. • 
May 1 but meet thee on that peaceful shor^ 

The parting word sha]l*pass my lips no more I 
Thy maidens, grieved themsrives at my dbneem. 

Oft gave me pnjmise of thy quick return. 

What aAleully I wished 1 loi^ lielieved. 

And, disappointed still, was ftill deceivedf 
By expectation every day beguiled, ^ 

Dupe of n-marrow even from a child. 

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and wen^ 

'fill, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 

I learnt at last submission to my lot ^ ^ • 

But, though I less deplored thee, ne'er forgot. 

Where once we dwell our name is heard no more, 
•Children not thine have trod my nursery floor ; 

And where the gardener Robin, day by day. 

Drew roe to school along the public way, mm 
Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapped 
In scarlet mantle warm^and velvet capped, 

'Tis now become a history little known, 

•That once we called the pastoral house our own. 
Short-lived possession ! but the record fair 
That memory keeps, of all thy kindness there, , 
Still outlives many a storm that has effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced. 

Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 

That thou mightst know me safe and warmly laid; 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home. 

The biscuit, or confectionary plum ; 

The fragrant waters on my cHeek bestowed 
By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glowed ; 
All this, and more endearing sUllsthan all. 

Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall, 

Ne^er toughened by those cataracts and brakes 
That humour intemosed too often makes; 

All this still legible in menusry’s page^ 

And still to be so to my latest age, 

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Such honours to thee as my numbers may; 

Perhaps a frail memoriaUbnt ^cere. 

Not scorned in heaven, though little notice^ here. 

* Could Time, his flight reversed, restore the honn^ 

V 
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y/lfjsn, playing with thy vesture’s tissued flo^yers. 

The violet, the pink. au4 jessamine, 

1 pricked them mto paper with'a pm x * 

(And thou wast happier than myself the wVile. 

Wouidst softly speak, and stroke my headland smile), 
Could those few pleasant days a^n appear. 

Might one wish Imog them, would 1 wish'them here? 

I would not trust my heart—the dear delight 
■ Seems so to be desired, perhaps 1 might— ^ , 

Cut no—what here we call our life is such 
So little be loved, and thou so much, 

T(pit I should ilt requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bond^ again. 

Thou, as a galldnt bark from Albion’s coast 
(The storms all weathered and the ocean crossed) 

Shoots into port at some well-havened isle, ' 

Where spio(\¥ bret^the, and brighter seasonn smiley 
There sits quiescent on the floods that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below, 

While airs impregnated with incense play 
Around Jjer, fanning light her streamers gay ; 

So thou, with .aVis now swift I hast reached the shores 
“Where tempests never beat nor billows roar,”* 

And thv loved consort on the dangerous tide 
Of life long since has anchored by thy side. 

But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest. 

Always from po»: withheld, always distressed— 

Me howling blasts drive devious, tempest tost. 

Sails ripped, scams opening wide, ipid compass lost. 

And day by day some current’s thawiting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosperous course. 

Y et, oh, the thought that thou art safe, and he I 
That thought is joy, arrive what ma^ to me. 

My boast is not, that 1 deduce my birth 
From loins enthroned and rulers of the earth; 

Buk higher far my proud pretensions rise— 

The sun of parents passed into the skies 1 
And now, farewell—Time unrevoked has run 
If is wonted course, yet what 1 wished is done. 

%y contemplation’s help, not fiougfat in vain, 

1 seem to have lived my childhood o’er again; 

To have renewed the joy^hat once wae mine^ 
Without«the sin of violating thine : 

And, while the wings of Fancy^itUl axe fie^ 

,And 1 can view this mimic show of thee^ ^ 

Time has but half succeeded in his theft— 

Th]rself removed, thy power to soothe me left. 


• Garth. 
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The popl& aiV felled || faiewel] to the dbade, 

And the whispmng sound of the ctoI colonnade 
T^ winds play no longer and sing in the leaves, 

Nor Ouse on his^som their image receives. 

Twelve years have elapsed since I first took a view 
Of ipy fa^urite field, and the bank where they grew 
And now in the grass behold they are laid, 

And the tr^ is my seat that once lent me a shad# ! * 

The blackbird has fled^to another retreat, * 

Where the hazels affora hiima screen from the heat,' 
And the scene where his melody charmed me before 
Resounds with his sweet'flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive year# are all hasfinc away, ^ 0 

And 1 must ere long lie as lowly as t4ey. 

With a tifK on my breast, and a stone at my head, 
^re another such grove shall arise in its stcM. 

*Tis a sight to engage me, if anything caif 0 ^ 

To muse on the penshing pleasures of man ; 

Though his life be a dream, his enjoyments, I see. 
Have a being less durable even tlm he.* 


IDEM LATINE REDDITUM. 


PoPULEiE cecidit gratHsima copia silvae, 

, Conticn€re susurri, omnisque evanuit umbra, 
Nttllae jam levibus se miscent frondibus aurae, 
Et nulla in fluvio ramorum ludit imago. 


Hei mihi! bis senos dum luctu torqueor annos, 
His cogor silvis suetoque carere recessu. 

Cum Serb rediens, stratasque in gramine oEmeni^ 
Insedi arboribus^ sub quets erraze solebam. 


Ah ubi nunc mendee cantus? Felidor ilium 
Silva tqgit, dunemondum pehnissa bipenni; 
Scilicet exustos coUes campos^ue patentee 
Odit, ct iq^ignans €L non redituaus abiviL 


Sed qni 8uccisa.s doleo suocMar et ipse^ 

£t pnhs httic parilis qukmVreverit altera silva 
Flebor, et, m^tfUs parvis donatus, habete * 
dDefixum Ibidem tumuliqiie cnbantis acervnm. 

• • 

* N»t« U Ed.^ 1803. Mr. CoM^er afterwards altered diw last suaia in the following manner; 
Tlie change both hart and my fancy 

idldajojra; 


1 reflect oa the irailsy of asan aii( 

9^-lived as we are, yet oar pleasnn^'we « 
nave a stfll shorter date, and w sooner man 


see, 

we. 


EPITAPH ON A HARE. 



Tam subil6 periisse videns tarn digna manereL 
Agnbscohuinanas sorteset tristia fata— F 

Sit Hcitt ipse brevis, volucrique slmi^imus un.brae^ 
Est homini brevior citiiisque obUurafvolup(a|*. 


4 - 

INSCRIPTION FOR THE TOMB OF MR. HAMILTON. 

« 

Pause her^, and think: a monitory rhyme 
Brands one moment of thy fleeting time. 

(insult life’s silent clock, thy bounding vein ; 

Seems it to say, Health here has long to reign ” ? 

Hast thou the vigour of thy youth ?—an eye 
That beams delight ?—a heart untaught to sigh ? 

Yet fear. Y^uth, ofttimei> healthful and a^ease, 

Anticipates a day it never sees; 

And many a tomb, lil^e Hamilton’s, aloud 
Exclaims, *' Prepare thee for an early shroud.” 


EPITAPH ON A HARE. 


Here lies, whom hound did r'^’.erpursue. 
Nor swifter greyliound follow, 

\t'hose foot ne’er tainted morning dew. 
Nor ear heard huntsman’s halloo; 

Old Tiney, surliest of his kind. 

Who, nursed with tender care. 

And to domestic liounds confined. 

Was still a wild Jack hare. 

Though duly from my hand he took 
His pittance every night, 

He did it with a jealous look. 

And, whep<he could, w'ould bite. 

diet was df wheaten bread, 

^ And milk, and oats, and straw; • 

Thistles, or lettuces iustead. 

With sand to scour his maw. 

On tnr^s ortawthom h*e regaled. 

On pippins’ russet peel. 

And, when his jtiicy salads failed, 

Sliced carrot pleased him well 

A Turkey carpet was his lawn, 
Whereon he loved to bouitd. 


To skip and gambol like a fawn, 

And swing his rump around. 

• 

His disking was at evening hours, 

For then he lost his fear, • 

But most before approaching Ihow'ers, 
Qr when a storm drew near. 

Eight years and five round-rolling mooni 
He thus saw i^teal away, 

Dozing out all Ids idle noons. 

And every night at play. 

I kept him for his humour’s sake, 

*■ For he would oft bi^ile 
My heart of thoughts t&t made it ache, 
And ibree me a smile. 

Bjut now beneath this walnut shade 
He finds his long last home. 

And waits,* in snug concealment laid. 
Till gentler Puss shall come. 

He, still more agM, feels the shocks 
From which no care can save, 

An(( partner once of Tiney’s box, 

Must soon oartake hb emve. 
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^ITA^HIUM ALTERUM. 

^ Hie etiam jacet, 

totum novennium vixit^ 
Puss. 

Siste paulisper, 

Qui praeteriturus es, 

£t tecum sic reputa— 
Hunc peque canis venaticuk, 
Nec nlunibum missile 
Nec laqueus, 

Nec imbres niniii, 
Coi^c^ra: ^ 

Tamen mortuus est — 

£t moriar ego.* 



FOSTIiUMOUS POEMS' 

OF 

MIDDLE AND LATER LIF^ 

(This division includes some fieces published' anonymosssly during 

Authot^s li/eUnu.) 


A TALE, FOUNDED ON A FACT 

WHICH HAPPENED IN JANUABT Ji^79. "* • 

'Where Humber poors his rich commercial stream 
^ There dwelt a wretch, who breathed but to blaspheme; 
In subterraneous caves his life he led, 

Black as the mine in which he wrought fy^bread. 
When on a day, emerging from the deep, 

A Sabbath'day, (such sabbaths thousands keep!) 

The wages of his weekly toil he bore 
^To buy a cock—whose blood might win him more; 

As if the noblest of the feathered kind 
Were but for battle and for death designed; 

As if the consecrated hours were meant 
For sport to minds on cruelty intent; 

It chanced (such chances Providence obey) 

He met a fellow>laboarer on the way, « 

Whose heart the same desires had once inflamefl; 

But now the savage temper was reclaimed. 

Persuasion on his lips had ta]i:en place; 

For all plead wen who plead the cause of grace. 

His iron heart with^Scriptnre h^issailed. 

Wooed hiA to hear a sermon, and prevailed. 

His faithful bow the mighty preadier drew; 

Swift as the lightning-gfimpse the arrow flew. 

He wept; he trefhblea^; cast his qrea around, * 

4*0 find a worse thui he ;,but none he found. 

He felt his sins, and Pondered he should feel; 

Grace made the wound, and grace alone could heal. 

Now farewell oaths, «id buisphemies, and 
He quits the sinner’s forthe jflhr^s prize. 

That holjr day was washed with many a tAur, 

Gilded wit^ nope, yet shaded, too, by fear. 
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TO THE REV. MR. HEPPTOH. 


The ;aexty his swarthy brethren of the mine / 

Learned, by his altered speech, the change dfvine! 
Laughed when they should have we/t, and ^ore'the day 
Was nigh when he would swear as fust as tlrey. 

No,” said the penitent,—“such words shill share 
' "This breath no more; devoted now to prayer. 

" OI if Thou seest (Thine eye the future ^jcs) 

" That 1 sliall yet again blaspheme, like these, 

'" Now strike me to the ground on which I kneel,| 

"*£re yft this heart relapses into steel: 

" Now takt me to that heaven I once defied, i 
" Thy presence, I'hy embrace 1 ”—He spoke, and died! 


TO THE REV. 

ON HIS l^ETURN 

That ocean you of late surveyed, 
Those rocks, 1 too have seen. 

But I afllicted anti dlsmay^l/ 

You tranquil and serene. 

You from the flood-con trolling steep 
Saw stretched before your view. 

With ctn.^vloqs joy, the threatening deep, 
No longer such to you. 

October, 178a 


^R. NEWTON, 

FROM RAMSGATE. 

( <■> 

To me the waves that ceaseless broke 
Upon the dangerous coas^, 

Hoarsely and ominously spoke 
Of all my treasure losL 

Your sea of troubles you have past, 
And foitnd the peaceful shdre; 

I, tempest-tossed, and wrecked at last, 
Come home to port no more. 


MONUMENTAL INSCRIPTION TO WILLIAM NORTHCOT. 

Hic sepultus est 
Inter suorum lacrymas 
GULIF.LMUS NORTHCOT, 

GULIELMI et MARi.e filius 
Unicus, unic^ dilectus, 

Qui floris ritu succisus est semihiantis, 

Aprilis dietseptimo, , 

1780, iEt. la 

Care, vale! Sed non aetemiim, care, valeto^* 

NaAique iteriim tecum, sim mod6 dignus, erou • 

Turn nihil amplexus poterit divellere nostros, 

Nec tif marcesces, nee laciymabor ^o. 

TRANSLATION.* 

Farewell ! " But not for ever,” Hope replies; 

Trace but his steps and nytet him in the skies I 
There nothing shall renew our parting pain j . 

Thoo'Shalt not witl^, nor I weep^ again. 


TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, 

- 


X 
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) ^iddLe. 

^ I AM just two and two, I am warm, I am cold/ 

And the parent of numbers that cannot bj^tolc^ 

I am lawful, tmlawful—a duty, a fault,— 

I am often sold dear, good for nothing when bought j 
An ei^traordinary boon, and a matter of course. 

And yielded with pleasure when taken by forces 
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TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 

DEAif President, whose art sublimf 
Gives perpetuity to Time,* 

And bids transactions of a day. 

That fleeting hours would waft away 
To dark futurity, survive, ^ • 

And in unfading beauty live,— * 

You cannot with a grace decline 
A special mandate of the Nine— 
Yourself, whatever task you choose. 

So much indebted to the Muse. 

Thus say the sisterhood ^^e come- 
Fix well your pallet on your thumb, 
Prepare th« pencil and the tints— 

We come to furnish you with hints. 
French disappointment, British glory. 
Must be the subject of the story. 

First strike a curve, a graceful bow, 
Then slope it to a pbint below; 

Your outline easy, airy, light. 

Filled up becomes a paper kite. 

Let Independence^ sanguine, horrid. 
Blaze, like a meteor in the forehead: 
Beneath (but lay jiside your graces) 
Drav/six*and-twenty rueful races. 

Each wi{h a staring, steadfast eye, 
•Fixed on his great aift |;ood ally. 

France flies the.kite—'tis on the wing-*- 
Britannia’s lightning cuts the string. 

The wind that raised it, ere it ceases. 
Just rends it igto thirteen pieces. 

Takes change of every fluttering sheet, ' 
And la^ them all at Georg’s uet 
Ibena, trembling from afrw. 

Renounces tie conederate war; 

• Her efforts and hhr arts o’ercome, 

France calls her shattered navies home \ 
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Repenting Holland leams to mour|t 
The sacred trea|ies sh^ has tom; 
Astonishment and awe* profound 
Are stamped upon the nations roand; 
Without one friend, above all fo^ 
Britannia gives the world repose. 

1781. 


IMPROMPTU READING THE CHAPTER ON ‘POlVgAMY, IN 
MR. MADAN’S THELYPHTHORA. 

If John marries Mary, and Mary alonc^ 

’Tis a very good matth between Mary and John. 

Should John wed a score, oh, the claws and the scratches i 
It can't be a match—'tis a bundle of matches. ‘ 


ON A REVIEW CONDEMNING THELYPHTHORA. 

I If readathe Review; it is learned and wise, 

Clear, candid, and witty—Thelyphthora dies. 


0;\ MADAN’S ANSWER TO NEWTON’S COMMENTS 
“ Oir THELYPHTHORA. 

M. quarrels with N., because M. wrote a book 
And N. did not like it, which M. coulft not brook ; 

So he called him a bigot, a wrangler, a monk, 

With as many hard names as would line a good trunk, 

And set up his back, and clawed like'a cat; 

But N. liked it never the better for that. 

Now N. had a wife, and he wanted but one, 

Whictystuck in M.’s stomach as cross as a bone: 

It has always been reckoned a just cause of strife 
For a man to make free with another man’s wife; 

But {he strife is the strangest that ever was known, 

If & man must be scolded for loving his owi^ 

• 


ANTI-THELYPHTHORA. 

, A TALK, IN VKKSa. 

Ah miser, 

QuanU laboras in CbaryMi I 

Hoa. Oa. I. «7 

Airy pyx Castro was as bold a knight 
As ever earned a lady’s love in fight* 
Many he sought, but.one4ibbve me rest 
His tebder heart victoriously impressed. 


ANTI-TffEL YPHTHORA. 


In fairy*land was bom the matchless dame. 

The land of dreams, l|i^potl^is her name. 
There*Fancy nuiW her m td^ bowers. 

And laid he/ soft in amaranthine flowers; j 
Delighted with her babe, the enchantress smiled 
And graced with all her gifts the favonritmchild. 
Her wooed ftr Airy, by meandering streams, 

In daily musings and in nightly dreams; 
4Vithaall the flowers he found, he wove in haste 
Wreaths for her brow, and girdles for her waist;,; 
His time, his talents, and bis ceaseless care,* ■ 
All consecrated to adorn the fair; • 

No pastime but u^th hey he deigned to take, 
And if he studied, studied for her sake. 




Aigl, for Hypothesis was somewhat long. 

Nor soft enough to suit a lovgr’s tongue. 

He mlled htr Posy, wim an amoroffe artf 
And epraved it on a gem, and wofe it next his heart 
Bill she, inconstant as the beams that play 
On rippling waters in an April day. 

With many a iteakish trick deemved his paina^ , 
To pathless wilds and unfrequented pltias 
Enticed him from his oaths of knighthood far. 


’Tis thus the tenderness that Love inspires 
Too oft betrays the votaries of his fires; 

Borne far away on elevated wings, *' 

They sport like wanton doves in airv rings. 

And laws and dq|ies are ncwlected tnings. 

Nor he alone addressed the wayward fair. 

Full many a knight had lieen entangled there; 

But still, whoever wooed her or embraced. 

On every mind some mighty spell she cast * 
Some she would teach (lor she was wondrous wise. 
And made her dupes see all things with her eyes) 
That forms matenal, whatsoe’er we dream. 

Are not at all, or are not what they seem; 

That substances and modes of ev^ kind 
Are mere impressions on the passive mind; 

And he thsft splits his Cranium, breaks at most 
A fancied bead against a fancied post: 

Others, that ^urth, ere sinfu^ drenvned it all, 

, Was smooth and even as an ivory ball; * 

That all the various beauties we survey, * 
Hills, valleys, rivers, and the boundless sea, 

Are but departures from the first design. 

Effects of i^ni^mlnt and wrath dtvi^ 

She tutored some in Diedalus’s art, ^ 

And promised they should act his wildgoqse part, 
On waxen puiions»aoar erithout m fipU, * 

Swift as the proudest gander pf ajk 
But fiite reserved Sir Airy to maintain * 


ANTI-TffELYPHTIfORA, 




? he wildest project of her teeming brain; — 
hat wedlock is not rigorous, supposed, 

But man, within a wider pale erclosed, 

rove at will, where appetiti sliall had, 

Freb as the lordly bull that ranges o'er Ihe mead; 
That forais and rites are tricks of human law, 

As idle as the chattering of a daw; 

That lewd incontinence, and lawless rape, 

Are marriage in its true and proper shape ; k • 
That man by faith and truth is made a slave. 

The riilg a bauble, and the priest a knave. 

< ** Fair fall the deed !” the knight exulting cried, 

Now is the time to make the maid a bride I" 

*T*was on tnc noon of an autumnal day, 

October hight, but mild and fair as May; 

When scarlet fruits the nisset hedge adorn. 

And floating Aims envelop eveiy thorn, 

When gently as ir June the rivers glide, 

And only miss the flowers that graced their side; 

The linnet twittered out his parting song. 

With many a,^horister the woods among; 

On south^i'fl banks the ruminating sheep 
Lay snug and warm ;—'twas Summer's farewell peep. 
Propitious to his fond intent there grew 
An arbour near at hand of thickest yew, 

With many a boxen bush close dipt between. 

And phillyreJW a gilded green. 

But what old Chaucer’s merry page befits. 

The chaster muse of modem dayf omits. 

Suffice It then in decent terms to say, 

She saw,—and turned her rosy cheek away. 

Small need of prayer-book or of priest, I weeni 
Where parties are agreed, retired the scene, 

Occasion prompt, and appetite so keen. 

Hypothesis (for with sutm magic power 
Fancy endu^ her in her natal hour) 

From many a steaming lake and reeking bog. 

Bade rise in haste a dank and drizzling fog. 

That curtained round the scene where they reposed. 
And wood and lawn in du&y folds endo^. 

Fear seized the trembling sex ; in every grove 
They wept the wroi^^f honourabfe love: < 

" In Vain," they cried, ** are hymeneal rites, 

V^in our delusive hope of sconstant knights; 

** The marriage bond has lost its power to bind. 

And flutters loose, the sport of every wind. 

V The bride, while vet her bride’o attire is on, 

*' Phall mourn her absent lord, for he is gone, 

Satiate of her, and weary of the same, 

*' To distant wilds, in quist of %ther gam& 

** Ye fair CiitassianB! aB four lutes employ, • 

** Selaglios sin|^ and harem dance for joy 1 
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** For British nymphs whose lords were lately tnte, 

Nymphs quite as fair, and happier once than you, 
Honour, esteem, and a 6 nfideAce forgot. 

Feel oil the meann<|5s of your slavish lot. . 

*' O curst Hypothesis I your hellish arts J 

* Seduce our husbands, and estrange their h^rtsT 
*' Will none aive? no knight who still retalM 
The blood of ancient worthies in his veins. 

To assert the charter of the chaste and fair, « 

** Find But her treacherous heart, ant) plant a dagger thex? 
A knight (can he that serves the fair do lessPJ • * 

Starts at the call of beauty in distress: 

“ And he that does not, whatsoe’er occurs, 

“ Is recreant, and unwortlfy of his spurs." * 

Full many a champion, bent on hardy deed. 

Called for his arms and for his princely steed. 

So swarmed tigi Sabine youth, and graaperl^he shield. 
When Roman rapine, by no laws withheld. 

Lest Rome should end with her firsf founders’ lives. 

Made half their maids, sans ceremony, urives. 

• But not the mitr< it few; the soul their charge, 

They left these bodily concerns at largtfij • . 

Forms or no forms, pluralities or pairs. 

Right reverend sirs! was no concern of theirs. 

The rest, alert and active as became 
A courteous knighthood, caught the generous flame; 

One was accoutred when the cry begaji, • 

Knight of the Silver Moon, Sir Marmadan.f 
Oft as his patroness, who rules the night. 

Hangs out her lamijAn yon cnerulean height, 

His vow was (and he well performed his vow). 

Armed at all points, with terror on his brow, 

To judge the land, to purge atrocious crimes, • 

And quell the shapeless monsters of the times. 

For cedars famed, fair Lebanon supplied 
The well-poised lance that quivered at his side; 

Truth armed it with a point-so keen, so just, 

No spell or charm was proof against the thrust. 

He couched it Arm upon his puissant thigh. 

And darting tljrough his helm an eagle’s eye^ 

On all the wings of chivalry advancra 
To where the fond Sir Airy 1^ entranced. 

He dreamt not of a foe, or if his fear , 

Foretold one, dreamt nqt of a fix so near. 

Far other dreams his feverish mind employed. 

Of rights rest(Ji-ed, variety eiyoyed; * 

‘ Of virtue too well fenoed to tear a flaw; 

Vice passing cnrreift I 7 the stamp of law; 

LATge population on a liberal plan, 

• • 

* When a knight was degraded, his qiors woe chopped oC 
t " Monthly Review " for October 11780]. • 
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lAnd woman trembling at the foot of man; 

How simple wedlock fornication works, 

And Christians mariylng tt&y convert the Tr-'ks. 

The trumpet now spoke Man'iadan at hand, 

A \ntmpet that was heard through all the land. 

His hign-bred steed expands his nostrils wide, ' 
And sn(»4S aloud to cast the mist asicV* ; 

But he, the virtues of his lance to show. 

Struck thrice the point upon his saddle-bow; 

Three sparks ensued that chased it all away, ' 

AnH s/pt the unseemly pair in open day. 

“ To horse he cri^, “ or, by this good right hand 
“ And lietter spear, 1 smite you v/here you stand.” 

Sir Aiiy, not a whit disrfta 3 red or scared. 

Buckled his helm, and to his steed repaired. 

Whose bridle, while he cropped the grass below'. 
Hung not far off upo'n a n yrtle bough 
He mourns at once,—such confidence infused 
The insidious witdh that had his wits abused; 

And she, regardless of her softer kind. 

Seized fiist the saddle and sprang up behind. 

”‘Oh^ shajpnv knighthood !” his assailant cried; 

” Oh, shame!” ten thousand echoing nymphs replied. 
Plac^ with advantage at his listening ear. 

She whis{)ered still that he had nought to fear. 

That he was cased in such enchanted steel. 

So {Kilished ac/1 compact from head to heel, 

** Come ten, come twenty, should an army call 
Thee to the field, thou shouldst withstand them all” 
” By Dian’s lieams! “ Sir Mart.'tadan exclaimed, 

” The guiltiest still are ever least ashamed 1 
** But guard thee well, expect no feigned attack; 

” And guard beside the sorceress at thy back 1” 

He spoke indignant, and his spurs applied. 

Though little need, to his good ^frey^s side: 

The barb sprang forward, and his lord, whose force 
Was eoual to the swiftness of his horse, 

Rushea with a whirlwind’s fury on the foe, 

And, Phineas like, transfixed them at a blow. 

Then sang the married and the maitkn throng, 

, Love graced the theme, and harmony the sung; 

The I^uns and Satyrs,^ lascivious race. 

Shrieked at the sight, and, conscious, fled tKe place: 
And,Hymen, trimming his dim torch anew, • 
His snowy mantle o’er his shWders threw; 

He turned, and viewed it oft on every side^ 

And reddening with a just and generous pride; 
Pieced the glad beams of that prbpitious day, 

'I'htf spot he loathed so much for ever cleauaed aifay. 
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LOVE ABUSED. 

• ^ • 

What is then in the vale of life 
Half so delightful as a Wife, 

When friendship, love, and peace coni 
To stan^ the inarriage*bona divine )r 
The stream of pure and genuine love 
Derives its current from above; 

And earth a second Eden shows, 
A^ere’er the healing water flows : 

But ah, if, from the dykes and drains 
Of sensual nature’s feverish veins* 

Lust, like a iawless*hcadstrong«Aood, 
Impregnated with ooze and mud, 
s Descending fast on every side. 

Once n^^es with the ^red tide, ^ 
Farewefl the soul-enlivening scene 1 
The banks that wore a smiliffg green, 
With rank defilement overspread. 
Bewail tlieir flowery beauties dead. 

The stream pollute^ dark, and 
Diffused into a Stygian pool. 

Through life’s last melancholy years 
Is fed with ever-flowing tears : 
Complaints supply the zephyr’s part. 
And sighs that heave a brcakii]^. heart 



m seditIonem horrendam, 

CoftRUPTELIS GALLICIS, UT FERTUR, LUNDINI NUPER p^ORTAM. 

Perfida, crudelis, victa et lymphata furore, 

Non arm is, laurum Gallia fraude petit. 

Vcnalem,pretio plebem conducit, et urit 
Undique privatas patriciasque domos. 

Nequicqukm conata sui, foedissima sperat 
Posse tamen nostr& nos superarE mann. 

Gallia, vana atruis I Preeibus nunc utere I Vinces 
Nam mites timidis supplicibusque sumus. 

• • 

• TRANSLATION. « 

FXiee, cruel, disappointed, stung to the heart,! 

France quits Qte warrior's for the assassin’s fMurt, 

To dirty han^ a dirty bribe conveys. 

Bids the low streetand lofty palace blaze; 

Her sons too wealc to vanquish us alone. 

She hires the worst and basest of our own. 

Kneel, France t a sqppliant conquers us witIPeaae, 

We a}ways spare a coward <m hi|i knee;!. 
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tON THE HIGH PRICE OF Fl iH.^ 


A CARD. 

Poor Vestris, grieved beyund all measure, 
Vo have incurred so much displeasure, 
A.’.though a f'renchman, disconcerted. 

And though light-heeled yet heavy-hearted, 
Regs humbly to inforni his friends. 

Next first ot April he intends 
To take a boat and row right down 
Xo Cuckold’s-Point from Richmond town i 
And as he goes, alert and gay, 

Leap all tlv‘ bridges in his way. 

'Hie bojit, borne downward with the tide. 
Shall catch Kim safe on t’other side. 

He humbly hopes by this expedient 
To prove himself ijiieir most obedient, 
(Whicl shall be always ^ais endeavour,) 

And jump intCLthe former favour. 


. ON THf HIGH PRICE OF FISH. 

(TO MRS. NEWTON.) 


Cocoa-nut naught. 
Fish too dear, 
l»uus,'\nust l>e bought^ 
For us that are here: 

No lobster on earth, 
I'hat ever I saw. 

To me would be worth 
Sixpence a claw. 

Aug. 1781 . 


So, dear Madam, wait 
Till hsh can be got 
At a reasonable rate. 

Whether lobster or not. 

Till the French and the Dutch 
® Have quitted the seas. 

And then send as much • 
And as oft as you pleai^e. 


TO MRS. NEWTON. 

Sefi. 16, 1781. 

A NORLE theme demands a noble verse; 

In such 1 thank you for your fine oysArr. 

The barrel was magnificently large. 

But, being sent to Olney at free chaige, 

W\is not inserted in the driver’s list, _ , 

And therefore overlcmked, forgotf or missed; 

Fos, when the messenger whom we despauhed 
Inquired for opters, Hobjiis noddle scratched,* 
Denying that his waggon or his wain 
Did any such comm^ity contain. 

In consc<|uence of which ysur welcome boon 
Did not arrive till yesterday at^oon; 

In consequence of which some chanced to die^ 

And some, though verv sweqjt, were very dry. 

Now Madam says, (and what she says must still 
Deserve attention, say she what she will,) 


C.^L EPISTLE TO LADY AUtTE, 


1 'hat what we call the Dili^^ence, be-case 
It goes to London wjth a swifter pace, 

\V(Suld iHJtter suit tHe carrStge of your gift, 
Returning down|i^ard with a pace os swift i 
And therefore recommends it with lliis aim-^ 

*l'o save at least three days,—the pricesame ; 
For thougli it will not carry or conveyar 
For less than twelve pence, send whate’er you may 
P'or oysters, bred upon the salt sca>shore, 
racke<l in a barrel, they will charge no more. 

P^ws have I none that 1 can deign to virit^, 
Save that it rained prodigiously las^ night, 

And that oursehres wgre, at the seventh hour. 
Caught in the first beginning of Hie shower; 

Rut walking, running, and with much ado, 
fjot home—^just time enough tii be wet through. 
Yet both fre ivell, an4, wcmdrous*to li^told, 
Soused as we were, we yet ha^- caught no cold ; 
AikI wishing just the same gorjci liap to you, 

We say. good Madam, and good Sir, Adieu 1 


A POETICAL EPISTLE TO LADY AUSTEN. 


Dkar Anna—between friend and friend. 
Prose answers every common eiul; 

Serves, in a plain and homely wafv 
To express the occurrence of the <lay; 

Our health, the weather, and the news, 

Wliat walks wAake, w'hat books w'e chusc 
And all the floating thoughts we find 
Upon the surface of the mind. 

Rut when a ])Oct takes the pen. 

Far more alive than other men, 
lie feels a gentle tingling come 
Down to his finger and his thumb, 

Derived from nature’s noblest part, 

The centre of a glowing "heart; 

And this is what the world, who knows 
No flightsialKive the pitch of prose. 

His more sublime vagaries slighting, 
De^minatc^an itch for writing. 

No wonder I, who scribble rhyme 
To catch the trifler^of the time, 

And tell t^em truths divine and clear, , 
%Vhich, couched in prose, they will not hear ; 
'Who labour hmd lo allure and draw 
The loiterers Unever saw. 

Should feel that itching and that tingling 
With all my purpose i%^enningling, i 
Tp your intrinsic merit true, , 

When called to address myUlf to you. 
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POETICAL EPISTLE TO LADY ^ 

Mysterious arc His ways, whose power 
' Brinies forth that unexpected hour, 

When niinds that n4ver nut liefore, 

Whay meet, unite, and part nq^more: 
iV^s the allotment of the skies, 

'I hc h^id of the Supremely Wise, 

That {Tiihles and governs our affections. 
And plans and orders our connexions; 
Directs us in our distant road, 

And marks the Imunds of our atiode. 
YnuS'we were settled when you found us. 
Peasants aiyl children all around us, 

Nt)t dreaming of so dear a fricxd. 

Deep in the rti»yss of SihW-End. 

Thus Maltha, even against her will, 
Perched on the top^f yonder hill; 

And yc^i, tlieugh you rntlcit needs prefer 
The fain-r scenqs of sweet Sancerre, 

Arc come from distant Loire to chuse 
A cottage on the banks of Ouse. 

Tlys page of I’rovidence quite new, 

And nov'*jiffli opening to our view, 
Kmploys uur present thoughts and pains 
I'o guess and spell what it contains : 

But day by day, ami year by year, 

Will make the dark enigma clear; 

And fiimislw t, perhaps, at last, 

J.ike other scenes already past, 

W'ith proof, that we, and onr affairs, 

Are part of a Jehovah’s cares ;* 

For (io<l unfolds by slow degrees 
The pur|H)rt of His deep decrees; 

Shells every hour a clearer light 
In aid of our defective sight; 

And sprcails, at length, before the soul, 

A beautiful and perfect whole, 

W’hich busy man’s inventive brain 
Toils to anticipate^ in vain. 

Say, Anna, had you never known 
The beauties of a rose full blown, « 
Could you, though luminous your eye. 

By looking on the bud, descry, 

Or guess, with a prophetic power, 

TIte future ^lendour of the flower? 

Just suthe Omnipotent, who turns ^ 

The system of a world’s concerns, 

From mere minutiae can educe 
Events of most important use, *■ 

And \)i(l a dawning sky display 
The tllaze of a racridino day.„ 

The w'orks.of man tend,<one and all, 
As*uecd$ they must, from great to small; 
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Ana vanity absorbs at length 
The monuments of hujnan strength. 

But who can tell how«vast tlte plan 
Which this day's i|iciclcnt Ix^an ? 

Too .small, perhaps, the slight occasion 
For our dim-sighted observation; 

It passed uitfoticed, as the bird / 

That cleaves the yielding air unheard, 
^And vet may prove, when understood, 

A harbinger of endless good. 

Nokth.at I deem, or mean to call, 
Frienu»hi|) a blessing chea]> or small^* 
But merely to rciflark, ^h.at ours, 

Like sun»e <»f Nature’s sweetest flotters, 
Rose from a seed of tiny size, 

'I'Rat seemed to promise no .s|ich prize; 

A transieiit^'isit intervening, * g 

Aii«l made almost without a melting, 
(llanily the effect of inclination, 

Mucii less of )>lcasing expectation,) 
I'rodueed a 'liendship, then Ijcgun, 

That has cemented us in one; •• 

And ]>lac(‘d it in our jK>wrer to prove. 

By long fiflelity and love. 

That Solomon has wisely spoken,— 

" A threefold cord is not soon broken." 

17/A Dec. 1781. 



THE FLATTING MILL. 

AN ILLUSTRATION. • 

When a bar of pure silver or ingot of gold 
Is sent to be flatted or wrought into length. 

It is passed Ixstwcen cylinders often, and rolled 
In an engine of utmost mechanical strength. 

Thus tortured and squeez^, at last it a])pcats 
Like a loos^ heap of rii^on, a glittering show, 

Like music it tingles and rings in your ears, , 

And warmed by the pressure, is all in a glov^ 

Tffis process achieved, it is doomed to sustain 
The thump gfter thump of a gold-beater*s<inallet, 

And at last is of service in sickness or pain 
To cover a pill aMelicate (lalate. 

Alas for the poet! who dates undertake 
To urge reformation; Vtional ill—. 

His head and his heart areroth likely ache 
With the double employment df n^et and xmll, 
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If he wish to instructp he must leam to delight; 

, Smooth, ductile, and evc^n, his fancy must How, 
Must tinkle and glitter like ^old to the sight, 

NaH 1 catch in its progress a sensible glow, 
i 

After he miLst beat it as thin and as fine * 

As tM^feaf that enfolds what an iiY/alid swallows; 
For truth is unwelcome, how'ever divine. 

And unless you adorn it, a nausea follows. 


I 
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TO Tl^E REV. .MR. ‘'NEWTON, 

RECTOR OF ST. MARY WOOLNOTII. 

Says the PifK. to the SnufT-boA, " I can’t vnderstand 
What the ladies an\^ gentlemen sec in your face. 

That yon are in fashion all over the land, • 

And 1 am so much fallen into disgrace. 

“ Do'uul see a pretty contemplative air 
I give to the company,—pray do but note ’em,— 

You would think that the wise men of Greece were all there. 
Or, at least, would suppose them the wise men of Gotham. 

•^^dy breath is as^yect as the breath of blown roses. 

While you arc a nuisance where’er you appear; 

There is nothing but snivelling and blowing of noses. 

Such a noise as turns any man’s stiLuach to hear.” 

Then, lifting his lid in a delicate way. 

And opening his mouth with a smile quite engaging, 

Tlie Box m reply was heard plainly to say, 

** What a silly dispute is this w'e are waging I 

** If {’ou have a little of merit to claim, 

You may thank the swcct-sinelling Virginian weed; 

And I, if I seem to deserve any blame, 

The before-mentioned drug in apology plead. 

* * • 

“ Thus neither the praise nor the blame is our own. 

No room for a sneer, mueh less a cackinnus; ^ 

We are vsliicles, not of tobacco alone. 

But ofytny tiling else they may^choose to put in us.”* 

Af.iy aS, 1780. ' 


A SIMILE LATINISED. 

SORS adver^ gerit stimulum, sed tendit et alas: 
Puagit api similis,*sed velut ista fugit. 





^/E MEMORY OF DR, LLOYli 
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VERSES *TO THE ^M^MOrV OF DR. ^L^YD,* 

SPOKEN AT THE WESTMINSTER ELECTIOIi^«K’] 
AFTER Ills DECEASE. 

Abut scncx! pcriil scnex amabilis ! 

I Quo non mit jucundior. 

Lugclc VOS, x'tas <iuibus malurior 
^ Senem colendum pra'stitit; 

Seu quand^ viribus valentiurilius 
Firmo<]uc fratus pectoro,, 

Florenttori vos jiivcntuto cxcolens 
I Cura fovcbat patrii ; 

Seu (^ando, fracgis, jwnque ^lonatus rude 
vultu scd usque bl.andulo, * 

Misccre gaudebat suas fauatias 
* Mis annuls lejtoribus. 

Vixit •ji-obiis, pur.a({ue sitnjdcx indole, 

Ibandisquc comis nu)ribi]«j^ ^ • 

Et dives a;qua meiitc—cliarus oniAibus, 

Uninst auctus inunerc. 

Itc lituli! meritis licatioribus 
Aptatc laudes debitas 1 
Ncc invidebat ille, si quibus favens 
Forluna plus arrisurat. 
riacide scnex 1 Icvi quicscas cespite, 

Etsi supcrbum nec vivo tibi 
Deciis sit inditum, ncc mortuo 
Lapis notatus nomine. 


THE SAME IN ENGLISH. 

Our good old fnend is gone, gone to his rest, 
Whose social converse was, itself, a feast. 

O ye of rifier age, wht> recollect 

How once ye loved, and eyed him with respect, 

Bo^ in the firmness of liis better day, 

While yet he ruled you with a fathers swaf, 
And when, itnpaireil by time and glad to r^t. 
Yet still ^th looks in mild complacency drest, 


* I make no apolo» for the iotrodfliction of the following lines, thou^ F have never leaifped 
who wrote them. Ineir elegance will .sufficiently lecommend them to persons of classical taste 
erudition, and I shall be happy if the English version that thewhave received from me be 
found not to dishonour them. Anectiontrfbr thm memory of the wormy man whom they celebigite 
alone prompted me to this endeavour.—W. CnwPBR. • 

f He wat'Usher and Under-master of Westminster ifearly yean, ynd retired from his occu¬ 
pation when he vgM near seventy, with a handsome pension from the king. [Hayley.I • 
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life took hts annual scat and mingled here 
Uis sprightly vein wi^h yodl$—now tirop a tpar. 
T^myrals blameless as in manners meek, 

III klitew no wish that he might blush to speak, 
IJiit; h^jpy in whatever state below, 

And ricXjr than the rich in being so. 

Obtained the hearts of all, and such a meed 
At length from one,* as made him rich indeed. 
Hence, then, ye titles ; hence, not wanted hire; 
(loi ^ami!)]! merit in a brighter sphere, ^ 

The iTrow.s of those whose more exalted lot * 

* He could cortgratulate, but envied not. 

Light lie the turf, gorxl Senior! on thy breast, ’ 
And tranquil as thy mind was be thy rest ! 
Though, living, thou hadst more desert than faiitc, 
And not a stoijc now*chropiclcs thy name. 


FRIENDSHIP. 


What Virtue, or what mental grace, 
lint men unrpialilied and t)ase 
Will boast it their ^to^sessiou ? 
Trofuslbn a(tW* the noble pai t^ 

Of Liberality of heart, 

And Dulness of Discretion. 

If every polished gem we find, 
illuminating heart or mind, 

Provoke to imitation. 

No wonder friendship does the same, 
'I'hat jeu'cl of the purest flame. 

Or rather constellation. 

No knave but Imldly will pretend 
'rhe requisites^ that form a friend, 

.\ real aiul a sound one; 

Nor'any fool be vrould deceive, 
lUit prove as ready to believe, o 

And dream that lie bad found one. 

F 

('.indid, an^generous, ^adjust* 

Boys care but little whom they trust,— 
•An error soon corrected ; 

For who but learns in riper years 
That man, when smoothest he appears, 

^ Is most to be suspected? 


But here again a danger lies, • 

Lest, having mis.ipphcd our <jyes. 

And taken trash for treasure, 

Wc should unwarily conclude 
Friendship a false ideal good, 

A mere Utopian pleasure, 
ti 

An acquisition rather rare 
Is yet no subject of despair ;* 

Nor is it wise complaining. 

If cither on forbidden ground. 

Or where it was not to be found, 

Wc sought without attaining. 

No Friendship will abide the test 
I'liat stands on sordid interest, 
fb- mean self-love erected ; 

' Nor such a.{ may a w'hile subsist 
Between the sot and sensualist. 

For vfeious en%'s connected. 

yfho seeks a friend i^liould come dis- 
posptl 

To exhibit, in full bloom disclosed, 

•The graces and the beauties 
That torm the character he seeks 
For 'tis a union tliat bespeaks 
IV^ciprocated duties. 


* See tbe note to the Latin copy. 



FRIENDSHIP, 



Mutual attention is imulied. 

And equal truth on ^itner side, • 

Ar^ constantly supported; 

'Tis senseless arrogance to accuse * 
Another of sinister views, 

Our own as much distorted. 

\ 

Hut will Sincerity suffice? 
is indeed abftvc jirice. 

And must be inada the basis; 
lUit every virtue of tne soul 
Must constitute the charming whple, 

All shining in their places. • 

A fretful temper #111 divide 
Tlie closest knot that may be tied, ^ 
lly ceaseless sharp t orrofton; 

•A temper passionat^ aiul fierce 
May Sud<U‘nly your joys disperse 
At one iinmense explosion. 

In vain the talkative unite 
In hojics of permanent delight; 

The secret just committed, 

Kovgettftig its important w’eight, 

'J’hey drop through mere desire to prate, 
And by themselves outwitted. 

IIowTiright soe’er the prospect ^'cms, 
All, thoughts of friendshij) are but 
(Kearns, 

If ICnvy chance to creep in ; 

An envious man, if you succeed, 

May prove a dangerous ff)c indeed, 
liut not a friend worth keeping. 

As Envy pines at good possessed. 

So Jealousy looks forth distressed 
()n go(xl that seems approaching. 
And if success his steps attend, * 
Dkcerns a rival in a friend. 

And hates him fo^encroaefiing. 

Henceiiaulhors*of illustrious name, , 
Unless belied by common,fame. 

Are sadly prone to quarrel. 

To dcem*the wit a friend display • 

A tax upon their own just praiSb, 

^ And pluck each other’s laurel. 

A man renowned for repartee * ^ • 

Will seldom sentfile to make free 
With Friendship's finest feeling; 


Will thrust a d.sggcr aFyour breast, 
^iid say he wounded jou in jc>.t, • 

Jiy way of balnr fdr liealing. 

Whoever kcoi^fr open car • 

For tattlers, OClI be sure tofiear 
The trum^t of contention ; , 

Aspersion is the liabblcr’s trade, 

To listen is to lend him aid * 

And rush into dy^ensi^n. 

• 

A Friendship that in fNcquent fits 
Of controversial rage emits 
The sparks of disputation, 

Like lland-in-llaud insurance plates, 
isl uuavoidahly creates * 

The tiiougfit of cunllagration. ‘ 

• 

Some fickle creatures boast a soul 
I'rtie as a needle to the pole, 
Tlieittjimnnur yet,so various— 

They maniliEst their whole life thinugli 
The needle’s deviations too, 

Their love is so precarious. 

The great and small bu| rarcljwmeel 
On leWis of amity com|)lete; 

I’lebcinns must surrender, 

And yield so much to noble folk, 

It is combining fire with smoke. 
Obscurity with splendour. 

Some arc so placid and serene 
(As Irish lx>gs are always green) 

They sleep secure from waking ; 

And are indeed a Ixig, that bcais 
Your unjiarticipated cares. 

Unmoved and without quaking. 

• ^ 

Courtier and p.itriot cannot mif , 

^ Their heterogeneous pi^itics 
Without an efTervescence, 

Like that of sallfi w'ith lemon-juice. 
Which docs not 4et like that produce 
A friendly coalescence/ 

Religion should extipguish strife, 

And make a calnfipf human life ; 

But friends that chance to differ 
On points which Ood has left at large, 
flow fiercely will they meet and charge ! 
No combalan& are stiifer. 
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'I'o ill iny main intnit 
jNfti'I’i MO cxpcntc of ni^uincnt, 

No cuttinj*; an(\contriving — ^ 

Seeking a real fri(kKl,lwc sirin 
'i'p adopt (lie chymi^l^^olclcn dream, 
With btill losb hope (^thriving. 

Sonii'times the fault is all our own, 

S )jnc hleifiish in flue time made known 
I$y lres])a.s% or oiyission : 

Soineli^ues occasion Irflngs to liglit 
Our friend’s <lcfj;ct, long hid fcoin sight, 
And even from suspicion. 

Then judge yourself, and prove your man 
As circuinspectly as you can, t* 

And, having made cleA.on, 

ISeware no negligence of yoins, » 

.Such .as .1 friend but ill endures, 
l!'.nfeebie his iiffecUon. 

• * 

'I'h.Tt secrets arc a sacred frust, 

That friends should be sincere and just, 
That constancy befits them, 

Arc observations on the ca.se 
'I'hat sirtour initch of toiumoujj^ace, 
And all the world admits them. 

Hut ’tis not timber, lead, and stone, 

An architect requires alone 
'I’o finish a fine buihling — 

'fhe palace were but half complete, 

]f he could possibly forget 
'File can ing and the gilding. 

The man that hails you Tom or Jack, 
And proves by thumjw upon your back 
Ifow he c.stcfms your merit, 

Is sucivia friohd that one had need 
lie veV)' much Ws friend indeed. 

To pardon or to bear it. • 

«. 

A.s similarity of mini. 

Or something not to be defined, 

Fir.sl fixes our attention ; 


Ho manners decent and polite, 

The same wc practised at first sight, 
‘'Must save it fiohi declension.^ ^ 

f 

Some act upon this pi-udcpt plan, 

“ Say little, and hear all you can ; ” 
Safe j)oy .7, but hateful. 

So baricn 'saiul.s imbibe the shower, 
iJut lender nciiherjjfniifoor flower,— 
Unpleasant andlmgratcful. ' 

t 

The mnn I trust, if shy to me, 

^hall biul me as reserved as he. 

No subleifuge or pleading 
.Shall win my confidc^ice again ; 

I will by no means entertain 
' A spy onimy ]>rocecdmg. 

These samples—fot alas 1 at last ' 
These arc but s.imjdes, and a t.astc 
Of evils yet uninenlioned *— 

M.ay prove the task a task iiiflood, 

In which *lis much if wc succeed. 
However welbiiitciitioned. * 

Pursue the sc.irch, and you will find 
Gnod scii.se and knowledge of mankind 
To be at Ic.isl expedient, 

And, after summing all the rest,' 
Religion ruling in the hrca.st 
A princijial ingredient « * 

The noblest Friendship ever shown 
The Saviour’s history makes known. 
Though some have turned and turned 

And, whether being cra7cd or blind. 

Or .seeking with a biasscxl mind, 

Have not, it seems, discerned it. 

* « 

O Friendship ! if my soul forego 
Thy deai^dclightsiavhilc here below, 

To mortify and grieve me, 
htay I myself at last appear *“ 
Unworthy, base, and insincere. 

Or may my friend deceive^ I 


S73a. 
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.TO THE rev: wirliam bull. 


My DEAR Friknp, • 

If rca'liny; vorse be your delight, 

’Tis mine as jniicli, or more, to write; 
But wliat we wouKl, so wenl^is man, 
I.ies oft ieiiiole.lit>m what we cau. 

For instance, at ihisfery time 
lied a wish liy cheerful rhyme 
To soothe my Irieiul, anil, had I power, 
To dieat him of an ansioiis hour^ 

Not meaning (for 1 must confess, i 
It w^e but lolly to suppress) 

His jneasure or hilgood alone, 

But sijuinting partly at my own. , 

But though the sun is flnniiffg high 
Jn the Centre of yon^arclf, the sky, 

And he had once (and who but he?) 
The name (j^jr selling genius fiee, 

Yet whether poets of jjasl da_. . 

Yielded him undeserved praise. 

And hi; by no uncommon lot 
\Vas famed for virtues he had not; 

Or whctlfer, which is like enough. 

His Highness may have taken huff. 

So seMom sought with invocation, 
Sinc&y^has i>t‘en the reigning fashion 
To disregard his inspiration,— • 

I sceoi no brighter in my wits 
For all tll^ radiance he emits. 

Than if I saw', through midnight vapour. 
The glimmering of a farthing taper. 

Oh for a succcd.ancum, then. 

To accelerate a creeping jien ! 

Oh for a ready succedaneum 
Quod caput, cerebrum, ct cranium 
Fondcre lil>eret exoso, 

Kt morbo jam caliginoso! 

*Tis here ; this os’al box, W'ell filled 
With best tobacco fme^ milled^ 
yu/if 32 , 1782. 


Beats all Anticym’s pretences 
To disengage tUc «ncunibered senses.* 
Oh Nympk jf' tninsatlantic fame, 
Where'er thnie haunt, whate'er thy* 
name. 

Whether reposing on the lyde 
Of Oroonoquo's Miacious tide. 

Or listening with ^Idight not sm^l 
To Niagara’s distant fal^, 

’Tis thii\jB to cherish ami to feed 
The i>ungcnt nose-refreshing weixl, 
Which, whether pulverised, it gain, 
AtsiK'cdy p.issage to the brain, 

Or whelner, fbuebed with fiie, it rise 
In ci^ling eddies to the skies, 

Does thought more ipiieken and refine 
Than all the laeath of all the Nine— 
Forgive tlyejjard, jf bard he be. 

Who once to?) wantimly made tree. 

To touch with a satiric wipe 
That symbol of ihy power, the pipe ; 
So may no blight infest thy plains, 
And ni^unseasoiiablc rui^.i, " 

And so may smiling jie.iec once more 
Visit America's sail shoie ; 

And thou, secure from all aLaims 
.Of thundering drums and glittering 
arms, 

Rove unconfincd l)cneath the shade 
Thy wide expanded leaves have made; 
So may thy votaries increase, 

And fumigation never ce.'isc. 

May Newton w ith removed delights 
Perform thy odoriferous riles, 

While clouds of incense half divine 
Involve thy disappearing’shrine 
And so may'smoke-inhaUng Bull > 
pc always filling, never full. 


*TO I.ADY AUSTEN. 

I 

ON A VlOOD at OLNEY. 

To watch the stormy and hear the sky 
Give all our afmanaclcs the lie; 

' To shake with cold, and ase the plains 
t In autumn drowned with wintrv rains t 


THE COLUJiKIAD. 


'Tis thus I spend my moments licre, 
And wish myself a l^tch mynheer ; 

then stiould have no need of wit, 
Y'lr lumpish Hollander uFifit! 

« ^ir should I then repine at mud, 

( tnu^csulows delui^ed with a flood; 
IluMu a bog live well content,^ 
And find it just my element: 

Should be a clod, and not n man ; 
Nor wish in vain for Sister Ann, 
\Vith charitable aid to drag 
My milf«1 out of ils proj)errfiitag; 
Slioulil luivc the genhis of a boor, 
Aiiil no ambition to have more. 

ytujT 1782 . 


Tllli: COLUBRIAD. 

Close by the threshold of a d<}or nailed fast 
Three kitt^iK cut; each killeii looked aghast. 

I, pas.«mg swifi and in.attentivc by, 

At the three kittens east a earclc>s eye ; • 

Not much concerned to know what they did there ; 
Not deeming kittens wt>rth a poet's care. 

^Jlut presently .aj''>ud and furious hiss 
Caused me to stop, and to exclaim, “ What’s this?” 
When 1«>! upon the threshohl met my view. 

With head erect, and eyes t>f fier/ hue, 

A viper, long as Coiint de tirasse’s queue. 
l''i)rtii from his Inwl his forketl longue he throws, 
Parting it full .igainsl a kitten's nose ; 

Who h.iving never seen, in field or house, 

The like, sat .still and silent as a mouse ; 

fhdy projecting, w'ilh attention due, 

ifer whiskeri'ii face, she askwl him, “ Who are you?” 

On to the hall went I, with uacc not slow, 

,lhit sAvift as lightning, for a long Dutch hoe: 

‘ With w'liich well .arme<l I hastened to tljc .spot, 

3'o find the vi|>er, but I found him not. 

And turning up the leaves and shnibft arouni^ 
Found»only that he wa.s not to be found. 

But s^ll the kittens, sitting ns,liefore, 

, Sat watching dose the iMittom of the door. 

“ I hope,” said I, ** the villain I would kill 
] [ns slipi>ed between the door and the door-sill; 
AAilif 1 make despatch, and folloW hard, 

No doubt but I .shall find him in the yard ; ” 

For lonj<k:re noAV it should^ave ^en rehearsed, 

'Twns in the gjirtlcn that 1 found him first. 

K’en there 1 found hftn, there the full-grown cat 
His head, with velvet paw, did gently pat; 




SOATC O.V PEACE, 




As curious as th«* killcns erst liatl been 
To iccyrn what this pht)tfnmen&n might mean 
Fillofi with heroic anlour at the sight, 

And fearing every Aoment he would bite. 

And rob our lumschold of our only cat 
'riiat was of age ti> combat with a rat, ^ 

With outstreAbed hoe I slew him at the door, 

And taught him nevkr to comk thek£ No more. 

Aug 178J. • , 

^ TO A YOUNG LADY, 

WITH A I’RESKNT €U* TWO ayJKSCOMnS. 

Two (Cockscombs wait at your command. 
Ana, what is strange, b<»th <l»;sscd by Nature’s hand ; 
Like other f<i))s they dre.td a liasty sriowi*, 

Anti beg »refuge in your closest *>o\ser ; 

Showt like them, like them tliey yield no fruit, 

Ibii then, to make amends, they both aie mute. 


, St’tNG C>N PLACE. 


Air—" MyJond Shepherds ef late. 


No longer 1 follow a sound ; 

No longer a dream I pursue ; 

C)h Itwppiness ! not t«) la* found. 
Unattainable treasure, adieu ! * 

I have sought thee in splendour and dress, 
In the regions of pleasure and taste ; 
.havesought thcc,and seemed to possess, 
But h.avc proved thee a vision at last. 


An hu»blc ambition .an^ hope 
'I’he voice of true Wisdom inspires ; 
’Tis .sulTTicient, if Peace be the scope, 
And the summit of all our desires. 

Peace may l)C the lot of the mind 
That seeks it in meekness anil love; 
But ra]iturc and blisffnrc confined 
To the glorified spirits above. 


SONG. 

Air—*' The l.as^ 0/Patties MillP 


When all within is peace, 

I low Nature seci^ to smile I 
Delights that never cease 
TheiJivelon^ d.ay Ijeguile. 
From morn to dewy eve, , 

With open hand she showers 
Fresh bifeings to deceive ^ 
And soothe the silent hours. 

H is content of heart 
Gives Nature power to please 
The mind that fedls no smart 
Enlivens aU it sees, 


Can make a wintry sk^ 

Seem bright as smiling May, 
And evening’s closing eye 
As peep of emrly day. 

The vast majestic globe, * 

So beauteously,arrayed 
In Nature’s variqmTobe, 

With wondrouv skill displayed, 
Is to a moumar’s heart 
A dreary wild at best; 

Ib flutter to depart, 

And longs to be at rest 
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T.IE LOSS OF TILE ROYAL CJ^IRCE.* 


^ THE LOSS OE THl5 ROYAL GEORGE. 

^KITTEN WHEN THE NE9VS AKKIVLD. 

To the march in *' Scifio.” 


Toi.r. for the brave ! 

'riiu brave tliat are no more ! 
All sunk b.'iicatli the wave, 

Fust by their ikitjvc shore I 

Eijjht liiintlre<l of the bravC, 
Whose courage well was irieil, 
Hail niaile the vessel heel, 

And laid her on her siilc. 

A laml-brccze shook thv shrouds, 
And slie was overset ; 

Down went the Koy.il George, 
With all her crew complete. 

Toll for the brave ! «> 

Hravc Kcmpenfcll is gone; 

His la^t sca'fight is fouglit; 

His woik of glory done. 

It was not th the battle ; 

No tempest gave tiie .shock ; 

Sept. 178a. 


She s|' .mg no fatal leak ; 

Slie i.an upon no rock. 

His sword was in its sheath ; 

His fingers Ik Id the pen, 

Wlv'ii Keinjienlilt went down 
With twice four hundred men. 

Weigh the vessel ep. 

Once (headed by our foes 1 
And mingle w ith our cup 
'I'hc tears that England owes. 

Ilcr timbers yet are sound, 

And .she may iloat agai.i 
Full charjjed with England’s thunder, 
And plough the distant main. 

Hut Kempenfelt is gone. 

His victories are o’er ; 

And he and his (‘ight hundred 
Shall plough the wave no more. 


IN SUBMERSIONEM NAVIGH CUI, GEORGIUS REGALE NOMEN, 

INDITUM. 


Planoimu.s fortes. Periere fortes, 
Patrium pi*optcr*()ericre liltus 
His (plater centum ; subit6 sub alto 
.<E(piorc mersi. 

O 

Navi^' innilens latcri, jacebat, 

Malus ad sumitias trcpklnbat undas. 
Cum Icvia, funes quatiens, ad imum 
Depulit aura. ' 

Plangimus fprtes. Nlfmi^ heu, caducam 
Fortibus vitem voluere pattw, 

Nec sinunt ultra tilii nos rcccntes 
Nectere hfiiqrs. 

Magne, qui nomen, licet incanoram, 
Traditum ex multis atavis tulisti! 

At tuos oiim meroombit aevubt 
> Omne triumphos. 


Non hyems illo.s furibunda mersit. 

Non mari in clauso scopuli latcntc.s, 
Fissa non rim is abics, ncc atrux 
Abstulit ensis. 

'Navltte sed. turn nimium jocosi 
Voce fallebant hilari lalxircm, 

£t quicstebat, c.’^'amoque dextram im- 
plcverat heros. 

Vos,quibuscordi est grave opaspiumque, 
Humidum ex alto spoliiim levate, 
Etrputrescentes sub aquis aiflicos 
*’Reddite amicis I 

Hi quidem (sic dts placuit) fa^: 
.Sed‘'ratis, nondum putris, ire possii 
Rursus in bellum, Britonumque nomen 
ToHere ad astra< 





DlSmESSED TKAVELLEEf. 
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TIIE DISTRESSED 

OR, LABOUR 
A JS’c^^ons to a Tutu never sung^ before. 

• I '• 

I sr^o of a journey & Clifton 

\v\ would have performed if we could, ' 
\Viihout cart or«barrow to lift on • 

Poor Mary and me through the.mud. 
Sloe bla slud, 

I Stuck in the mud, 

Oh it IS pretty to wade thr(|ugh ft flood,! 


So away we went, slipping and sliding, • 

Hop, hop, d la 'moile tie t/eux frogs, 

’Tis near a good walking as riding 
When ladies are dressed in their clogs. 
Wheels, no doubt, 

(ro briskly about, 

Jut they clatter and rattle, and make such a rout 1 


TRAVELLER 

IN VAIN. 


t 


3 - 

0 SHE. 

“ Well! now I protest it is charming; 

How finely the weather improves ! 

That cloud, though, is rather alarming. 

How slowly and stately it moves! ” 

HE. 

“ Pshaw! never mind, 

’Tis not in the wind, 

We arc travelling south and shall leave it behind.” 

4 - 

SHE.* 

\ 

I am glad we are come for an airing, 

For folks may be f>ounded and penneiL ' 
Until they^ow rusty, not caring 
To stir h^ a mike to an end.” 


HE. 

” The longer weestay, 

. The longer we may; ^ • 

* It's a folly to think about weather or way.” 
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5- 

SHK.* 

nVt now I begin to lie frighted ; 

IfV Tall, wlint a way I sbouKI roll! 

I a'ln^atl that the bridge was indicted,— 
Stop : stop ! I am sunk in a " 


IIK. 

N.iy, never care: 

'Tis a comnion affair ; 

Y m'll not be th * last tliai will set a.foot there.” 

6 . 

SIIK. 

” Ix't nu* brclithe now a '.ittle, and ponder 
l)n what it were bettc*r to do ; < 

I’hat terrible lane I see yonder, 

1 tliink we shall never get tlirouglu” 

, KE. 

“ So think T : - 
lint, by the bye, 

We never shall know, if we never should try.” 

7- 

SHE. 

*' I»ut shouhl wo get there, how shall we get home? 

What a terrible deal of bad road we have past ! 
Slipping and sliding ; and if wc should come 
To a diilicult stile, I am ruined at last! 

() this lane! 

Now it is pl.ain 

T'h^t struggling and stri>iiig is labour m vain.” 

8 . 

- * HE... 

** Stick fast there while 1 go and look—” 

SHE. 

*iDon't go away, for fear I should fall! ” ' 

* \ 

HE. ^ 

** T have examined it every nook. 

And what you have here is a sample of all. 

»• Come, wheel round, ^ 

Tlie dirt we have foun^ 

Would 1)6 an estate at'a farthing a pound.” 






Oy TJl^ SJ/OJRTXESS OF I/CMAN IJfE. 


Now, sister Anne, theuguitnr you must take, 

SeV it, and sing it, tind m^e it a song ; 

I have varied the verse for variety’s sake, 

And cut it off short—because it was loHi 
’ I'is hobbling and lame, 

Whint critics won’t blame, ^ 

For the sense and rae sound, they say, should be the same. 


take, 

V I 

lon^, 


TN BKEVITATEM^VIT.IC SPATII .II0M1NI11U<5 

CONC4ESSI. 

^ » Y 1> R. J O K T I N. 

IIei mihi ! iege ral& sof occidit atr|ue rosurgit, 
I.unncjue nAitaliV reparnt di.s]>endi;^ forniic, 

Astra<]'&e, ])urpiii'ci telis extincta diei, 

Rursus nortc \igent. . llumiles tclluris alumni, 

• (iramini.i herba \irons, et florum jtict;Miroj)ag*),, 

Quos crudcii- : )eins lethali t.ai)c percflTt,** 

Cum Zophyri vox blanda vocat, rediiUjuc serem 
Temperies aflni, hecimdo h ceR])itc surgunt. 

Nos doniini rerum, nos, magna el pulchrn minnti, 

(’um breve vor vii;e robustaque transiit a-lsis, 

Deficimiis; nee nos ordo revolulnlis^urns 
Keddit in .'ethercas, tumuli neque claustra rcsolvit. 

ON THE SHORTNESS OF HUMAN LIFE. 

TRANSLATION OF THF. FOREGOING. 

St;NS that set, and moons that wane. 

Rise and are restored again ; 

Stars that orient day sulxiues, 

Night .at her return renews. 

Ilerlis ^nd nuwers,*the beauteous birth 
Of the genial womb of earth, 

S'lfTcT but n transient death 
From the winter’s cruel breath. 

■ Zephyr s{M!aks ; t^rener skies 
Warm ijte glebe, and they arise. 

We, alas ! earth's hauj^ity kings. 

We, that promise mighty thii^, 

1 .osing soon life’s happy prime, 

Droop, and fade, in little time. 

Spring rcturns^^hut ijpt our bloom ; 
fitill *tis winter in the tomb. , 

* yan . 1784. 
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THE VALEDICTION, 


THE VALEDICTION. 

jf AK^^RLi., false hearts ! whose best affections fail, 
I^ik^ shallow brooks which summer suns exhale ! 

Forgetfulu?f the man whom once ye '-hose. 

Cold in his cause, and careless of h.4 woes, 

1 bid you both a long and last a<lieu, 

Cold ill my turn, and uiicc'icerned like you. 

r'i*».t, farewell Niger ! whom, now duly j .x>ved, 

,, I tiistegard < 1 ^ much as once I love<l. 

Your brain well furnished, and jour tongue well taught 
To press with energy your ardent thought. 

Your seuati>riai dignity of face, 

Soiinrl sense, intrepid spirit, manly grace. 

Have raiv^d you high as tideuls can a^end. 

Made you a peer, but spoilt you lor a fri-nd ! 
l^reteml to all that parts have e’er acc)iiin‘<l ; 

He great, be feared, be envied, be admired ; 

'I'o fame as lasting as the earth jircteiul, 

Dut not, herc.i.fter, to the name of frioncl ! 

I sent you verse, and, as your lonlship knows, 

Kaeked with a int»dest sheet of humble pro.se; 

Not to recall a promise to y^mr mind, 

Fullillcil with ease had you been so inclined, 

' Ihil to comply • ilh feeling.s, and to give 
proof of an old affection still alive. 

Your sullen silence serves at least to tell 
Your altered heart; and so, my'iord, farewell 1 
Ne.\t, hu.sy actor on a meaner stage, 
Annisement-mouger of a trifling age. 

Illustrious histrionic p.atentee, 

Tereniius, once my fiiend, farewell to thee I 
In thee some virtuous qualities combine 
To tit thee for a nobler part than thine, 
who, h(»rn a gentleman, hast stooped too low, 

'I'o live by buskin, sock, and raree-show. 

Thy schoolfellow, and partner of thy [days. 

Where Nichol swung the birch and twined the bays. 
And having known thee lieardcd, and full grown. 

The weekly censor of u laughing lo»vn, 

I thought the volume I presumed to send, 

Gra^pd with the name of a long-al>sent friend, 

IMight prove a welcome gift, and touch thine heart. 

Not hard by nature in a feeling part. 

But thou, it seems, (what cannot grandeur do. 

Though but a dream !> art grown disdainful too ; 

And strutting in thy school of queens and kings. 

Who frst their hour and Are forgotten things, 

Hast caught.the cold distemper of the day. 

AncH like his lordship, cast thy friend away. 


1 
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Oh, Friendship! cordial of the human breast 
So little felt, so fervently professed ! 

Thy blp^ms deck ourvunsusp^cting years; • 

The promise of delicious fruit appears : 

We hug the hopes ot constancy and truth, 

* Such is the folly of our dreaming youth ; 

Hut soon, ala^ detect the rash mistake ^ 

That sanguin^^experience loves to make; 

And view with tears the expected harvest lost, 
I^ecayid by time, or withered by a frost. 

Whoev^ undertakes a friend’s great part 
Should be renewed in nature, pure in j^cart, * 
Prepared for martyrdom, and strong to prove 
A thousand ways the^fordb of genuine love. 

He may be called to give up health and gain. 

To (^change content for troub|{:, case for pain. 

To echo sigh fur sigh, and groan for groa^ 

And wet h^ ^eeks with sorrows not his own. 

The h(tp.rt of man, for such a task too frail, 

When most relied on is most .sure to fail; 

And, summoned to p&rtiiku its fellow’s woe, 

Starts from its. ‘slfice like a broken boaa 
Votaries of business and of pleasure prove 
Faithless alike in friendship and in love. 

Retired from all the circles of the gay, 

And all tlie crowds that bustle life away. 

To scenes where co^ptetition, envy,iatrife. 

Beget no thunder-douds to trouble life, 
l.et me, the charge of some good angel, find 
One who has knowS and has escaped mankind ; 
Polite, yet virtuous, who has brought away 
The manners, not the morals, of the day : 

With him, perhaps with Arr, (for men have knowii 
No firmer friendships than the fair have shown,) " 
Let me enjoy, in some unthought*of spot, 

All former friends forgiven and fo(]p:ot, 

Down to the close of life's fast fading soen^ 

Union of hearts, without a flaw between. 

’Tis grace, 'tis Imunty, and it calls for praise^ 

If God g^ye hulth, that sunshine of our days I 
And if He add, a blessing shared by few. 

Content ^ heart,«more praiset still are due: 

But if He grant a frieno, that boon possessed • 
Indeed is treasure, and <;powns all the rest; ^ 

And giving on^ whose heart is in the skies, . 

Bom from abo^, and made divinely wise^ 

He gives, what hankmiit Nature never can. 

Whose noblest coin Is fight and brittle mask, « 

Gold, purer far than C^nir ever knew, 

A soul, an image of Ij(uns^, and thcseibxe ti«c 


♦-a- • 
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•TO 4 V AFFLICTED FFOTESTAHJl'LADY. 

__f_ L_ 

TO AN .AFFLICTED PROTESTANT LADY IN'FRANCE. 

Mai>am,—A stranger’s purpose in these layjT 
Is ti congratulate and not to praise. 

To|;we the creature the Creator’s due 

Werenn in me, and an offence to you. ‘ 

P'rom ma^ to man, or even to woinni) paid. 

Praise is the medium of a knavish(...ade, 

A coin by craft for folly’s use designed. 

Spurious, and only curren/i with the blind, t 
The path of sorrow, and that path alonet^ 

, Leads to thi; land where sorrow is unknown ; 

No traveller ever reached that blest abode, 

Who found not thorns and briers in his road. 

I'he world may dance along the flowery plain. 

Cheered as they go py many a sprightly strain*. 

Where T^fatuns has her nAissy velvet syiiread. 

With unshod feet they yet securely treat}.; 

Admonished, scorn the caution and the frieai, 

Dent all on pleasure, heedless of its end. 

But lie who knew what human hearts would prove. 

How 8low^to‘'Icarn the dictates of His love, 

'I'hat, hard by nature and of stubborn will, 

A life of ease would make them hardenstill. 

In pity to the souls IIis grace designed 
To rescue from the ruins of mankind. 

Culled for a cic tid to darken all their years. 

And s.'iid, ** Go, spend them in the vale of tears.” 

O balmy gales of soul*reviving air 1 
O salutary streams that miirmui^'there ! 

These flowing from the P'ount of Grace above. 

Those breathed from lips of everlasting love. 

The flinty soil indeed their feet annoys. 

Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joys; 

An envious world will interpose its frown, 

,.To mar delights superior to its own. 

And many a pang exj^rienced still within 
Reminds them of their hated inmate. Sin; 

But ills of every shape and everv name, 

Transformed to blessings, (sniss their t^el aim ; 

And every moment’s calm tliat soothes the breast 
Is given in earnest of • eternal rest • ^ 

Ah, be not sad, although thy lot be cast 
Far, from the flock and in a, boundless waste ! 

No shepherds’ tents within thy view appear, 

But the Chief Shepherd even there is near ; 

Thy tender sorrows and thy plaintive strain 
Flow in a foreign land, but not & vain ; 

Thy tears all issue from a source divine, 

And Cftiery drop bespeal^ a Sq^viour thine. 

So once in pideon’s fleece the dews were found 
And drought on all the drooping herbs around. 
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« 

TO THE IMMORTAL MEMORY OF TH^ HALIBUT 

WHICH 1 DINED THIS DAY, MONDAY, APA{^^6, I 7 S 4 . 

Where hast^ou floated ? in what seaarpursued’ 

I'hy pastime When wast thou an egg new spawned, 

Lost in the immensity of ocean’s waste ? 

Koar%s thev might, thw overbearing winds 
That Ackeu the deep, thy cradle, thou. w^t%afe— 

And in thy minikin and embryo stat<^ 

Attached to the fitm le^ of some salt weed, 

Didst outlive temjicsts, such as wruhg and racked 
I'hQ joints of many a stout and gallant bark, 

And whelmed them in the ui|pxpIored.abyBS. 

Indebted to^o magnet ifhd no chai/, « 

Nor iindef guidance of the polarjHre, 

'I'houaMrast a voyager on many coasts, 

Cirazing at large in meadows submarine, 

Where flat Batavia, just emerging, peeps , 

Above the br..i«,—where Caledonia1l*roaks * 

Beat back the surge,—and where Hibernia shoots 
Her wondrtus causeway far into the main. 

Wherever thou hast fed, thou little thought'st. 

And 1 not more, that 1 should feed on thee. ^ 

Peace, therefore, and good 'health,4|md much goor* flsh. 

To him who sent thee ! and success, as oft 
As it descends into the billowy gulf. 

To the same drag That caught thee !—Fare thee well! 

Thy lot thy brethren of the slimy fln 

Would envy, could they know that thou wast doomed 

To feed a bard, and to be praised in verse. 


TO A LADY 

WHO WORE A LOCK OF HIS HAIR SET WITH DIAMONDS. 

The itar that bedlns on Anna’s breast 
Conceals her William’s hair, 

’i^was lately severed from the rest 
To be promoted there. 

The heart that beats beneath that bretMg 
Is William’s well I know, 

A nobler prize and richer far 
Tlian India Aould bestow. 

She thus hts favoured lot’’ prefer 
To make her William shine; 

The omamei^ indeifd is hers, 

But all the honour mine. 

• 

• Qtuery^ lode. 

A A a 



356 Ok THE Af^niJOR OF LETTERS ON ziTERATURE:' 

—-fc ■ ■ . ■■ ■I. ..i-i. — ■ ■ II — I — l inn , ■ii. f ...,. ■■ 1,11 


WRITTEN A PAGE OF “t«E MONTHl^Y REVIEW/ 

WHICH HAd'\^POKEN OF MR. NEWTCIn’S OPINION^ AS CANT. 

These crimes, who to faith no quarte^grant. 

Rut call it mere hypocrisy and cant ' 

'J'o make a just acknowl^gment of praise, 

And thanks to God for governing our ways, ( ' 

Apptqye Confucius more, and Zoroaster, » 

^Than Christ’s own servant, or that servant’s Master. 

1784. 


EPI 7 AIIII ON DE. JOHNSpN. 

Here Johnson lies, a sage by all allowed, p 
Whom to have bred may well make England proud ; 
Whose prose was eloquence, by wisdom taught, 

The gracefql*v«hicle of virtuous thought; 

Whose verse may claim, grave, masculine, and strong, 
Superior praise to the mere poet’s song; 0 
Who many a noble gift from Heaven possessed. 

And faith at last, alone worth all the rest. 
i) man, immortal 4 fry a double prize, 
liy fame on earth, by glory in the skies! 

1785. 


ON THE AUTHOR OF “I.ETTERS ON LITERATURE.”* 

* The genius of the Augustan age 

His head among Rome’s ruins reared. 

And bursting with heroic rage. 

When literary Pleron appeared, 

• # 

** Thou hast,” he cried, "like hijm of old 
W’ho set the Eph^ian dome on fire, 

^ being scandalonsly bold, 

^Attained the mark of dry deure; 

■ t 

" And for traducing Virml^ name 
Shalt share his merited reward; 

A Mrpetuity of fame, 

That rots, and stinks, and is abhorred.” 

r € 

* • . 

* Nomii»lly by>Robeit Heron, btit ipri i ie n by Joba Pfadeerten. Svo. >785; 


GRATITUDE, 





T<5 miss C-' ON fiER BIRTIhIaY, 

• * 
How many between east and west « 
Disgrace their parent earth, 

deeds constrain us to ifetcst 
Tne day that gave them biith ! 

Not so when^tdla*s natal morn 
Revolving months restore. 

We can rejoice that she was bom, 

And 4 i‘isli her bom once wore 1 
f786. • 


GRATITUDE. 

ADDRESSKn TO LADY HESKKTH. 


This cap.^hat so stately ap:x*nrs, 

With ribbon-bound tassel on high, 
Which seems liy the crest that it rears 
Amnitious of brushing*he sky : 

This ca^ to my cousin 1 owe, 

She gave it, and gave me beside. 
Wreathed into an elegant l>ow, 

The ribbon with which it is tied. 

• 

Thi^ wheel-footed studying chair, 
Contril-cd both for toil and rcijose. 
Wide-elbowed, and wadded witn hair. 

In which I both scrilible ami doze. 
Bright-studded to dazzle the eyes, 

And rival in lustre of that 
In which, or astronomy lies, 

Fair Casuopeia sat: 

These carpets, so soft to the foot, ^ 
Caledonia’s traffic and pfide I 
Oh spare them, yc knights of^the boot, 
Escaped from a cn^s-countiy ride! 
This taole and gtirror within, 

Secuif from collision and dust, ^ * 

At whidi I oft shave cheefoand chin. 
And pcfiwig nicely adjust: ^ 

• 

This movable structure of shelves, 

J^or its beauty admired and its use, 
And charged with octavos and twtlves, • 
The gayest 1 had to produce; * 
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Where, ^aiping in.scarTet and gold 
Afy poems enchanted I view. 

And hope, in due time, to tieliold 
My Iliad and Odyssey too : 

This china, that dccksjdic alco'JC, «« 
Wfftch here people cul a boufet, 

But what the gods call it al>ove 
lias ne'er been revealed to us yet: 

I'hcse curtains, that keep the room warni 
()r cool, as the season clemands: 

These stoves, that ft>r pattern ami form 
Seem the labour o£ Mulciber’s liamls: 

All these are not half that 1 owe 
To one, from our earliest youth 

To me ever ready to show 

Benignity, friendship, and truth ; 

For Time, the dcstroyet ^clared 
And foe of our perishing kirffi,. 

If even her face he haslipared, 

* Much less could he alter her mind. 

• 

Thus compassed About with the goods 
And chattek of leisure and ease, 

I indulge my poetical moods 
In manjy such fimeyes as these; 

And fanci» 1 feai*they will seem— 
Poets’ goods are not often so fine; 

The TOets will%wcar that 1 dream • 
'^Vlien 1 sing of the splendour of mine. 
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THE YEARLY distress: 

* 


THE YEARLY DL^TRESS; 

oTr, TITIHNO time at stock, in ESSEX. 

*■ ^ 

/ ’erstt addretted tit a country Clergyman, complaining ^ the disagreeableness of the day 
, annually appointed Jor receiving the duet at the J'arsonagef 


Come, ponder weIC fer 'tis no jest, 

'I’o i.augh it yrould tie wronjj, 

'1 he troubles of a wt»rthy priest, 

'i'iic burden of my song. 

'riih» priest he merry is and blithe ,, 
'riirec quarters of a yey, ' 
liift oh I it cuts him like a scythe^ 
When tithing-time draws near. 

1 fc then is full of frights and fears, 

As one at point to ilie,. 

And long before the day appears 
He heaves up many a sigh. 

l')or thjen the farmers come jog, jog, 

' Along the irary road, 

Each heart ns heavy as a tog, 

To make their payments good. 

] n sooth, the sorrow of such days 
Is not to be expressed, 

When he that lakes and he that pays. 
Are both alike distressed. 

Now, all unwelqome at his gates. 

The clumsy swains alight. 

With rueful wees and bald pates— 

He tremble^ at the sight. 

And'well he ntay, for well he knows 

Each bumpkin of the clan, < 

Instead of paying w^at he owes. 

Will cheat him if he can. 

% 

So in they come-^each makes his leg. 
And flings his head before. 

And looks os if he came to beg. 

And not to quit a score. 

# 

*'And how does Miss and Madam dou 
IHUe boy amkall ?’* 


“ All tight and will. And how do you, 
Good Mr.What-d’ye call?” 

*The dinner comes, and down they sit: 

Were e’er such hu;>gry folk ? 

There’s little talking and no wit; 

* It is no tjme to joke. 

I 

One wipes his nos^; upon his sleeve, ' 
One spits upon the floor, 

^ ft, not to give offence or. f.rieve, 

Holds up the cloth before. 

The punch ffjcs round, and they*are dull 
And lumpish still as ever; , 

Like barrels with their bellies full, 

They only w’eigh the heavier. 

At length the busy time begins: ^ 

** C^jme, neighbours, we must w’ag”— 
The moneychinks,duwndrop theirt:hins. 
Each lugging out his bag. 

One talks of mildew and of frost. 

And one of storms of hail. 

And one of pigs that he has lost 
By ma^ots at the tail. 

Quoth one, A rarer man than you 

• In pulpit, none shall hear : 

But yet, methinks, to tell you true. 

You siil it phifuy dear.” 

Ojh, why are farmers made so/'oarse. 

Or clergy made so fine ? 

A kick that scarce would move a horse, 
Ma^r kill a sound divine. 

Then let the boobies stay at home; 

would cost him, I dare say, ' 
jLess trouble taking, twice the sum, 
Without the clovras that pay. 


SONNET TO HENRY COfVPER, J^SQ. 
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JAIMES COMPOSio FOR A MEMORIAL OF ASHiIy COWPER, ESQ. 

IMMEDIATBLV AFTER HIS DEATH, • 

BY HIS^V^PHKW Vril.LIAM OF wfsTON. 

F/Bibwell t endued«with all that could engage 
Alliiearts to love thee, both in youth and^j^e ! 

In prime of life, for sprightlincss enrolled 
Among the ga/, yet virtuous as th? old; 

In life's last stage, (O blessing rarely found !) 

Pleasant as youth with all blossoms crowned i 
Through every periodPof this chnTige state 
Unchaaged thyself—wise, goc^, affectionate I 

• . 

Marble may flatter, and lest this should seem 
O'ercharge-’ ’vith praises on so dw a theme, 

Although thy worth lie more than%^ suppreV, 

Ix3vc sh'.ll bie satisfied, and veil the rest. 

1788. 


SONNET. 

ADDRESSED TO lIE.VrtV COWPER, ESQ. 

Oh his emphatical and inieresiing delivery 0/ thf defence ej IVarren l/asiings, Esq. 

in tke House ^ Lor^. * 

CowpER, whose silver voice, tasked sometimes hard, 

Legends prolix delivers in the ears * 

(Attentive when thou readest) of England’s peers. 

Let verse at length yield thee thy just reward. 

• • 

Thou wast not heard with drowsy disregard, 

Expending latcf on all that length of plea 
Thy generous powers; but silence honoured thee, 

Mtfte as e’er gazed on opttor or bard. 

• 

Thou art not voice alone, but hast beside 
Both heart and }\gad^ and couldst with nrasic sweet 
Of Attic phrase and senatorial tone, t * 

Like thy renowned forefathers, far and wide 
Tlw mme diffuse^ wraised not for utteranedtmeet 
Of otkeri speech, but mag^ of own. 


ox M^S, MONTAGUES FEAT/ZER-ffAXCrXCS. 


ON MI^^. MONTAGU’S FfcATlIER-HANGINGS. 

THE*bircls put off their every fiue. 

To dress a room for Montagu: 

The peacock sends his heavenly dyc^ 

Ills rainbows and his starry eyes; 

The pheasant plumes, which round infold 
liis mantling neck with dawny gold ; 

The £'ock his arched tail’s azure show; i 
, And, river* blanched, the swan his snow ; 

All triltcs beside of Indian nam<f, 

That glossy sliinc, or vivid flame. 

Where rises and where sets the day, 

Whate’er they boast^of rich and gay, 

Contrihut|: to the gorgeouf plan, , 
l’n>ud to advance it all they can. 

This plumage neither ilaslung show'or, 

Nor blasts, that shake the diippiiig bower. 

Shall drench again or discompose, 

Ihiti screeir::<**from every storm that blows, 

It boasts a splendour ever new, 

Safe with protecting Mitiilagu. « 

To the same Tatroness resort, 

Secure of fav'uiir at lier court, 

«* Strung Genius, ^‘•om whose fi>rge of thought 
. Forms rise, to quick perfection wrought. 

Which, though new-born, with vigour move, 

Like Pallas springing armed froift Jove— 

Imagination scattering round 
Wiltl roses over furrowetl ground, 

Which Labour of his frown beguile^ 

And teach Philosophy a smile — 

WMt flashing on Kcligiim's side, 

Whose fires, to sacred ’I'rutli applied, 

'I'lie gem, though luminous before. 

Obtrude on human notice more, 

, Like sunlieams on the golden height 
Of some tall temple playing bright— , 
r Well tutored Learning, from his books 
Dismissed with grave, aot haughty, dooks, ^ 

Their order on his shelves exact. 

Not more harmonious or conjpact 
I'lian* that, to which he kce|)$ confined 
The varibus treasures of his mind— 

All these to Montam’s repair,* 

Ambitious of a shelter there. * 

There Genius, Learning, Fan^, Vwt, 

Their rv filed plumage Slpi refi^ 

^For stormy troubles loudest roar 
Around their'flight who highest soar,) 
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And in her eye, and by her aid, 

Shine safe without a fear to fade. 
t She thus maintains divided sway 
With yon b^ht regent of the day i 
The plume and poet both, we know. 
Their lustre to Lis influence owe; 

And Ajfi the works of I’ha'bus aiding, 
Both pl^t saves and plume from fading. 


THE NEGRO’S 

l‘'ORCET> from hnn^ and all its pleasures, 
Afric’s coast I left forlorn, ^ 

To increase a stranger’s tretsures, 

, O’er the raging lullowf borne. 

Men from England bought and sold me, 
Paid my price in paltry gold ; 

But, though\lave they have t ..ioiled me, 
M'.nds are never to be sokL 

Still in*thought .as free as f ver. 

What are EriLdand's rights, I ask, 

Me from my rieitghts to sever, 

Me to torture, me to ta^k ? 

Fleecy locks and Idack com]>l('xu>n 
Cannot forfeit Nature’s claim 
Skins may difler, but aflection 

Diiellsain white and black the same 

Why did nll-crcating Nature 

hfakc the ])1ant for which we toil ? 
Sighs must fan it, tears must water, 

Sweat of ours must dress the soil. 
Think, ye masters iron-hearted. 

Lolling at your jovial boards, 

Think how many backs have smarted, 

For the sweets your canctafiords. * 

Is there,—^as ye sometjpes telkiis,— 

Is there One who reigns on high ? 
lias Hel^id you*buy and sell us. 
Speaking from his throne| the sky "i 
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COMPtAlNT. 

Ask Him, if your knotted scourge^ 
•Matcljps, blotnl-extorting screws, 

Are the inciAs that duty urges 
Ajfents of liis will to use ? 

Hark ! He answers !—Wild Wmadoes 
Strewing vondcr, sea with wrecks, 
Wasliog'to^is, plantations, meadows, 
Arc the voice with which He speaks. 
He, foreseeing what vexations 
Afric’s sons should undergo, 

Fixed their tyrants' ii.iUUntiuns , 
WlCre his whirlwinds?lnswcr—“No.” 

By our blood in Afric wa.sted, 

Ere our necks re(^‘cived the chain ; 

By the miseries that we tasted. 

Crossing in your barks the main ; 

By our suiTcrings, sii]i;:e ye brought us 
To the man-degrading marl. 

All sustained by patience, taught us 
Only by a broken h<^rt; 

Deem our nation brutes no longer, 

Till some reason ye sljall find 
Worthier of regard ami sl^vngcf 
'Ilian the colour of oi^r kind. * 
Slaves of gold, whose sordid dealings 
Tarnish all you’) boasted powers, . 
Prove that you have human feelings, 
Ere you proudly questioi) ours I 
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PITY FOR POOR AFRICANS, 


PITY FOR POOR AFRICANS. 

Video meliura proboque, 

Deteriora sequor. — 

• ^ 

I OWN I am shocked at the purchase of slaves, 

,And fear those ur)K> buy thetj^ and sell them ar<| knaves ; 
^VhaUI hear of their hardships, their tortures,%ind groans 
Is alinuA enough to draw pity from stones. 

• • 

I pity them greatly, but T muSt be mum. 

For how could we do without sugar and rum ? , 

Kspcciully sugar, so needful we see ; • 

What! give up o*ir desserts,•')ur coffee, ^d tea? 

Besides, if wc do, tHb French, Dutch, and l>an«s, 

Will heartily thank us, no doubt, for our pains : 

If wc do not buy the ]>oor creatures, they will; 
Andftortures wi^agruans will be multiplied stilL 

If foreigners likewise w'ould give up the tr»;lc. 

Much more in behalf of your wish might be said ; 

But while they get riches by purchasing blacks, 

IVHy tell me why iitff may not also go snacks ? 

Your scruples and arguments bring to my mind 
A story so pat, you may think it is Coined, 

On purpose to answer yon, out of my mint; 

But 1 can assure you I saw it in print. 

A youngster at school, more sedate than the rest. 

Had once his integrity put to the test; 

His comrades h.ad plotted an orchard to rob, 

An^ asked him to go and assist in the job. 

Hf was shocked, sir, like you, and answered—“ Oh, no ! 
•'iVhat! rob our good neighliokr ? I pray you don't go; 
Besides, the man's poor, his orchard’s his bread : 

Then think of his children^ for they mast be fa#.'* 

• 

** You speak very fine; and you lopk veiy grave, 

,But apples we want, and apples we'll haw: 

If you will go with us, you shall have a share; 

If not, .you shall have neither ap{^le |or.pear.” 

.* « 

They spoke, and Tom pondered—“ I see they will go: 
Poor man is what a pity to injure him so! 

Poor man I I w^ld save him his fruit if I could,. 

But staying behind will do him no good. 
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** If the matter depended alone upon me, 

Ills apples might hang,till they dropped from the free; 

But sj^ce they will take then^ 1 think I’ll geftoo; 

He will lose none by me, though l.get a few. * 

lib scruples thus silenced, Tom felt more at ease. 

And went with hU comrades the apples to seize.; 

He blamed U7d protested, but joined iif the plan; 

He shared in tne plunder, but pitied the roan. 


TIIEJVIORNING DREAM. 

• 

'Twas in the glad season of spring. Thus swiftly dividing the flood. 

Asleep at the dawn of the day. To a slave>culturcd islaml we came, 

I dreamed what I*cannot but sing, Wiiere a Demon, her enemy, stood— 

So pleasant it seemed assl lay. * Oppression his terrible name. 

1 dreamed that, on ocean afloat, In h^ hand, as the sign of his sway, 

* Fac hence to the i^estward 1 .sailed, A scourge hung with lashes he bore. 

While the billows high-lifted the boat. And stocKl looking out for hiS prey 

And the* fresh-biowing b cere never From Africa's sorrowful shore, 
failed. 

In the steerage a woman h saw ; But soon as approaching the land. 

Such at least was the form that she That goddess-like woman he viewed, 
wore. The scourge he let fall from his hand. 

Whose lieauty impressed me with awe, Wikli blood of his stTlfJects imbrued. 

Never taught me by woman before. I saw him both sicken and die, 

She sat, and a shield at her side And, the moment the monster expired. 

Shed light, like a sun on* the Heard shouts th^ ascended the sky, 

* W.VCS, From thousands with rapture inspired. 

And smiling divinely, .she cried— 

“I go to make freemen of slaves.” ^ ,. , ,» - , 

Awaking, how coula I but muse 

Then raising her voice to a strain At what such a dream should Ixrtide ? 

The sweete.st that car ever heard. But soon my car caught the glad news, 

She sang of the slave’s broken chain Which served my weak thought for a 

Wherever her glory appeared. guide,— 

Some clouds, which had over us hung. That Britannia, renowne^ o’er the waves 
Fled, chased by her melody clear, • For the hatred she evei kas .shown 
And methought while she liberty sung, To thd black-sceptred rijlers of slaves, 
’Twas liberty only t^ hear. 1 Resolves to have none of Iwr own. 

« 

t 

ON.A MISCHIEVOUS BULU ’ > . 

WhIcH THB owner OF^ltt SOLD AT THE AUTHOR’S* INSTANCE. 

.» 

Go' thou art all unfit to share The squirrel here hb hoard provides. 

The pleasures of this place » . Aware of wbitry storms ^ 

With such as its old tenants are, And woodpeckers explore the sidcR 

Creatures of gentler race. Of ru^ed oaks for worms. 
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The sheep hc^'e smootiis the knotted 
thorn 

With frictions of l.er fleece; 

And here I wander eve and mom, 

Like her, a friend to peace. 

Ah t 1 could pity thee exiled 
f'rom this secure retreat— 

I would not lose it to be styled 
The happisst of the great. 


But thou canst taste no calm delight; 

Thy pleasure is to show 
iTiy magnanimity in fight, 

T|iy prowess; therefore go I 

I care not .whether east or north, 

.So I more may find thee; 

The angry Muse thus sings thee forth, 
And claps the (jnte behind thee. 


ANNUS MEMORABILIS, 1789 . 

WRITTEN IN COMMEMOR.^TION OF HIS MAJESTY’S HAPPY RECOVERY. 


I RANSACKED, for a thcme of song. 
Much ancient chronicle, a'd long; 

I read of bright embattled fields, , 

Of troj>hied helmets, spears, and shields. 
Of chiefs, whose single arm could boast 
Prowess to dissipate.a host^ 

Through tomes ot fable ar.a of dream 
I sought an eligible thenu-, 

But none I found, or found them shared 
Alre.ady by some hajipier bard. 

.'^'s moderi^ -times, with Tnith to 
guitle “* 

My busy search, I next applied ; 

Here cities won, and fleets dispersed. 
Urged loud a claim to be rehearsed, 
Deed.s of unporishing rtuiown, 

Our fathers’ triumphs and our own. 

Thus, ns the lure, from bank to Ixiwer, 
Assiduous sips at every flfiwer. 

But re^ts on none till that t>e found 
Wliere most necwarcous sweets abound. 
So I from theme In theme displnycil 
In many a page historic strayed, 

Siege after fight after fight, 
CouLcifiplating with small delight 
(For feats of sanguinary hue 
Not alu-nys glitter in my view); 

Titl settling on the current year, 

I found the fixr-sough* treasure near; 

A theme foi poetry divine, 

A theme to ennokle even mine. 

In memorable Ev'litV'nine. 

The spnng of £i^hty-nine shall be 
An era cherished long me, 

Which joyful 1 will oft Tccord, 

And thankful, at my fntral baard ;, 

For th«i the ck«ds‘bf Eighty-eighty 


That threatened England's trembling 
* state" 

With loss of %. hat she least could spare, 
I ler sovereign’s tutelary care. 

One breath of Heaven, that cried— 
“ Restore! ” 

Chased, never to assemble more : 

And far the richest erttwn on e.'irlh. 

If valued by*it.s wearer’s worth, 

The symbol of a righteous reign, 

Sat fast on ticorge’s brows again. 

Then peace and joy again possessed 
Our Queen’s long-.ngitated breast 4 
Such :ny and i)cacc as can be known 
By suficrers like herself alone. 

Who losing, or supposing lost. 

The good on earth they valued most, 
For tliat dear sorrow’s sake forego 
All hope of happiness lielow. 

Then suddenly regain the prize, 

And flash thanksgivings to the skies ! 

O Queen of Albion, queen of isles ! 
Since all thy tears were changed to smilts, 
The eyes that never saw thee, shine 
With joy net unalHed to thine. 
Transports not chargeable with art 
Illume the land’t. remotest part. 

And strangers to the air of courts, 

Both in their toils and at theii sports, 
The hanpiress of answered prayers. 
That gilas thy features, shov* in theirs. 
If "they who on thy state attend, 
Awe-struck, before thy presence bend, 
’Tis but the natural effect 
' Of grandeur that ensures respect; 

'But she is something more than queen 
Who is beloved where never seen. 
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EPIGRAM. , 

(PRINTED IN THE "NORTHAMPTON MBRCuIy,") 

To purifjr their wini some Moplc bleed 
A lamb into the barrel, Rnd succeed ; * 

No nostrum, planters say, is half so go<^ 

To make fine ^ |gar as a nr^o's blood. 

^ow /itmAs and pii^oet both are harmless thinj^s, 

And t^nce perhaps thii;^ondrous virtue springs. 

’Tis iiwhe blood of innocence alone— * • 

Good cause why planters never try their own.' 


HYMN, 


FOR THE US% OF THE S' 

WEAR,.I.ord, the song of praise and 
prayer, 

In heavei’athy dwelling-place, 

Frf)m infants made the public i,are, 

And taught to seek thy face. 

Thanks for thy Word, and*for thy day; 

And grant us, we implore. 

Never to waste in sinful play 
Thy holy sabbaths more. 

Thanks that we hear,—but oh, impart 
To ^ach desires sincere. 

That we rKay listen with our heart, 

And learn as well as hear! 

1789. 


NUAV SCTIDOI^AT OLNEV. 

Fur if* vain thoughts the minds engage 
iX older far tlian wc, 

What hope, that, at our heedless age, 

Our mindif should eier be free ? 

• 

Much hope, if thou our spirits take 
Under thy gracious sway, 

Who canst the wisest vg^r make . , 

An<K>abes as wise as fficy. 

Wisdom and bliss thy word liestows, 

A sun that ne'ef declines, 

And be thy mercies showered on those 
Who placed us where it shines. 


STANZAS . 

SUBJOINED TO THE YEARLY BILL OP MORTALITY OF THE PARISH OP 

ALL SAINTS, NORTHAMPTON ; 


, FOR THBiVKAR 1767. 

Pallida Mora jequo pulsat p^e pauperum tabemas 
4 teguinque turrea.— 'HoIacb. 

Pale Death with canal foot stnkes wide the doo 
Of royal halls and omrels of the poor. 


While thirteen moons saw sfhootbly run 
The NeiiPs barge-laden wave, • 

All these, life’s rambling jonm^^one^ 
I^ave fotmd their home^ the grave. 

Was man (fratl always) made more*fhul 
Than in forq^oing years? * ' 


Did famine or did plague 
That BO roudi'de^n appears? 

«* • 

No: these were vigorous as thdr sires, 
Nor plague imr umine came: 

Tins asmuiSl trirate Death requires# * 
And neter waiv^ his claim. 
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Like crowded forest-trees we stand. 
And some are maAed to fall; 

The axe will smite God*s command, 
And soon shall smite us alL 

Green as the bay-tree, ever green, 
.With its new foliage on, 

The gay, the thoughtless, have I seen ; 
1 passed—and they were gone. 

Read, ye that run, the awful truth 
With which '1 charge my page; 

A worm is in the bud of youtii, 

And at the root of age. 


No present health can health ensure 
For yet an hour to come; 

No medicine, thobgh it oft can cure, 
always balk the tomb. 

And oh ! that humble as my lot, 

And scqt^ed as is my strain. 

These tAhs, though known, too much 
forgot, 

'•'t I may not teacj^in vain. » 

So prays your Clerk with all his heart, 
And ere he quits the pen, 

3egs^t»« for once to take his part, 

And answer all—“ Amen!’ 


ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THU VBAR 1788. 

Quod adcbt, memento 
Componere aciiuns. Caeter.! fluniinis 
Kitu feruntur.— Horack. 

Improve ^f^e present hour, or all beside 
Is 4 mere ,cathcr on a torrent’s tide. 

Cnul.D 1, from heaven inspired, qa sure presago 
To whom the rising year shall prove his last. 

As 1 can number in my punctual page, 

And item, down the victims of the past; 

How each would trembling wait the mournful sheet, 
On which the press might stamp him next to die ; 
And reading here his sentence, how replete 
With anxious meaning, heavenward turn his eye I 

Time then would seem more precious than the joys 
In which he sports away the treasure new; 

And prayer more seasonable than the noise 
Of drunkards, or the mtlsic-drawing'bow. v> 

Then doubtless many a trifler,. on the brink 
Of this w.orld’s hazardous and headlong shore, 
Forced to a pause, would feel it good to think, 

Told- that his setting sun must Vise^po more. 

Ah, self-deceived t Could I, prophetic, say 
Who neif, is fated, and who next to fall. 

The rest mightk then seem privileged to play; • 

But mtming none, the Voice now speaks to all. 
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Obsei^c the dappled foresters, how light 
They bound, and airy, o^er the sunny glade— _ 
One falls—the rest, wide-scattered with affright 

Vanish at once into the darkest shade. 

e 


^fad we their wisdom, should we, often warned, 
Still need repeated warnings, and at last,^ 

A thousand awui admonitions scorned, 

Ille self-accused of life run all to waste? 

Sad wa^e ! for which no after-thrift atones ; • * 
The grave admits no cure for guilt or sjp ; 
Dewdrops may declc the ^irf that hides the bones, 
Hut tears of godly grief ne’er flow within. 


Learft then, yc living! by the giouths be taught 
Of all these sef>ulchrcs, iifttructors trifle, ^ 
That, soon #r late, deatli also is y(|pr lot. 

And the next opening grave may yawn for you. 
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ON*A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR TUB YEAR I789. 

Placidaque ibi demum morte quiem— ViRciL. 
There calm at lenuth he breathed his suul away. 


** O MOST delightful hour by man 
Expdlienjed here l>elow. 

The hour that terminates his span, 
llis folly, and his woe! 

'* Worlds should not bribe me back to 
tread 

Agiun life's dreary waste. 

To see again my day o’erspread 
With ml the gloomy past. 

• 

” My home henceforth is in the skies— 
Earth, seas and sun adteu 1 * 

All heaven unfolded to my eyes, 

I have ncasight &r you.** • 

• 

So spake AsQpio, firm possessed 
Of faith’s supporting rod, ^ * 

jThen breathed his soul into its rest, 
Th^bosom of his God. 

He was a man among the few 
^ Sincere on Virtue’s side; 


; And all his.strength from Scripture 
drew. 

To hourly use applied. 

v» 

That rule he prized, by that he feared, 
Ue hated, nofied, and loved ; 

Nor ever frowned, or sadtappeared. 
But when his heart had roved. 

For he was frail as thou oi*I, 

• And evil felt within; * • , 

But when he felt it, heaved a s^^h, 
IVnd loathed the thought of sm. 

Such lived Aspasio ^ and at last. 
Called up froni,eaith to heaven, 

The gulf of death triumphant passed. 
By gales of blessing driven. 

"//rV joys be mine^* each reader cries, 
i • When my lasfihour arrives! ** 

. “ They shall ^ yours,” my Verse replidr 
Such only m your lives,” 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, , 

FUR THE TEAR i;*gO. 

Ne comraonentcm recta speme.—B uchanan. 
Dehpue not my good counsel, 


He who sits from day to day 
Where the jirisoned lurk is hung, 

Heedless of his loddifst lay. 

Hardly knucirs that he has ^ung. 

Where the watchman in his round 
Nightly lifts his voice on high, 

None, accustomed to the sound, 

Wakes the sooner for Irs cry. 

So your versc-man I, and clerk, 

Yearly in my song proclaim 

Death at hand— yourselves his mark— 
And the foe’s unerring '>im. 

Duly at my time I come, 

Pul>lishing to all aloud— 

the grave must he your home. 
And your ohly suit a shroud. 

Hut the monitory strain, 

Oft repeated in yonr ears, 


t*' 

{ Seems to sound too much in vain, 

■k Wins no noticer wakes no fears. 

Can a truth, by all confessed 
Of •such magnitude and ivcight, 
'’Grow, by being oft expressed. 
Trivial as a parrot’s prate? 

I’leasure's call attention w'ins, 

Hear it often as we may ; 

New as ever scem our sins. 

Though committed every day. 

Death and Judgment, Hea/en and 
Hell— 

These alone, so often heard, 

No mure mo#ve us than the l)ell 
When some stranger is inte Ted. 

Oh then, ere the turf or tomb 
Cover us from every eye. 

Spirit of instniction ! come 
Mdhce us learn that we must die. 


ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 

FOR THE YEAR 179a. 


Felix, qui potuit renim^ cognoocere caua.is, 

Atqiie metuh omnes et inexorabile fatum 

Subjccit peclibus, strepiwmque Achcrontis avari!—ViRc. 


. >y the mortal who has traced effects 
To their first cause, cast fear beneath tiis feet. 
And death, and roaring hell’s voracious fires! 


ThANKf.E.ss for favours from on high, 
Man thinks he fades too soon; 
Though *tib his privilege to die. 
Would he improve the boon. 

But he, not wise enoufdt to scan 
His best concerns ari^t, 

Would gladly stretch life’s Uttle span 
To ages, if he njighL 


To ages in a worid of pain. 

To a^, where he ^ocs 
Galled by Affliction’s heavy chain, 
And hopeless of repose. 

Strang fondness of the human heart, 
Enamoured of its harm! 

Strange world, that costs it so mu.h 
smart. 

And still has poVrer to chann. 
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Whence has (lie world her magic power? 

. Why deem we Death a foe ? , 

Recoil f.'oin weary life’s best hour, • 
Aivi covet longer woe ? 

I 

The cause ii^ Conscience;—Conscience 
oft 

Her tale of guilt renew's : ^ 

Her voice is terrible, though soft, 

, And dread oT iJcj^ ensues. 9 

Then, anxious to be longer spared, 

Man mounts hU Heeling breath: 
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And evils then seem li«dit. compared 
With the apiiri^eh <n Death. . 

’Tis judgment shakes him ; there's the 
fear , 

That pioinpts the wish (o^lay : 

He has iiicmTcd a long arrear. 

And inusT despair to pay. * 

• 

yhj'/—follow Christ, and^ll is paid : 

His death youi«phacc ensures ; 

Think on the grave whe^c Jff u^as laid, 
And calm descend ioyouts. 


A SIMILAR OCCASKfN, 

FOK THK VKAft T79I. 

1 

f>c sacris autem hasc sit unst sentcnlu, lit consci^cnjiir.— A/’/i' 
Hut let iis all concur in this one bentiincnt, th.^! ihitiRs^jcrcd tw inviolate- 


IIe lives who lives to Goii, alone, 

And afl are dead beside : 

For other .source than Citxl is none 
Whence life can be supplied. 

To live to God is to requite 
Hi| love as best w'c may ; 

To make^Iis precepts our delight, 

Ilis promises our stay. 

Rut life, within a narrow ring 
Df giddy joys comprised, 

].s falsely named, and no such thing. 

Rut rather death disgtiiscd. 

Can life in them dc.scrve the name, , 
Who only live to prove "* 

Fdr what poor toys they can disclaim 
An endless life aljov^ 

» 

Who, muJh diseased, yet nothing fecrj ; 
Much menaced, nothing dVead ; 

Have wounds which only God can heali I 
Yet never ask His aid ? I 


Who deem Ilis house a useless place. 
Faith, want of common sense, 

And vdour in the Chr1t#ian race 
A liyi» 0 (.rite*s pielcnce? 

Who trample ord^^'r; and the day 
Which God assi-rts His own 
Dishonour with unhallowed play. 

And worship Chance alone? 

• 

If scorn of Gorl’s commands, imprcs.sed 
On word and deed, ynply 
The belter pai i of man unblessed 
With life tliat cannot die ; 

Such want it: and that w.ailt, u^cured 
Till man lesigns lii.s bvcatli, 

)j)H*aks him a ciirninal, assured 
Of everlasting flvalh. 

Sad period to a peasant coyrsc ! 

Yet so will God renay 
Sabbaths profaned ^^'iihout remorse, 
And Mercy cast twlly. 
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ON THE QUEEN'S VISIT TO LONDON. 


IMPROMPTU, 

ON WRITINC; A I.KTILK wrt llOUT* HAVING ANYTMNG TO SAV. 

^(1 linve 1 scf’ii tlic maids ^ ' 

TiiiiiMc and (cn^o a tangled skein ; 

'I'hey''ite the li|> and scratch the head, 

And cry, “ 'Hie dt-ucc is in tiu'lliicad !” 

'riiev ttiilim- n and jerk it round, 

'I'dl the iiglil end at'ii»<>t is found ; » 

*l'lu'n wiiiii, and wind, and wind nway,^ 

And w'li9t was work is changed to play. 


ON TIIK OUKKN’S VISIT TO LONDON, 


TiiK n'.'cim ok 'I III-: 

I 

WlfP.N,long scqucsteicdfnnn his thionc, 
Oforge took his seat ag.un, 

Hy liglit of woillj. not hloiHl^ alone, 
Kntitlcd here to reign ;' 

Then Loyalty, with all liei lamps 
New tiimined, a gallant slii>w, 

the < 1 ^ 111 .ness and the d.'iinps, 

Set London in a glow. 

'Twas hard to tell of streets or sfjnarcs 
Which founed lhe,**luef dis|i[a> ; 

These most leseinhling eliisteied stars, 
Those the long milky way. 

llright shone the roofs, the domes, the 
s])ncs. 

And loelcets (lew, self-<lriven, 

To hang their momentaiy fircs 
Amid the vault of hea\en. 

, » 

So, fii;« winh w.ifer to compare. 

The ocean swerves, on high 
pouted by a whale in air, 

To exjircss unwieldy joy. 

Had all the pageanle of the world 
In one jhoeossion joined. 

And all the Inin1t*rs i>een unfurled 
That heralds eVj designed. 

For no such sight had Kngl.ind’h Queen 

f Forsaken her retrc.iV, 

W nercGeoige recovcied mrdc a scene. 
Sweet always, doubly sweet. 


< 

lyiii marcA, 1789 , 

Yet glad she came that night to prove, * 
A witness undescried. 

How much the object of h€r lose 
Was loved by all beside. 

Darkness thf- skies had mantled o’er 
In aiil of her design,— % 

UaikiKSs. {) <^>iiecii! ne’er called before 
To ved a deed of tidne. 

On borrowed wheels away she flics, 
Resolved to be unknown, 

An<l gratify no curious eyes 
That night, except her own. 

Ariivcd, a night lilcc noon she scett. 

Ami hears the million hum ; 

As all by instinct, like the l>ccs. 

Had known their sovereign come. 

Plctisetl she beheld aloft portrayed, 

"■ On inanj' a splendid wall. 

Emblems of licalth and heavenly aid. 
And tieorge'^.he theme of all: 

Unlike the enigmatic ^inc, l 
S o difliaidt to spell, 

Which .shook Belshazzar at his wine 
* TI^5 night hi.s city fell. ‘ 

Soon, watery grew her eyes and dim, 
Fut with a joyful tear : 

None else, except in prayer for him, 
George ever dr^- from her. 
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It was a scene in tPvcry part 

Like those in (hhlc feif'iicd, , 

And seemed liy somt: mat'ician*s art • 
Clfcatcd and su:>taiaecl. 

• 

But other mtgic there, she knew, 

Had been exerted none. 

To raise such wonders in her view, 

Save love »>f Ocorj{e alone. 

That cordial tli(>u£;hi||jer si>irits checrej^ 
And thioii^h tfie eiinibious throng. 
Not else unwoiihy to lx: feared,. 
Conveyed her calm along. 


So, ancient poets say, serene 
The se;\-maid ritles fhe waves, . 

4n<l fearless of t* e billowy stfene 
Her peaceful bosom laves. 

With mure than Astronomi^eyes 
She viewed the sparkling show ; 

One CJeoriJTan star adorns the skies,* 
She myriads found below. 

Yet let the glories ,()f a nTglit 
Like that, onc^ seen, sunice^ 

Heaven grant uS no smfi future sight, 
Sucli ])reviuus woe the price 1 


"ftlK COCK-LIGIITKR’S GARLAND. 


Muse, hide his name of wh o' I sing, 
Lest his surviving hoiiic thou bring 
For Jiis sake inio scorn^ 

Nor speak the sehoi'l from which he 
drew 

The much or litlle tliat he knew, 

Nor place wheiy he was born. 

That such a man once was, m.a)i«6ecm 
Worthy of recorfl {if the theme 
Perch.afice may credit win), 

For proof to man what man may prove, 
If grace dep.art, and demons move 
The source of guilt within. 

This man (for dnee the howling wild 
Disclaims him, man he must he styled) 
Wanted no good l>elow ; 

Gentle he was, if gentle birth 
Could make him such; and l)e had worth* 
If wealth can worth bestow. 

• . * 

In social talk and ready jest 
He shon«;superter at the feast, 

And qualities of mind ^ 
nittstrious in the eyes of those 
Whose society he chose 
Possessed of every kind. 

M*Ahinks I see him powdered red, 
With bushy locks his well-dres'iedltcad 
Winged.broad oil either side, 


The nioMyeoselmd not so sweet; 
llis steeds sliperb, his carriage neat 
As luxury could provide. 

Can such be cnu-1 ? Such can lie 
Cruras hell, and so^tPas he ; 

A tynant enlertiiincd 
With barbaious sports,whose fell delight 
Was to encourage mortal fight 
'Twixt birds t(7battle trained. 

One feathered champion he possessed. 
His datling far bcyoqd the rest. 

Which never knew disgrace, 

Nor e’er had fought l>ut he made flow 
'J'he life-blood of his fiercest foe, 

The Caesar of his race. 

It chancer! at last, when*op«a d^ 

He pushed him to the desperate friy, 
His courage diooped, he fled. 

^ITie master stormi^I, the prize was Ipst, 
And, instant, frantic at the cost. 

He doomed hiatfavouritc dead. 

♦ • . 

He seizerl him fast, dhd from the pit 
Flew to the kitchc|i, «iiatched the spit. 
And “ Bring me cord ! ” he cried ; 
The cord was thought, and, at his word, 
To that dire implement the bird < * 
Alive ahd stri^gling tied. 

■ 8^ 
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LmES AFTER THE MANNER OF HOMER. 


Tin' liorricl sequel asks a veil* 

And all theteri'ors of the talc 

'['hat ean be, shallV'^c, sunk. ,, 
].cd by the sufferer’s screams aright, 

11 is shocked companions view the sight 
And hinp with fur/drunk. 

I* 

4 

All, suppliant, bog a milder fate , 

I'oi the old vanior at the grate : 

He, deaf to pilyV; |:all, 

Wliivlevl round him rajiid as a wheel 
II is culinary cftjb of steel, * 

Death menacing on all. 

Aln ^, 1789. 


IJNES AFTER THE MANNER OF ifOMER 

IfEStCRIPTJ.'K'OF THE OPENING OF A HAMPER. 

a 

The straw-stuffed hamper with his nilhVss steel 
He opened, cutting sheer the insertcil cords 
Which bound the lid and lip secure. Forth came 
‘ ^’lie rustling packrge ; first, bright straw of wheat, 
Or oats, or barley ; next a bottle, green. 

Throat-full, clear spirits the contents, distilled 
Drop^ter drop odorous, by the ilit 
Of the fair mother of his friend—the Rose. 

AV/r. 11,1789. 


Rut Vengeance hung not far remote. 
For while he stretched his clamorous 
I throat, , 

And heaven and earth defied, i 
Rig *.vith the curse too closely pent 
That struggled vainly fork vent. 

He tottered, reeled, and died. 

*'ris not^or us, with rash surmise, 

^ To point the judgments’of the skies ; 
Rut iudgmentsffdain as this, ' 

That, sent for Man’s instruction, bring 
A wrkien label on their wing, 

* ’Tis liard to read amiss. 


ON THE 

BENEFIX RECEIVED BV HIS MAJESTY FROM SEA-BATHTNO 

I 

IN THE YEAR I7S0. 

« * 

t) SOVEREIGN of an isle renowned 
• For undisputed sway,* 

Wherever o’er yon gulf profound* 

Her navies wing their way ; 

• . . . ! ^ 

With juster claim she builds at length 

ycr empire on the sea. 

And well may boastkhe w^ves her strength. 

Which strength restored to thee. 
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TO MRS. TlhROgKMORTON, 

ON HER BEAUTIFUL TRANSCRiPT OF HORACE’S ODE “AD LIBRUM SUUM,” 
• • 

Maria, could Horace have guessed 
Wha^i^ionour awaited liis ode* 

To his own little volume addressed, 

The honour u^ch you have bestowed, 

Who have IracTO it in ch.-iracters here^ • 

So elegant, even, and neat. 

He had iahghed at the eriticaf sneer 

Which he seelhs to have trembled to meet. 

“ And sneer, if you ijle.-xse," he had said, 

“Hereafter afiymph .shalhari.se 
*'^\tio shall give me, when yod*are all dead, 

“ The Rh»ry your mali& denies ; 

“ Shall dignity give to iny lay, 

“ Althoug'h Init a mere bagatelle ; 

An \ ven a poet shall say,«» • * • 

“ Nothing ever was written so well." 

Feb. i7s>o. * 


INSCRIPTION 

rOR K .STONE ERECTED THE SOWING OP A GRQVE OF OAKS AT 
ailLLlNGTON, THE SFAT OF^T. GIFFARU, ESQ. I79O. 

Other stones the era tell 
When home feeble mortal fell; 

1 stand here to date the birth 
Of these hardv sons of earth. 

Which shall longest brave the shy. 

Storm .and fro.st — these Oak.s or 1 ? 

Pass an age ot^two away, 

I ftiust moulder and decay ; 

But ttie years thaLcrumble me 
Shall invigorate the tree. 

Spread its branch, dilate its size, 

Lift its sumihit to the skies. 

Cherish honour, virtue, truth, ■ 

So .shall ihgu pndong thy youth: 

W’amtng these, however fast 
Man lie Axed, and formed to last, 

He is lifeless even now, 

Stone at Heart, %uid cannot grow. 

• • 

*790 
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TO MRS. KING. 


AyOTIlLR, 

I 

IfOR A STONE ERECT ED ON A SIMILAR OC:C/V?ION AT THE SAME PLACE IN 

THE FOJ.LOWINO YEAR. 

I 

Kt adiT ! behold a inoinmif at 
'riiat iisks HO sigh or tosii, 

Thmigh it i>oi|K-tVi-; le the event 
I Of a great burial here. 

1791. 


TO MRS. KING, 

\ 

ON HER KIND PRESENT I’ll THE AL'I'IIOR, A P^’TCHWORK Ql'ILT OF 

ItEt OWN MAKINCL ' 


The Bard, if e’er lie feel at all. 

Must sure be quick^Mied by ^>*^*>11 
Both on his heail and lie.\d, 

To pay with tuneful thanks the care 
Aiui,kinduess of a lady fair 
Who deigns to deck his bed. 

A betl like this, in ancient time, 

On Id.i’s barren lo’> siddiiiie, 

(As Homer’s Kjnc shous>. 
Composed of .sweetestn^ernal flowers, 
Without the aid of sun or showeis. 

For Jove anil Juno rose. 

Iavss beautiful, however gay. 

Is that which in the scmching day 
Receives the wrary swain. 

Who, laying his long scythe aside, 
Sloops on sonic bank with daisies pied, 
'I'ill roused ti>tod again. 

August 14, i7«)o. 


What labours of the loom I see! 
l.oorns iiuiiiberles.s li.ivegroafied for me! 

Should every maiden come 
'I'o scramble the patch that l>ears 
The impress oi the r«»be she wears. 

The bell would toll for some. 

And oh, what havoc woultl ensue ! 

Tlim blight disjil.iy of every hue 
Ail .1 moment tied ! 

As if .a sinim should strip the bow'crs 
Of all their teiiilrds,leaves,and fiowc’i's,— 
ICach pocketing a shred. 

Thanks, then, to c-ery gentle fair. 

Who will not come to jieck me bare 
As bird of borrowed feather, 

! And thanks to one, al)ove them all, 

; The gentle fair of IVrtenhall, 
i Who put the whole together. 


STANZAS 

« 

ON THE LATE INDECENT LIBERTIES TAKEN WITH THE REMAINS OF TUB 

r.REAT MILTON, Al>jNO I79O. 

* ■ 

'* Me loo, perchance, in future days, 

** The sculptured stone shall show, 

“ With Papliian my Ale, of-with bays 
'' Parnassian on my Wow. 


/y MEAfO/fy OF THE late JOHN T/JOK.VTOy ES^. 

• “ Bui I, or cie that season come, ^ 

“ Mseapetl every caic, 

* “ Shall reach njy refnj^e in ihe tomb, 

“ Ami sleep securely ihere.”* 

• 

So sang, in Roman tone and style, 

The youthful bard, eie long 
Ordained ij» grace his n.iti\e islc* 

With Tier sublimcst song. 

\Who then but njtist conceive disdain, 

Hearing the deed unble-.t 
Of wretihss who have daied profane ' 

His dread sopi»ieliral lest ( 

Ill faie the hands that heaved the stones 
Where .Milton’s .isl^j-s lay, 

Thal^tiembled nft lo gr.asp Ifls Ij^nes 
#lnd steal his dust awa;^ ! 

O ill-re«|uiteil bard ! neglect 
Thv hsing'worth rejt.nd. 

And 1 .iiid idolatnnis lespi-ct •• • ' • 

As iniieh an'ronls thee «.lead. * 

• ylugust. 1790 



IN MKMORY OF TIIF LATK JOHN THORN ION, KSQ. 

• 

POF.T-S attempt the noblest ta<-lv they cai), • 

Praising the Author of all gixxl in lu.-ui, 

And, next, coinincmorating w«jrihies lost. 

The dead in whom that good abounded most. 

Thee, therefore, of commercial fame, but morS 
l''amcd for thy j)iobity from shore to shore ; 

Thee, Tiiornto.n ! worthy in some j>agt to shincf 
As honest an«l more eloquent than mine, 

1 mourn ; or, since thrice hap])y thou must he- 
The world no longer th^ siIkkIc, not thec. 

Thee to dcfiiore were grief misspent indeed ; 

It were to wceo that goodiiess has its meed, 

That tlifre is bliss prcparctTin yonder sky, 

.^nd glory, for the virtuous when they die. 

What pleasure can the miser*.s fondled hoaq 
Or .spendthrift’s prodigal excess alTord, • 

Sweet as the ]>rivilege of healing woe 
By virtue suifereebcumbating below ? 

m 

* PnrMtan et nnstros ducat de marmore vultd^ 

Ncctcns aut Paphia ntprti aut Parnamatlc Iftri 
. Fronde comas—At ego securft pace q^iescam 

Mii^on in Mftw. 


THR FOUR AGES. 


I. 


That privilege was thine ; Heaven gave thee means 
illumine with delight the sa<ldest scenes, 

Till trty appearance cl};ised ilje gloom, forlorn, 

As midnight, and despairing of a morn. 

'I'liou hadst an industiy in doing^o<xl, 

Rcstki.s as his who toils and sweats for food ; 

Avarice in thee was the desire of wealth 
Ity riiil un])ciishable or by stealth ; 

And if the g<-iuiine worth of gold depend 

.. On apphtatioM to its noblcV end, 

Thiiij,had a value in the scales of Heaven, • 

,Surpassing all tiiat mine or mint h.i<l given. 

Ami, though tlod made thee of a'nature prone 
'I'o distribution louiiflless of thy own, 

Ami still liy motives of religious force 
Impelled thee more to that hetoic course, 

Yet wa-> thy liiniality uisciact, 

Nice in its vliioice, and of a tempcreil h^a^ 

And though in act unwearie«l, scctet still, 

As ill some solitude the summer rill 
Kefrcshe.s, where it wintls, ihe failed green, 

Aiul cheers thtf-’hooping tlowers, unheard, unseen. 

Such was'thy eharity; no smiden sUrt, 

After long sleep, of pa.ssion in the heart, 

Jhit steadfast piincipfe, ami, in its kind. 

Of close relation to the Kternal Mind, 

•ITaeed easily to it<|\*rnc source aliove. 

To lliiu whose works licspeak His nature Love., 
l*hy lionnties all were ('hrislian, and I make 
This record of thee for the (JospeK-s sake : 

'I'hat iR e incredulou.s themselves may see 
Its use and power e.\cmplified in thee. 

’{Jtvw&'r, iTyo. 

TO RliV, WALTER BAGOT. 

EXCUSE FOR DELAY IN WRITING T'' HIM. 

It is a maxim of much weight. 

Worth conning ^Vr and o’er, 

He who has Homer to translate, 

Had need d<| nothing moye. 

February 36, 1791. 

. THE FOUR AGES ; 

A BRIE^ FRAGMENT OF AN EXTENSIVE PROJECTED POEM.^ 

4 

** I cv?tj;LD be well content, allow'ed Ihe use 
Of past experience, and the wisdom gleaned 
From wcgTi-out follies, no^^^ acknowledged such, 

To recommence life’s trial, in the hope 
Of fe.wer error^, on a second proof r’ 
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THE JUDGMENT OF THE POETS.^ 

Thu.^, while grey evening lulled the wind, and called 
Fresh tKliiurs from the shrubbery at my side, | * 

Taking niy lonely winding walk,*! mused, 

And held accustomed conference with my heart; 

Yt'hen from within it tfius a voice refilied : 

“ Couldst thou in truth ? and art thou taught at length 
This wisdom, and but thi*^, from all the 
Is not the pardon |f thy long arrear, 

Time wasteil, violated laws, abuse 
Ot t:ilcn*i|. judgments, nuyOes, better far 
^'han opportunity vouchsafctl to err 
With less excuse, an«J, haply, worse effect?’* 

1 heaid, and acipiiesced ^ then to and fro 
Oft pacing, as the mariner liis deck, * 

My gnavcily bounds, from self to luiinan kind 
1 passed, and next considered, ^Vbat is man? 

Knows he hi^ origin ? cati be a*icend* ^ 

]ly rcminiscvacc to Ins cat best <lale^ 

Slept iie^n Adam? and in those fiom him 
Through mimerous generations, (ill he found 
•At length his destined moment to he born ? 

Or was he not, tni fashioned in the woifl 1 >^ • 

Deep mysteries both ! whnh schuolrneu rnnst have toiled 
To unriddle, itnl have left them mysteries still. 

It is an evil incident to man, 

And of the worst, that unexplored he loaves 
Truths useful and attainable with (Me, 

T<i search forbkldcn deeps, where mystery lies 
Not to be solved, and u>eless if it might. 

Mysteries are finul for angels ; iliey fligest 
I Willi eu'ic, and find them nutriment ; but man, 

W'liilc yet he dwells below', must stoop to glean 
His manna from the ground, or starve, and die. 


1791. 


THE JUDGMENT 

Two nymphs, Iwth nearly of an age, • 
Of numerous charms poss(*i»sed, 

A warm dispute once clignccd t* wage 
W'hose temper was the Ijcst. 

• 

The worlh^f each had been complete • 
Had both alike been mild t 
But one, although her smile was swee^ 
Frowned oftener than she siniM ; 

Andj^ her humour, when she frowned. 
Would raise her voice, and roar, • 

^ And shake with fury 4o the ground • 
' The garland she w'ore. 


OF THE POETS. 

The other was of gentler catd. 

From all such fieii/y c|/:ar, 

I^er frowns were seldom huo^vn to last, 
Ami never proved severe. 

To poets of renown in song 
The nynnihs «;ferre<l llie dhuse, 

W ho, strange to tell, aM judged it wrong, 
And gave misplaced applause. 

They gentle caHed, and kind and softj^ 
|» The flippant Aid the scold, , • 
And though she changerl her mood so oft, 
That failing left untold. ^ 
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rriR RETIRED CAT. 


No jiifiKcs, sure, were e’er sA mad, 
ijr sti lesolve/i lo tr r, — 

In .•'hurt,- 'Irt; eharms ncr sister had r 
They lavished all on her. 

'iHu'ii thus‘he fjod, w^hoin fondly they 
'I’heir t.;re.it ln^l>lrl•r 
W.is lieard, out- f'eui.il summer’s day, 
To re])i\mauil them all. 

A/tty, 17 i». 


■ “ Since thus yc hascicombiued," he said, 
*‘i\ly laviniiite u}iiiikli to slii'ht, 
‘I'Adoiiim}; May,,»lut |jeevi-*!i maid, 

“ With June's uiiduub'.cd ri"ht| 

< 

, “'rhe minx shall, f«»r youf folly’s sake, 

: “.Mill |»i«>\e lui^eif .\ sinew, 

' “ Shall make y«iui '-eiibi»liii|' lingers ache, 
J “And jkmch yuiu noses blue.” 


THE REEUSAI. OE THE UXIVEK.SITY OF OXFoKD.TO .SUliSCKlHE 
TO Ills TRAN.'^LAXION OF JlOMLil 


Cniii.ii Ilonu'r cAme himself, distressed*and^uoor, 
And tune his li.irp at Klieilyeina’s door, 

'1 he I nil old Nixen would excl.dm (I k-.ii I 
“.Jtegone k iw> iramper ;;cts a t.iithiuf; here ! ’’ 


F.FiTAPIT OX Ml^.: M. lIK’.f’.INS, OF WF.STON. 

• 

l.M'Ri-.i s m.iy nourish rouiul the confjueuu's tomb, 

1 ’ul happiest they who win the wtVld tt> come: 
lh'he\«-is have a silent fu-hl t(k lij'ht, 

And their exph»its ate veiled fiom human sij^ht. 

'I'hev in some nook, where little known tlsev ilw'ell. 

Km el. pi.iy in f.iith. and rout the hosts of hell ; 

I'deinal (iiuinphs erown their toiJ>. ilivine, 

And all those triumphs, M.aiy, now aie thine. 


THE RETIRED CAT. 


A port’s cat, sedate* and gr.avc 
As po(. t Well e«nild wjsh to have, 

Was ni'ich Addicted to ioiiiurc 
Lor nooks to whi<ih she might retire. 
And wheie, soeurjj as mouse in chink, 
She might repose, of sit ami think. 

'Tlluow not whore site eaught the trick,— 
Nfftore perh.nps herself<».ad cast her 
In such a mould rHit.ns()tuti'^t’F., 

Or else she leariied it of her master. 


j Sometimes nsccndinij, debonair, 

' All apple-tree, or ioftv jx'ar, • 

[ Lmlged wiwh convenience in the fork. 
She w.itcheil the ganlener aj his work ; 
I Stfmcl^,mci. her case and solace sought 
I In an old empty watering-pot ; 

1 There, wanting nothing save a fan% 
k Tu s;em some nvmpli in her sedan, 
j •Apparcllcvl in ex.actest sort, 
t And ready to be borne to court 



THE RETIRED CA T. 
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Hul love of chan([ef it has place 

Not only in our wiser race ; , 

Cals also feel, as well^is we, • 

'I'hat |Ri.ssii>n’s iorcc, and so <lid site. 

Her climbing^she bc^an to lind, • 
Exposed her too much to the wind. 

And the old utensil of tin 
Was cold and comfortless withi*^: 

She therefore washed instead of those 
Sofne place of more svienc repose. 
Where neither cohl ini'hl come, nor air^ 
Too rudely want<Mi with her hair, 

And srnighl it in tlie bkeiiesi mode 
Within her master's smi ■ abode. * 

o 

A drawer, it ch.iit^ed, at bottom lined 
With linen i)f the 'Oiliest knul, 

With Mich as incich.ints iiitiodiice * 
From India, for the l.u'iosfUse - 
A drawer impendinjf «*i'i the rest, 

Half open in (he to[)ni'>si (.best, 

Of depth enr^i^li, .ind nmic to spare,* 
Invited her to .sliiinbei tiieio , 
l*uss with delijfht beyond expression 
Surveyeikthe .scene,and tool»possession. 
Kecumbettf at her ease ere lonj», 

And lulktl by her own Iminilrum s<>ng. 
She left the cares of life belnnrl, 

,ind slept as she wo*ild sleeji her l:i.st. 
When in came, housewilt-ly mcliiied, 

The ehaniberm.aid, ami shut it 
By no«nali|{nity impelleil, 

But all unconscious whom it held. 

Awakenetl by the shoik, cried Puss, 

“ Was ever cat atlend«-d tint-.! 

“ The open dr.iwcr was left, I sec, 

“ Merely to prove a nest for me. 

“ F'or soon as 1 was well lomposed, 

‘ Then came the maid,and it was cl<*scd. 

“ How smooth these ’kerchiefs, and how 
sweet! 

** Oh, what a delicate retreat: 

I will re.sifjn myself trff'cst • 

'* Till Sol, declininiT in the west, 

“ Shall cal||to sujTpcr, when, no doubt^ 

“ Susan will come and let me out.” 

The evening came, the sun descended. 
And pu.ss Tcftiained stilt iinavtendey. • 
The night rolled tardily away, 

(Witcher indeed 'twas never day,) 

The sprightly mom her course reneu^d, 
The evening gray again ensued, 

* 79 *' * • 


v\nd puss came into mind no more 
Tliaii if entombed ^lie dliy belore. , 
Wtfli hunger pinciied, and pitched for 
imnn, 

She now pre.sageil approaching tloom,, 
Mor slept a single Vink, or ]'i.ii'tcd, 
Conscious oC jfopauly incurred. 

That night, by chance, llic pdfet 
waiclniig, 

' lle.ard an iiicxplicnble scrjrtching ; 

Ills noble brail w#n'* ))it a-}iat. 

And to him-,rll he ‘•aid 'iW hal’.s that?" 
lie drew the iiiil.iin at his side, 

Aiiil foilh he jwt] ed, hut nothing .spied ; 
Vet, by Ills i;ii diKcUil, giie.ssed 
S^nednng impiiMined in the chest, * 
Ainl, d(iii4^iru) what, with piiident caie 
Ktsolvei! it M’oiilcl continue there. 

At leiigili, a vtiue whith well he knew, 
A long and inil.iiiLholy mew, 

Saiiiling his pottic eats, 

(Vnisolrd'tln^ and (ii*]iolled his fears; 
He lell Ills Ind, he liod the lloor, 
lie 'gan in haste the diaweis exjilorc, 
'llie lowest fust, and without slop 
'1 he rest in oi«!ei to d^y^b'p; 

For '4iv .1 iiTih well loioWn ti> most, 

'I li.al w Ii.itsocM'i tiling is h.st, 

\Nc stik It, <ie it If-me to light. 

In eviry uaimy bi^ the right. 

Forth skipptfl the lai, ttfii iiuw replete 
As eisl wiih .nr) 

Nor in hei «iwn foi.d ajjjirehcnsion 
A theme i>^r ab the w'snld's attention. 
But modest, .sober, cured of all 
Her notions h\ptib<flierj, 

And widling h i a place <if rest 
Any thing rather than a chest, 
d'hon sfrpped the pfjet info bed, 

With this reflection in his hdUl:« 


Bew’are of too sublime a sense 
(Jf your own w'onff and conv'C{uence. 
The man who dreams himself so gical 
And his importance of such weight. 
That all around in till That’s done 
Must move and^ict for him alone, 
•Will learn in school of tribulation 
The folly o( his expectation. * 


I 
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YARDLEY OAJC. 


YARDLEY OAK. 

/ f« 

SURVIVOR sole, and hardly finch, of all 

That oncy lived here, tby brethren i —at my birth 

(Since which 1 number threescore wintcis past) 

A shattered vctie,ran, hollow-truuked perhaps, 

As now, and with excoriate forks dcfor'.i. 

Relics of ajrcs!—could a mind, imbued 
■With tPith from Heaven, creat*'! thing adore, 

1 might with reverence kneel and worship thee. 

1( seems idijiatry w'ith some cxcumc 
W hen our forefather Druids in theii oaks 
Imagined sanctity. The conscience, yet 
Unpuiified by an authentic act 
Of amnesty, the meed of iSloojJ divine, 
l^jvcd not the ^'ght, but, glooniy, into glovm 
Of thickest sh.ades, liloc Adam aher taste < 

Of fruit proscriheil, as to a refuge, fled. 

Thou wast a bauble once; a cup and ball. 

Which babes m.iglit play with ; and the tliievi.'sh jay. 

Seeking her food, with case might have puiloiiied 
The auburn nut that held ihcc, sw'allowing down 
Thy yet close folded latitude of boughs, • 

And all thine embryo vastness, at a gulp. 

Hut thy growth decreed ; autumnal rains 
Hcneath thy ]»arent trtv mellowed the soil 
Designed tlty cradle ; and a skipping deer. 

With jiointcd hoof dibbling the glebe, prepared 
The soft receptacle, in which, secure, 

Tlw rudiments should sleep the winter tliiough. 

So fancy dreams. Disprove it, if ye can, 

Ye rcasoners broa<i awake, w’hose busy search 
Of argument, employed too oft amiss. 

Sifts half the pleasures of .short life away ! 

Thou felFst mature ; and in the loamy clod 
Swelling with vegetative force instinct 
Didst burnt thine egg, as theirs the fabled Twins, 

Now stars; two lob^ protruding, paired exact; 

A leaf succeeded, and another'leaf. 

And, all the elements thy puny growth 
Fostering propiltous, thou occamest a twig. < - 

Who lived when thou wast such ? Oh, couldst thou speak. 
As in Dodona once thy kindred frees 
'Orarulai, I would not curious ask 
The r"lure, best unknown, but at tby mouth 
Inquisitive, the less ambiguous pakL , 

By Ih^c I might correct, erroneous oft, 

The clock of history, facts and events 
Timing more punctual, unrecv>rded 'facts 
Recavering, and -misstated setting right— 

Desperate attempt, till trees shall speak again! 



YARDLEY OAK, 
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Time iHade thee what thou wast, king of the woods, 

And I’ime hath made thee what thou art—a cave • 

For owls to. roost in. Once* thy spreading boughs 
Overhung the champaign ; and the numerous flocks 
Th^t grazed it stood benfcath that ample cope 
Uncrowdetl, yet safe-sheltered from tne storm. 

No flock frequents thee now. Thou hast outlived 
Thy popularity, and |rt become 
(U nl(«s verse rescue thee awhik) a thing 
Foigotten, the foliage of thy youth. 

While tJius through all the stages thou host pushed 
Of treeship—first a seedling, hid in grass 
Then twig; then sapling; and, as century rolled 
Slow after century, a giant-bulk 
Of girth.enormous, with moss-cushioned root 
Uphcavt*d above the soil, and sidca cmlxtssed 
With prominent wens globose^—till at ihtf last 
The rottenness,*wnich Time is chargecj to inmet 
On other naghty ones, found also thee. 

‘ What exhibitions various hath the world 
Witnessed, of mutability in alt 
That wc account m.'>f dunable below I 
Change is the diet on which all subsist, 

* Created changecitle, and change at last 
• Destroys them. Skies uncertain, now the heat 
Transmitting cloudless, and the solar beam 
Now quenching in a boundless sea ofuviouds,— 

Calm and alternate storm, moisture and drought, 

Invigorate by turns the springs of life 

In all that live, plant, animal, and man, 

dVnd in conclusion mar them. Nature’s threads, 

Fine passing thought, even in her coarsest works. 

Delight in agitation, yet sustain 

The force that agitates, not unimpaired ; 

But, worn by frequent impulse, to the cause 
Of their best tone their dissolution owe. 

Thought cannot s]>end itself, comparing still 
The great and little of thy lot, thy growth 
From almost nullity into a state 
Of matchless graqjdeur, and <)ecl«tsion thence. 

Slow, into sudi magnificent decay. 

Time was w’han, settling on thy leaf, a fly 
Could shake thee to the root—and time has been 
S^en tempests could not ^At thy firmest age 
lliou hadst withii^ thy bole solid contents, 

That might have ribb^ the sides and planked t£e deejf 
Of some flagged admi^; aand tortuous anns, 

The shipwright’s darlii^ treasure, d^st present • * 

To the four-quartered winds, robust and bold, ^ 

Warped into tough kneeiimbci,* many a load f • 

* Knee’tiiqto is found in the crooked arms of oak, whieb/by reason of their diatortioa,, 
caaOy adjuateo to t||e angle fanned where the deck and tha ship’s sidaa meat 
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Dut the axe spared thee. In those thriftier days ^ 

Oaftcs feV not, hewn by thousands, to supply 
The bottomlcvK dcmatidi' of cop test wa^^ed 
Kor Henaturir.1 honours. 'I'hus to Time 
The task was left lt» whittle thee at/ay 
I AVilh hiif sly scythe, whose cver-nibbliiig cc1g< 

IMoiscless, an and an atom more, 

Disjoining fiom the rest, has, unohseryetl. 

Achieved a lalsjur, which h:ul, far aiuiwule, 

Hy man pciformeil, made all The forest rin^. 

Kmirtxtvclled now, and of tliy ancient self 
P<tsscssinf; nou^^lu but the sroopc<l inid,-- that sccras 
A hu};e throat calling to the cUiUils for drink. 

Which it wouUl jji'e in rivulets to thy root,— 

Thou teinptest none, but rather much forbiddest , 

The feller's toil, which t|jou couldst ill recpiite. • 

Yet is thy root sincere, sounebas the rock,^ 

A quarry of sf6ut spuis and knott«.*d fangs, ^ 

Which, crooked into a thousand whimsies, clasp 
The stubborn soil, and hold thee still erect. 

So stands a kingdom, w'ln>se foundation yet 
Fails'iiot, in virttve aiul in wisdom laiil. 

Though alt the superstructure, l»y the tooth 
Pulveii/eil of venality, a shell c 

Stands now, and seniblanee only of itself! 

Thine arms h.ave left thee. Wintis have rent them off 
I.ftng since, an«.l rovie of the foiesl wild 
With bow and shaft have burnt them. Some* liavc left 
A splintered .stump, bleached to a snowy white : 

And soti^e memorial none, where ont.e they grew. 

Yet life still lingers in thee, and puts forth 
Proof not contemptible of what she can, 

Kven where ilcath predominates. 'I'he Spring , 

Finds thee n«it icss alive to her sweet force 
Than yonder upstarts of the neighbouring wood 
So much thy juniors, who their biitli received 
Half a millennium since the date of tliinc. 

Ilut since, although well qualified by age 
T« tench, no spirit ilwrllx in thee, nor voice 
• May Ik: cxpectc<l from thee, ssaied here 
On thy distorted loot, with hearers none,* 

Or prompter, save the sce».e, I w-ill jieiform 
Myself <he oracle, and will discourse 
In my own ear such matter as I^may. 

« One rftan alone, the father of us all. 

Drew not His life from woman ; never gazed. 

With qnute unconsciousness of twhat he saw. 

On n't! urmind him ; learned not by degrees. 

Nor owed .‘\rticulation to his ear; 

But moulded by his Maker i(^to m|in 
At once, n^isto^ intelligent, ^rveyed 
All creatUFes, with preciaon undei^ood 
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TO WARREN HASTINGS^ ESQ. 

--- 

Their purport, u.se'i, properties ; assigned 
'J'u eacli his name signiticaiit, and, tilled 
With luvc^nd wiadoiiif ren!lercd back to Heaven* 
In piaiste harmoiuuus the nrat air ne drew. 

He was excused the penalties of dull 
A'fliioriiy. Mo tutor charged his hand • 

With tlic thoiight-tiacing c|utll, or tasked his mind 
With problems. Ihsiory, not wanted yet,* 
Leaycil on her e'bow, watching Time, whose cours 
Eveutfui, ^ould supply her vAih a theme. 

« 


1791. 


TO THE NIGHTINGALE 

WHICH IHE AU-gtrtlR IlKAKI) SING ON NEW^VEAR'S DAY, I792. 


Whence is it, that amazed 1 hear 
From yotjflcr withered spray, 

I'his foremost morn of all th- >ear, 

The melody of May ? 

And wTiy, since thousands would be 
proud 

Of such a favour shown, 

Am I selected froiy the crowd, 

To witness it alone? 

Sing’st thou, sweet Philomel, to me. 
For thift I af*?o l«»ng 
Have practised in the groves like thee, 
Tliough not like thee, in sung? 

179 a- 


Or sing’st thou rather, under force 
Of .some divine command, 
Commissioned to prtyage a course 
Of happiAr days at hand ? 

Thrice welcome then ! for many a long 
And joyless year l^/ive I, 

As Abu to-day, put forA my song 
Beneath a wintry sky. 

But thee no wintry skies can harm, 
Who only need's! to sing. 

To make even January charm,, 

And every season Spring. 


TO WARREN HASTINGS, ESQ. 

BY AN OLD SCHOOLFELLOW OF HIS AT WESTHINSTftK. 

• • • 

IjASTiNtis ! T knew thee young, and of a 
While young, humane conversable, and kind^ 

Nor can I well l>elieve theC: gentle then, , 

Noiv grown a villain, and the worst of men \ 

But rither some itipsplcl who have oppressed 
And worried tiiee, a« not thenuelves the besi 
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TO DR. AUSTEN, 


' i LINKS 

WRITTEN FOR INSERTION IN A COLLECTION OF HANDWRITINOS A TI) 
SIGNATURES, MADE BY MISS PATTY, LISTER OF HANNAH MOKE. 

'tj 

« 

In vain to live from age to age 
‘^Whilc modern l>arrU endeavour, 

1 M'rite iny name in Patty s page, 

* And gain my*’poiiit for ever. 

. RIarck 6, 1792. ^ W. COWPER. 


TO WILLIAM WILBERFORCE, ESQ. 

Thy county," Wilberforcd, with just disdain, 
llc.ir's thee by cn|el men and impious cr’led 
Fanatic, for thy zeal to loose the enthralled 
P'rom exile, public sale, and slavery’s chain. 

Friend of the poor, the wronged, the fetter-galled, 

Fear not idst labour such as tiiine be vain ! 

• f 

Tiiou hast achieved a part ; hast gained the ear 
Of Britain's son.\le to thy glorious caua . 

Hope smiles, joy springs, and though cold caution pause 
Ajjd weave delay, the better hour is near 
** That shall renuiti..atc thy toils severe 
By peace for Afric, fence<l with British laws. 

Fnjoy what thou hast won, esteem and love 
From all the just on earth and^all the blest above. 
.d/riV xd, 179a, 


TO DR. AUSTEN, OF CECIL STREET, LONDON. 

AtrsTKN ! accept a grateful verse from me. 

The poet’s treasure, no inglorious fee. 

’ T.oved by the Muses, thy ingenuous mind 
Pleasing rerjuital in a vcrs« may find ; 

Verse oft has dashed the scythe of Time aside, 
Immorta]i/.ing names "'hich else had died 
Ant oh ’ could I command the glittering wealth 
With which sick kings are glad to purchase health, 

, Yet,' if extensive fame, and sure to live, 

Were ih the power of verse like mine to give, 

T would not recompense his heart with less, 

Wh'i, giving Mary health, healtf^y distress. 

Friend of my /Hend t * I love thee, though unknown, 
And boldly call the^ being his, my own. 
a6, 179a. 


• Haylcy. 



ro WILUAM HAYLEY^ ESQ, 


38s 


0 

EPITArtI ON A FREE BUT TAME REDBRl^AST, 

A* FAVOURITE OR MISS* SALLY IIURDIS. 

• 

These are ^ot dew-drops, thes* are 
tcare, 

And tears by Sally shed 
Fur absent Robin, who she fean, 

With too mu^h cause, is dead. 

(Tne mom he came n^ to her hand * 

As he was wont to come, 

And, on her Anger perched, to stUnd 
Picking his breakfast-crumb. * 

Alarmed she calle^} him, and perplext 
She sought him, but in vain ; • 

Tliat day he came no^ n^ the next, 

• Nor ever came aga^ 

Manky 1793. 

• •• • • 

TRANSLATION OF A SIMILE IN PARADISI? LOST. 

• So wUIn, from mountain top«, the dusky clouds 

Ascending, &c.—(ii. 488 ) 

Quales acrii montis de verti^ nulies * • 

Cum surgunt, et jam Borea: tumida ora quierunt, 
C^lum hilares aixlit, spissd caligine, vuhus: 

Turn si Jucundottandem sol itrodcat ore, 

Et croceo montes et pascua lumine tiugat, * 

Gaudent omnia, aves mnlccnt concentilms agros, 
Balatuque ovium colles vallcsque resultant. 


She therefore raised him here a tomb^ 
ITiottgh where he fell, ordiow, 

None kiiov^, so secret was his doom. 

Nor where he moulders now. 

• 

Had half a score o( coxcombs died 
In social Kobirtt; stead, • 

Poor SalW’s tears had s0on been dried, 
Or ha|ily never slied. 

But Bob was neither rudely lx)ld * 
*Nor sfvritlcssly tame, 

Nor WAS, lillc theirs, his bosom cold, , 
But always in a flame. 


TO WILUAM HAYLEYv ESQ. 

Hayley, thy tenderness fraternal, .show’n. 

In our Arst interview, delightful guest! 

To Mary, and me for ^er dear sake distressed 
Such as it is has made my heart thy own, ^ 

Though beed^^ now of irew engagements grown: 
For thflreseoiie winters make a wintty breast,^ 

^nd I had purposed ne’er to go in quest 
Of Friendship more,* except with God alonoi 
But thou hast won me : nor is God my foe, 

Who, ere thu last afflictive scene began, 

Sent thee to mitigate the dreadful bi^, 

My brother, by whose sympathy I know 
Tby true deserts infallibly to scan, * 

Not more to admife theVaid than love tWt Man. 

ysw s, 17^ 

c c 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO DR. DARWIN. 


CATHAR?NA : 

THE SECOND PART. 

ON HER Mi^lRIAGE TQ GEORGE COl'RTENAY, ESQ. 


Bei.teve It or not, as you chusc, 

I'he doctrine is oi^rtainly true, 

'J’hat the future is kii7)wn to the Muse, 
And poets a<e oracles too. r 
1 did but express a desire 
To see Catharina at home, 

At the side of my friend George's fire. 
And lo—she is actually come. 

Such prophecy some may despise. 

But the wish of a poet and friend 
I’crhaps is approved in the skies. 

And therefore attains to its end. 
'Twas a wish that flew ardbrtly forth 
From a bosom effectual ly warmed 
'With the talents, the graces, and worth 
Of the person for whom it was funned. 

"Junt, 179a. , — 


. Maria* would leave us,< 1 knew, 

, To the grief aiyl regret of us all, 
fiut less to our grief, could we view 
Catharina the Queen of the Hall. 

, Ami therefore I wished as I did, 

And therefore this union of hands ; 
Not a whisper was heard to forbid, 

Hut all cry. Amen ! to the banns. 

f ^ 

Since thcreior/: I seem to incur 
No danger of v'ishing in vain, 

When making good wishes for her, 

1 will e'en to my wishes, again ; 

With one I have made her a wife. 

And now I will try with another. 
Which I car.not suppress for mv life,— 
How soon I can make her a mother 


LINES ADDRESSED TO DR. DARWIN, 

AUTHOR or 


Two Poets,t (poets, by report. 

Not o(i so w'ell agree) 

Sweet 1 larmonist of Flora's court 

Conspiie to honour thee. 

\ 

They best car judge a poet's worth. 
Who oft themiuves nave known . 
The pangs of a pootic birth 
liy labouis of their own. 

•I 

Wc therefore, pleased,* ext(4 thy song. 
Though various, yrt complete. 

Rich in embellisbtijent, as strong 
And Icamid as *tis sweet 


THK BOTANIC CARDEN.' 

No envy mingles with our praise. 
Though, could our hearts repine 
At ?ny poet's happier lays, 

TTiey would,—they must, at thine. 

Hut we, ill mutual bondage knit 
Of firiendsl^ip's closest tie. 

Can gaze on even Darwin's wit 
With an unjaundiced eye; 

And deem the bard, whoe'er he be. 
And howsoever known, 

'^'h(^ would not twine a wreath for thee. 
Unworthy of his own. 


* L9dy ThrockoMxton. 

t Alluding to the poem by Mr. Baylcy, wbicb accompanied theae lines. 


179a. 



AAT EPITAPH. 


ON# HIS APPROACHING VISIT TO HAYLEY. 

']^KROUGH floods ^and flapies to yoar retmt 
I win my desperate way, 

And when we^meet, if e’er we meet, 

Will echo your huzza. 

July 9 % 179a. 

• . TO GEORGE ROMNEY, ESQ. 

T>N his picture hv me in CRAYdNS, DRAWN AT EAKiHAM IN TIIK .SIXTY- 
FIRST YEAR OF MY AG^, AND IN THE MONTHS OF AUVUST AND 

SEPTiyUBER, 179 jl. 


•Romney, expert infallibly to trace 
*On chart or canvas, not t#e form alone 
And sen^lance, but *however faftil|f shown. 

The Hand’s impression too 01 ^ every face, 

Whh strokes that time ought never to erase; 
Thou hast so pciirilled mine, that though 1 own 
The subject worthless, 1 have never known, 

The artist sinning with superior * 

But this I mark,—^that symptoms none of woe 
In thy incomparable work appear. 

Well; I am satisfled it shoula be so. 

Since, on maturer thought, the cause is clea|^; 
For in my looks what sorroiFtouldst thou see * 
When I was Hayley’s guest, and sat to thee ? 


October, (79s. 


AN EPITAPH. 

Here lies one who never drew 
Blood himself, yet many slew; 

Gave the gun its aim, and figure 
Made in field,, yet ne’er pulled trigger. 
Armed men have gladly made 
Him their guide, and him obeyed ; 

At his signified ^esire. 

Would c^vance, present, and fire. 
Stout he was, and l|fge of limb, 
ilcores nave fled at s^t of him ! 

And to all this fame ne rose 
Only followinif his nose. 

Neptane was he called ; not he 
Who controls^the boisterous sea, 

But of hafmiCT commai^ 

Neptune m the furrowed land; 

And, your wonder vain to shorten,* 
PAnter to Sit yok% Th r oc kmor ton. ' 


CCS 


EPITAPH 01^ MR. CHESTER^ OF CHICHELY. 


X 


r 


' EPITAPH ON “FOP," 

I I* 1 

A DOG BELONGING TO LAOY THROCKMORTON. 

4 / 

Though once a puppy, and though Fop by name, 
Here moulders one whose bones some honour claim; 
No sycophant, although of spaniel n ce. 

And though no hound, a martyr to the chase. 

Ye s 9 uirrels, rabbits, leveretg, rejoice ! r 
Your haunts no longer echo to his voice; 

Vhis record of this late exulting virw, 

He died worn out with vait) jrursuit of you. 

“ V'es ”—the indignant shade of Fop replies— 
And worn with vain pursuit man also dies.'* « 

AKgnst, 179a. 


ON RECEIVING HAYLEY'S PICTURE. 


In language warm as could be breathed or penned. 
Thy picture speaks the original my frieiid ; 

Not by those looks that indicate thy mind. 

They only speak thee friend of al mankind : 

«Expression here mc’T soothing sti 11 see, 

That friend o( aR a partial friend to me. 


yuMuary, 1793 


f 

TO HIS COUSIN, LADY HESKETH. 

REASONS WHY ME COULD MOT WRITE HER A GOOD LETTER. 


^ My pens are all split, and my ink-glass is dry ; 
Ncitner wit, common sense, nor ideas, have I. 

Fet. 10 , 1793 , 


EPITAPtt ON MR. CHESTER, OF CHICHELY. 

t Tears donx, and c5ea$e not, where the gopd man lies. 

Till (>J1 who know him follow to the skies. 

Tears therefore foil where Ches%'EI^s ashes sleep; 
HimVlfe, friends, brothers, children, servants, weep; 
And justly^ *few shall ever him transcend 
As husba^, paxent, brother master, friend. 

AlrU, X793. 



TO MY COUSIN^ ANNE BODHA^, 




ON A PLANT OF VlRGIN^S BOWER, 

DESIGNED TO COVER A GARDEN-SEAT. 

• 

Thrive, gentle plant! and weave a bower 
For Mary and for«ne, 

And deck with m^ny a splendid flower , • 
Thy foliage laige and tree. 

• • 

Thou earnest from Cartham, and wilt shade 
(If truly I divine) 

J Some future day the illustrious head 
Of him who ma<ie thfle mint^ 

• • 

^oiffd Daphne show a jealSus frown, 

And Envy seize the l>ay, 

Affirming none'so fit to crown 
Such 1. juoured brows as the>^ * 

Thy ogise with zeal we shall defend. 

And with convincing power; 

For why should not the Virgin’s Friend 
Be crowned with Virginfe Bower ? 

SM»e of »793- 


TO MY COUSIN, ANNE BODIIAM, 

ON RECEIVING FROM HER A NETWORK PURSE MADE BY HERSELF. 

Mv gentle Anne, whom heretofore. 

When IfWas young,*and thou no more 
Than pitching for a nurses 
I daMced add fondled mv knee, 

A kitten both in size and glee,— 

* I thank thee forany purse. 

• 

Gold pays the weyth of all things hen 
But not of lone I-^that gem’s too dear 
For richest rogues to win it: 

I therefore, as a proof of love^ 

Esteem thy pre^bit fstf above 
^ • The best things kdpt within it 

^<V4fi793. 
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TO JOHN JOHNSON. 


• TO A YOUNG FRIEND, 

ON HIS ARRIVING AT CAMBRIIKiK WET WHEN NO RAIN HAD 

FALLEN THERE.' . 

Ip Gideon's which drenched with dew he found, 
While moisture none refreshed the hf^hs around. 

Might fitly represent the Church endowed 
' With^Jieavenly gifts to heathens not allowed ; , 

In pl^i^e, perhaps, of favours from on high, 

Yhy locKs were (Wet when others’ l^cks were dry. 

Heaven grant us half the on^en,—may we see 
Nut drought on others, but much dew on thee ! 

Najf, 1793 - 

t 

‘ INSCRIPTION 

I “ 

FOR A HERMITAGE IN THE AUTHOR’S GARIIEN. 

Tins cabin, Mary, in my sight appears, 

' Built 4s tl has been in our waning years, 

A rest afforded to our weary feet. 

Preliminary to—the last retreat, r 

Najr, 1791 . 

TO i3rS. UNWIN. 

I 

Mary ! I want a lyre with other strings. 

Such aid from Heaven as some have feigned they drew. 

An eloquence scarce given to mortals, new 
And undebased by praise of meaner things. 

That, ere through age or woe I shed my wings, 

I may record thy worth with honour due. 

In verse as musical as thou art true. 

And that immortalizes whom it sings. 

But thou ha.st little need. There is a book 
By seraphs writ with beams of heavenly light, 

, t On which the eyes of God not rarely look, 

A chronicle of actions just and brignt: i 
There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary, shine, 

An^ %*ace thou own’st that prais^ I spare Aiee mine. 

Nay, * 793 . 

I • 

TO JOHN JOHNSON, 

ON ms PRkstNTING ME WITH AN ANtA^UE BUST OF HOMER. 

KiNSMAt{*beloved, and as a son, by me ! 

When 1 behold this fruit ot thy regard. 

The aculpturea form of my bid favourite bard, 

1 ceverence fed for him and love for thee. 



TO WILUAM HAYLEY, ESQ, 


39* 


ht.,v 


Joy^oo, and grief. Much joy that there should be 
WUe men and learned,,who grudge not to revriuxl« 
With ^me applause ii\y bold attempt and hard, 
Which others scorn; critics by courtesy. 

The grief is this, that sunk in liomer’s mine, 

I lose my precious years, now soon to fail, * 
Handling his gold, which howsoe'er it shine, 

Proves dfoss w^n balanced in the Chnstian scale, 
ile'wiser thou l—like our forefather Donne, 

Seek heavenly wealth, ana work for God alone. 

*7M- 


V^SCRIPTION FOR THE SAME BUST. 

ElK6ya rlt rairiip ; KJitrrhi^iaripot pUpo/t* tKtfKtP. 
OSyofta^'^tlros di^p &ip9irop aiiy lx*> 

TRANSLATfON BV THE AUTHOR. 

The Sculptor r—Nameless, though Shcji dear {o*fame 
But this man bears an everlasting name. 


ON A PORTRAIT Of" HIMSELF,* * 

' (IN A^LETTER TO HAYLEY.) 

Arbot is painting me so true 
'('hat (trust me) you would stare. 

And hardly know at the first view, 

If I were here or there. 


THANKS FOR A PRESENT OF PIlEASANJS. 

In Copeman’s ear thIR truth let Echo tell,— 

'* Immorul Imids like mortal pheasants well; *' * 
And when hts clerkship'# out, I wish him herds" 

Of golden clients, for nis golden birds. * 


TO WH^IAM HAYLEY, ESq 

Dear architect of fine chateaux in air* 
Worthier to staivl for srver, if they couM, 
Than any built of stone, or yet of #irood, 
, For back of royal elephant to bear; 


t 
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A TALE, 


Oh for permission from the skies to share, ' 
Much to my own, though Uttle to thy good. 

With thee (not suii/xt to the jealous mood ') 

A partnership of literary ware! 

ihit 1 am bankrupt now ; and doomed henceforth 

To drudge, in descant dry, on others* lays; 

Hards, I a^nowledge, of unequalled worth : 

But what is commentator’s happiqtit prai% ? 

That he has furnished lights for other eyes, 

WJiiich they who need them use, and then despise. 

JuueTf^ imT 


A TALE.* 


In Scotland’s realm, where ttees are few, 
Nor even shrul>s abound ; 

But wliere, however bleak the view. 
Some better things are found : 

^ « • 

For luLsl>and theie and wife''may boast 
Their union iindeliled, 

And false ones aie as rare almost 
As hedge-rows in the wild: 

In Scotland’s realm forlorn and baft 
'I'his history chanced of late, — 

T his history of a weiUlcd pair, 

A chaflinch aiul hissnate. 

The spring drew near, each felt a breast 
With genial instinct filled; 

They paired, and would h.we built a nest, 
But found not where to build. 

4 

I'he heaths unatvered and the moora 
Except with snow and sleet, 

Sea-beaten roclcs and naked shores. 
Could yield them no retreat 

Long time a bre^iing-place they sought, ^ 
Tm l>oth grew vexod and tired ; 

At length a ship arriving brought 
[The good so long desired. 


A shh>!—cOu^d such a restless tiling 
Afford them pl^c of rest ? 

Or was the merchant charged to brine* 
The homeless birds a nest ? 

I 

Hush !— silent hearers profit most,— 
This racer of the sea 

Proved kindir to them than the'con'>t, 
It served them with a tree. 

But such a tree ! ’twas shaven deal. 
The tree they call'.i mast. 

And h||[d a hollow with a wheel 
Through which the tackle passed. 

I * 

Within that cavity aloft 
Their roofless home they fixed, 

Form’d with materials neat and soft. 
Bents, wool, and feathers mixe<l. 

Four ivory -.•ggs soon pave its floor, 
With russet specks bedight; 

The vessel weigns, forsakes the shore, 

, And lessens to the sight 

I 

The mot^er•bird is gone to sea 
As she had c^nged her kind ; 

But goes the male ? F,ar wiser he 
' Is doubtless left behind. « 


* Thh rate U found^ on an article of intellimce wlich the author found in the **Bucltuighan- 
shire Herald,*' for Saiuttiy, June i, 1793,(0 the foUowing^^ovds: 

*‘^n a block, or milky, neat the head of the mast of a nhbert 
there is a duifnnch s nest and four can. The nef was kuut while 
was followed hither by both birds, ’ftough the Mock is oocastiuud , 

the curious, the birds have not fordlkan the nest. The cock, however, visits the ties( hot seidem' 
while t)|e hen never leadhs it but when sherdcscends to the luUI for foeid.'* 


** Giafgnf, JHay 23 . 
taw tying at the BroomKlaw, 
he vessel lay at Greenodc, and 

*----^ dWw aWjk 



OPT A SPAmEL CALLED **BEAU:* 


393 


No: soon from^ishore he saw 
The wingid mansion move, 
lie flew to reach it, hy ^ l&w 
Of^nevcr-failing love^ 

Then perchiflig at his consort’s side 
Was briskly borne along. 

The billows and the blast defied, 

And checre<^ her with a sonf^. 

The seaman with sincere delight 
I lis feathered shipmates eyes, 
Scarce less exulting in the sight * 
Than when he tows a prize. 

For seamen much*bclieve in signs. 
And from a ch.^ce so new 
F.ach some approaching go^fd divines, 
And may his ho{>es bAruc I 

JtMe, 1793 . 


Hail, honoured land I a desert where 
Not even birdsffcan Mde, « 

Yet parent of this loving pair * 
Whom nothing could divide. 

And ye who, rather than r^ign * 
Your matrimonial plan. 

Were not Afraid to plough the briner 
In company with man ; • 

• 

For whose lean cowitry much disdain 
We English often sh^w, • 

Yet fronf a richer nothing gain 
But wentonness and woe; 

Be it your fortune, year by year, • 
a The same resource to prove. 

And ma^' jg*, sometimes landing here, 
Instruct us how to love! 


ON A SPANIEL CALLED “SEAU,” 

KILLING A YOUNG BIRD. 


A SPANIEL, Beau, that fares like you, 
Well fed, and a^ his case, 

Should wiser l)e than to pursue 
Eadh trifle that he sees. • 

But ^ou hhve killed a tiny bird 
Which flew not till to-day, 

A^inst my orders, whom you heard 
Forbidding you the prey. 

Nor did you kill that you might eat 
And ease a do^;ish pain; 

15,1793. 


F<^im, though chmed with furious heat, 
You left where he was slain. 

Nor was he of the thievish sort, 

Or one whom Mood allures. 

But innocent was all his s|X)rt 
Whom you have tom for yours. 

It 

My dog! what remedy remains, 

Since, teach you all 1 can, 

I see-you, after all my^ains, 

So much resemble man ? 


BEAU’S REPLY. 


Sir, whe% I fleil to seize the bird , 
In spite of your commai^ 

A louder voice than yours iheard, 

And haiAer to withstand. ^ • 

Yoitcried " Forbear! ”—but in nw breast 
A mightier cried “ Proceed ! # 

*T\iras Nature, sir, whose strong behest, 
Impelkif me |o the deed. 


Yet much as Nature I respect, 

I ventured opci to breaka . 

(As you pethaps mav recollect) 

Her precept for jau sake ; 

And when yo«r Unnet on a day, 
Passing his prison door, ^ 

Had ftnttfred all hb strength away. 
And panring pressed the ftoor. 
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FLAXMAN'S PENELOPE, 


Well knowing him a sacred thing, 
Not destined to nm^tooth, 

I only k’Hiied his rumed wing, 

And licked the feathers smooth. 

Let my obejiicnee theu excuse 
My disobedience now, 


Nor some reproof yourself refuse 
, From your aggrieved Uow>wow ; 

»• • 

If killing birds be such a crime ' 
(\Vhicb I can hardly seel. 

What think you, sir, of killing Time 
With verse addressed to me? 

V 

r 


ANSWEk TOr^ANZAS ADDRE.‘?SED TO LADY IIESKETII, 

t 

BY Ml/:s CATHARINE KAJi’SHAWE. 


To lie remcmlx^red ih$4s is Fame, 
And in the first degree ; 

And did the few, like her the same, 
The pi css might slbep for me. , 

■ f 

So Homer, fn the memory stored 
Of many a Grecian belle, 

Was once prescrveil—a richer hoard. 
But lie /er lodged so well. 

1793. 


ON A LETTER OF MISS FANSIIAWE 

s. 

H F.R pen drops eloquence as sweet 
As any Muse's tongue can speak; 

^Nor need a scribe, like herf regret 
Her want of ].dlin or of Greek. 

Aitg. 99, 1793. 


TO THE SPANISH ADMIRAL COUNT GRAVINA, 

( 

ON HIS TRANSLATING THE AUTHOR’S SONG ON A ROSE INTO ITALIAN VERSE. 

* My rose, Gravina, blooms anew; 

And steqied not now in rain, 

But in Castalian streams by you,' 

Will never &di. again. ' 

» 793 - *■ 

^ * 

ON FLAXMAN’S PENELOPE. 

|i 

The suitors sinned, but with ^ fair excuse, 

Whqpi aU this elqpuice might well seduce; 

Noi^^n our censure qn thejliusband fall. 

Who, for a wife so lovely, slew them all. 

SgN- * 793 . 


TO MARY. 


4- 
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ifc MARY. 

Thb fwenti^h year is well-nigh pasl, 

Since first oar sky wa| overcast; 

Ah, would that this might be the last 1 
• My Mary I 

• • • 

Thy spirits have a fiunter flow, 

I see thee daily weaker grow ; * 

<Twas my distress that brought thee low, 

• ^ « My Maiy I 

Thy nteSles, once a shining li^ore, * 

FA* my sake restless heretofore, 

Now rust disused* and shine no more, 

My J*I|ry I 

0 

For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The saflle kind office for me still, 

Thy sight now seconds not thy will, 

My Mary! 

%ut well thou playedst the housewife’s part, 
And all thy treads with magic art 
Have wound themselves alxmt this heart,* 

My Mary! 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 
like lan^age uttered in a dream ; 

Yet me they charm, whate’er the theme, 

My Mary t 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright, 

Are still more lovel> in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, 

My Maiy ! 

* For, could I view jior them nor thee. 

What si^ht worth seeing could I see ? 

The sun would rise in vain for me, * 

My Mary t 


Partakers of thy sad decline^ 

Thy hands thei%littleaforce rerign; 
Yet, gently pres4 ptess gently mije. 



I//A TIME OF GREAT JfEAT. 


Such feebleness of Ihnbs thou provest. 
That now at evety step thou movest 
Upheld by two,‘ yet stil’. thou loves^ 

My Mary! 

•a 

I 

And still to love, though prest with ill. 
In wint.y age to feel no chill, 

With me is to be lovely still, • 

My Mary I 

a 

t 

But ah ! by constant heed I know, 

How oft the sadness that I sliouT 
Transfonna thy smiles tO looks of woe. 

My Mary t 

And should my futuFe<4ot be cast 
With ihach resemblance of the past. 
Thy wom<out heart will break at last, , 

My Mary! 

Autumn of 1793. ^ 


ON RECEIVING HEYNE’S VIRGIL FROM MR. HAYLEY 

I SHOULD have oeemed it once an effort vain 
To sweeten more sweet Maro's matchless strain, 

But from that error now bchoUVme free. 

Since I received him as a gift from thee. 

Oct, 1793. 


MOTTO FOR A CLOCK. 

Qu^ lenta accedit, quam velox praeterit hora ! 
ut capias, patiens esto, sed esto vigil I 

Slow comes the hbnr; its passing speed how great! 
Waiting to seize it—^vigj^antly wait ’ 


IN A- TIME OF GREAT HEAT. 

. TO HAYLEY. ♦ 

Ah ! Lrother Poet, send me of jroor shade I 
And bid the zephyrs hasten my aid ; 

Or, like a rvorm unearthed at noon, I ^ 
Despatched hy sun^iine, to the shades bdow. 



MONTES GLACIALES. 


A 


EPIGRAMS ON UIS GARDEN-SHED. 

• ^ 

Beware of bunding 1 I intended 
Rough lipgs and thatch,—and thus it Ended. 

» 

Instead of a pound or two, spending a mint 
Must serve nte at least, I believe, wnh a hint' 
That, building and building, a man may be driven 
M last out of doors, and have no house to live in. 


MONTES GLACIALES, 

IN OCEAN O GERMANICO NAT^NJES. 

* £n, quse prodigit, ex oris allata remotis, 

*Oras adveniunt pavefacta per aequora nostras! 

Non equidem priscae sa?clum rediLsse videtur 
Pyrrhse, cum Proteus pecus altos viiffe monies 
Et sylvas* egit. Sed tempora vix leviora 
Adsunt, evulsi quandoEFRdicitiis alti 
In mare descendunt montes, fluctusque pererrant. * 

^uid verb hoc monstri est magls et mirsmile visu ? 
Splendentes video, ceu pulchro ex sere vel auro 
Conflatos, rutilisque accmctos undique gemrais, 

Baccd ceeruled, et flammas iirutante pyropo. 

Ex oriente adsunt, ubi gazas optima tellus 
Pailurit omnigenas, quibus aeva per omnia suraptai 
Ingenti imx£re sibi diademata r4:es ? 

Vix hoc oediderim. Non fallunl talia acutos 
Mercatomm oculos: priua et gubm littora Gangis 
liquissent, avidis grStissima praeda fuissenL 
Ortos unde putemus ^ An illos V^'vius atrox 
ProCulit, ignivnmisve gecit fatfcibns dEtna ? 

Luce micant propril, Phcebive, per aera purum 
Nunc stimulantis eqnos, argcntea tela retor^uentl 
Fboeln luce micann Ventu et fluctibus aitis ■ 

A 4 >pulsi, et nmidis subter currentibus undis. 

Tandem non IMlunt ocnlos.* Capita alta.vMere est 
Mukd onerata nive et canis cons^tsa prninis. 

Csetera sunt glades. Ftocol hinc, ubi Bruma ftfb ornnes ' 
Contristat menses, poiteifta hseC horrida nobis ^ 

Ilia stmi volait Quotiea de enlmine suauBn 
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ON THE ICE ISLANDS. 


f 


Clivorum fluerent in littora prona, solutse 
Sol& nives, propero tcndentcs in mare cursu*' 
Illa^gelu fixit. Paulatim attollere sese 
Minim ccepit opus f glacieque al) origine rcfnim 
In glaciem aggestd sublimes vcrtice tandem 
iT:&quavit monies, non cresccre ncscia moles. 

Sic immensa diu stetit, setemumque stetisset 
Congeries,* hominum nec^ue vi neque mobilis arte, 
Littora ni tandem declivia dcserui* set, 

Pondcre victa suo. Dihabitur. Omnia circum 
Af-tra et saxa gemunt, sub'to concussa fragore, 
DuiVi ruit in pelagum, tanquam studtosa natandi, 
Ingens tota Arues. Sic Delos iHcitar olim. 
Insula, in Mcjjco fluitisseuerralica ponto. 

Sed non ex glade Delos ; neque torpida Delum 
Pruma inter rupcs genuit nudum sterilemque. 

Sed vestita h^rbis erat illQ, omataque nunquam 
DeciduH lactiro ; et Delum dilexit Apdlo. 

At vos, errones hiorrendi, et caligtne digni 
Cimmeri^ Deus idem odit. Natalia vestra^ 
Nubibus involvcns frontem, non ille tueri 
Sustinuit. Patrium vos ergo re^uirite caelum ! 
lie ! Redi*c 1 Timetc moras ; ni lenitir austro 
Bpirante, et nitidas Pheebu jaculante sagittas 
Hostili vobis, perealis gurgite misti! '' 

March IX, 1799b 


• ON THE ICE ISLANDS, 

SEEN FLOATING IN THE GERMAN OCEAN. 

What portents, from what distant r^ion, ride, 
Unseen till now in ours, the astonished tide? 

^ In ages past, old Proteus, with his droves 
Of sea-calves, sought the mountains and the groves; 
But now, descending w'hence of late they stood. 
Themselves the mountaui| seem to rove the flood; 
Dire times were they, full*cha^:ed wi^ human woes; 
And these, scarce less calamitous ^an thi^ 

What view we now ? More wondrous stiu I Bdiold I 
Like burnished brass they shine, or beaten gold 
And all around the pearl’s pure sploidonr wow. 

And aP nronnd the ruby's nery glow.* ^ 

Come they from India, where the burning earth, 

A]H,bounteous; gives her ricKtet treasures birth; 

And where the costly gems that beam around 
The broVrs of mightiest jpotentates are found ? 

Na Never such a coumless daxzUng store 
Had lef^ unseen, the Ganges* peqplra shore; 


ON THE ICE ISLANDS, 


-- ^ - 

Rapacious hands, and ever-watchful eyes, 

Should Sooner far liavc marked and seized the prii^. 

Whence sprang they then ? * Elected have they come 
From Vcs\ius’, or from ^Etna’s bSrning womb ? 

Thus shine they self-illumed, or but display 
The Ixjrrpwcd splendouts of a cloudless day ? • 

With borrowed beams they shine. l*he gales, that brcalhtf 
Now landward, and the current's force Ixsotath,. 

Havp borne them ndhrer; and the nearer sight, 

Advantaged more, contemplates them aright. 

Their lofty summits crested Jiigh, they show, 

With mingled sleet, and long-incumbent snow : 

The rest is ice. Far ITence, where, most Severe, 

Bleak Winter well-nigh saddens all the year, 

Their ii^fant growth began. He bade arise 
Their igicouth forms, portentous in our eyes. 

Oft as, dissolved by transient sunt, the sijpw 
Left the tall cl^to join the flood below, • 

He c.augh^ancf curd led with a freezing blest 
The current, ere it rc.ached the Imundless waste. 

IW slow rlcgrees u|>rose the wondrous pile, 

And long successive a/'es rolled the whiles • 


Till, ceaseless in its grrjwth, it claimed to stand 
Tall as its riv.i] nvtuntains on the land. 

Thus stood, atif* unremovable by skill 
Or force of man, had stood the structure ztilb; 

But that, though firmly fixed, suppj^ted yet 
By pressure of its own enormous M^ght, 

It left the shelving lieach,—and with a sound 
That shook the belloiaiiig waves and rocks around 
Self-launched, and swiftly, to the briny wave, * 
*As if instinct with strong desire to lave, 

Down went the ponderous mass. So bards of old 
How Delos swam the .Egean deep have told. 

But not of ice was Delos. Delos bore 


Herb, fruit, and (lower. She, crowned with laurel, 
Even under wdiitry skies, a summer snrile; ' 

And Delos was A|)oIlo’s favourite isle. 

But, horrid wanderers of the deep, to you 
He deems Cimmerian darkn^s only due. 

Your hated birthdie deigned not to survey. 

But, scomfulL turned his gloriou|eye6 away. 

Hence 1 your home, nor longer rashly dare • 

The darts of Phoebus, and a softer air; 
iLest ye regret, too late, yoflr native coast. 

In no congenial ^If for ever lost! 



Mmreh 19 , !?» 
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THE CASTAWAY, 


on' a mistake in his translation o^ homer. 

4 ' 

CowpER had sinned with some excuse, 

If, bound in rhyming tethers, 

He had committed this a^buse 
Of changing ewes for wethers. 

But ftiale for female is a trope, 

A rather bold misnomer, s* 

That would have startled even Pope, 

*■. When he translated Homer. 


THE CASTAWAY. 


Obscurest night involved the sky, 
The Atlantic liillows roared 
When such a destined wrct*^! as I, 
Washed headlong from on board, 

Of friends, of hope, of all bereft. 

Mis floating home for ever left. 

No braver chief cwuld Allnori boast 
Than he with whom he went, 

Nor ever ship left Albion’s co<ast 
With warmer wishes sent. 

He loved them l)oth. but t 40 th in vain. 
Nor him behelu, nor her again. 

Not long beneath the whelming brine, 
Expert to swim, he lay; 

Nor soon he felt his stren^h decline. 
Or courage die away ; 

But waged with death a lasting strife. 
Supported by despair of life. 

He shouted : nor his friends had failed 
To check the Vessel’s course. 

But so the furious blast prevailed. 

That, pitiless iierforce, 

Tb^ left their outcast mate behind, 
And scudded still before the wind. 

Some succour yet they could afford; 

And such as stomfs aUoiw, 

The cask, the coop, the floated cord, 

.> Delayed pot to tiesiow. 

But he (they knew) nor ship nor shor^ 
Whate’er they ga^e, should visit more. 

cruel as it seemed, could he 
liieir haste himself condemn, 

Avrare that flight, in such a sea, 

March aok ITW- * 


Alone could rescue them ; 

Yet bitter felt it still to die 
Deserted, abd his friends so nigh. 

He long survives, who lives an hour 
Ip ocean, self-upheld; 

And so long he, with unsp^'nl power, 
His destiny repelled ; 

And ever, as the minutes flew, 
Entreated help, or cried Adiju !” 

At length, his transient respite past. 
His comrades, who before 
Had heard his voice in eveiy blast. 
Could catch the sound no more : 

For th.'n, by toil sulKiuefl, he drank 
The stifling wave, and then he sank. 

No poet wept him ; but the page 
Of narrative sincere, 

I'hat tells bis name, his worth, his age, 
Is wet with Anson’s tear: 

And tears liy banls or heroes shed 
Alike immortalize the dead. 

I therefore purpose not, or dream, 

. Descanting on his fate, 

To give th£ melancholy theme 
A mo.'e endvring dale : 

But misery still delights to trace 
Its semblance in another’s case. 

t 

No voice dl\ine the storm allayed. 

No light propitious shone 
W henji snatched from all effectual aid. 
We perished, each alone: 

But I neneath a rougher sea, ^ 

And whelmed in deeper gulfs than he. 



translaxicTns. 




TRANSLATIONS FStoM THE FRENCH OF MADAME 

DE LA MOTTE GUYON. ^ 

, THE NATIVITY. 

• • 

’Tis folly all!—let me no mAre be told 

Of Parian poi^Sbes, and roofs of gold: 

Delightful^iews of nature, dressed by art, 

Enchant no longer this indifferent heart: 

The Lord of all things, m His humble birth, 
makes mean the pi md magnificence of ^rtit; 

The straw, the manger, and the moulderin^Vall, 

Eclips^ts lustrg; and 1 scorn it all. 

Canals, and fountains, and delicious vales, 

Green slopes, and plains whose plenty nevei^ails j to 

Deep-rooted groves, whose heads ipldimely rise, 

Earth-l>Qrn, and yet ambitious of the skies ; 

The abundant foliage of whose gloomy shades 
Vainly the sun in all ffs power invades; 

^Where warbled airs of sprightly birds resound, 

Whose verdure lives while winter scowls around ; 

Rocks, lofty mountains, caverns dark and deep. 

And torrents raving down the rugged steep ; 

Smooth downs, whose fragrant herbs the spirits cheer; 

Meads crowned with flowers; streams musical and cleas^ 20 
Whose silver waters and whose murmurs join 
Their artless charms, to make the scene aivine; 

The fruitful \nneyard, and the furrowed plain 
That seems a rolling sea of golden grain ; 

All, all have lost^he charms they once possessed 
An infant Cqil reigna sovereign in my breast; 

From Bethlehem’s bosom 1 no more will rove, 

Thenfdwells the Saviour, wd there rests my love. 

* Ye mightier rirers, that with sounding force * 

Urge down the vmlm your impetuous course 1 * 30 

Winds, clouds, and lirntnings! and, ye waves, whosjfheam^ 

Curled into mmutrounorms, the seaman drea^ 1 « • 

Horrid abyss, where all experience fails, ^ 

Spread with the wreck of plaices and s^ttered fails; 
oil whose^broad bade gnm l^tfa trittmph|nt ndes, 

While havoc floats <m all thy* swelling tide{ 



TRAiVSL4r/0N‘S 


Vhy shores a scene of niin, strewed around 
Witl^ ves-^ls bulged, and bodies of the drowned I 
Ye fish, that sport beneath the'boundless waves, 
‘And rest, secure from maA, in ro£ky <aves; 
Swift-darting sharks, and whales of hideous size, 
Whom all •he aquatic world with terfor eyes 1 
i fad I but faith immovable and trtie, 

I might defy the Viercest storm, like you. . 

The world, a more disturbed and boistelbus sea, 

When Jesus shows a smile, afif’ights not me; 

He hides fnc, and in vain the billows roar, 

Ilre^k harmless at my feet, and leave the shore. 

l^ou azure vault, where through thi: gloom of night 
Thick sown, we sec such countless worlds of light! 
'I'iiou moon, whose car, encompassing the skies» 
Restores lost nature to our wondering eyes, 

Again retiring when the brighter sun 
Ih-gins the cour'a he seems in haste to run I* ^ 

Rehold him where he Aiiiics I Ilis rapid rays, , 
I'hemseivcs unmeasured, measure all our days; 
Nothing impedes the race he would pursue, 

Nothing cscapei hi'* ^lenetrating view, 

A thousand lan«l' confess his quickening heat, 

And all he cheers are fruitful, fair, and swee^ 

Far from enjoying what these scenes disclose 
I feel the thuny alas ! but miss the rose: 

Too well I know this aqjiing heart requires 
More solid good to fill its vast desires; 

Tn vain tiiey represent His matchless might, 

Who called them out of deep primevaf night; 

Their forth and beauty but augment my woe: 

1 seek the tiiver of those charms they show: 

Nor, Him beside, throughout the world He made^ 
Lives there in whom I trust for cure or aid. 

Infinite God, thou great unrivalled One I 
Wh^^ glory makes a blot of yonder sun : 

Compared with Thine, how dim his beatity seems. 
How quenched the radiance of his golden beams! 
'rhou art my bliss, the light by which I move; 

<In Thee alone dwells alt that l,can love; 

All darkness flies when Thou art pleased to appear, 

A sudden spring renews th^ fading year^; , 

Where'e» 1 turn I see Thy power and grace, 

The watchful guardian of our heedless race; < 

Thy varia'is creatures in one strain ocyee, 

All, in all times and places, speak of Thiee; 

Even r, with tremblii^ heart and.stammeri^ tongue 
Attem^, thy praise, a^ join the song. 

Almighty Former of this wtmdnms plan. 

Faintly refli^ted in Thine image, Man,— 

Holy and just,—thc*greatnesl of y^ooat same 
Fills and sup()ort^ thni universal frames 



FROM TIIE FRENCH OF MADAME CUYOX. 

-S--#- 

• 

Diffused* throughout the infinitude of space* 

Who art Thyself thine ovrn'vast dwclling'place; 90 

Soul of oiflr soul, whom yek no seifce of ours 
Discerns, eluding our most active fwwers; 

Eficircling shades attend Thine awful throne, 

That veil thy face, and keep Thee still unknown j 
Unknown, tlmugh dwelling in our inmost part, 

Lord of the tnoughl^ and Sovereign of the heart 
Repeat the charming truth Chat never tires, 

No God is like the Gm mg soul desires! 

He at whose voice heaven trembles, even He, 

Great as lie is, know-how to stoop to nie. rco 

! there He lies;—that smiling infant ‘‘Stid, 

Heaven, earth, and sea exist! ”—and they obeyed. 

ICven }!c, whose Iking swells licyond the skies, 

Is borif of woman, lives, ai\|| mdtirns, and <lies ; 

Ktcmal and Immortal, seems to cast • 

That glory frcAfi His brows, and breathes 11 is last. 

Trivia anti vain the works that man has wrought, 

llow do they shrink and vanish at the thought! 

a Sweet solitude, »nd scene of my rcpo<jp 

This rustic sight assuages all my woes.— ^ * 110 

Thai fiidb contains the Lord, whom I adore ; 

And earth’s a sflade, that I pursue no more. 

He is my firm support, my rock, my tower,^ 

1 dwell secure lieneath His sheltering pow^ 

And hold this mean retreat for cvff dear, 

For all t Jove, my soul's delight, is here. 

I sec the Almighty swathed in infant bands, 

Tied helpless down the Thunder-ljearcr's hands, • 

* And in tiiis shed that mystery discern, 

Which faith and love^ and they alone, can learn. 12C 

Ye tempests, spare the slumbers of your Ixird I , 

Ye zephyrs, all vour whispered sweets afford ! 

Confess the God that guiaes the rolling year; 

Heaven, do Him homage ; and thou, Earth, revere 1 
Ye shepherds, monarchs, sages, hither bring 
Your hearts an offering, and adore your King! 

Pure be those hearts, “and rjph in Faith and Love ; 

Join in Ills prat«e, the harmonious world above; 

To Bethleh^ hasl^, rdoicc in^is repose. 

And praise Him there for all that He bestows ! 130 

Man, busy Man, alas ! can ill afford 

* To ob^ the summons, and attend the Lord; 

Perverted reasoit revels and runs wild, • 

•By glittering shows of p^mp and wealth beguiled 
And, bliikd to mnnini excellence and gntce^ 

Finds not her Author in so mean a place. 

Ye unbelieving! learn a wiser part, • 

Distrust your erring seifte, aiM search your heAt, 

.There, soon ye shw perceive a kindli^ iame 
Glow for that infant from whom it came; * 140 
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TRANSLATIONS 


Kesist not. qunicli not, that divine desire^ 

Midt Vill your sid&mant in heavenly fire ! 

• Not so will I requite Ihte, genUe Love I 
Yielding and soft this heart will ever prove ; 

And every ^cart beneath thy ]>ower snoukl fall, 
«lad to subntit, could mine contain them all. 

Ikit I am poor ; eJ>lation I have none, 

None for a Saviour, but Himself alone 
W^iate'cr I render Tliee, from oThee it came ; 

And if I give my body to the flaiye. 

My patieiite, love, and energy divine 
(If luKirt, and soul, and spirit, all are tliinp. 

Ah, vain attempt to expunge th^mighty score ! 
The more 1 pay, I owe Thee still the more. 

Upon my meanness, poverty, and guilt 
1 ‘lic trophy of Thy glory shall Ije built; 

My self-disdain s\'^li be the unshaken base, , 

And my defonnity its fs;irest grace; ' 

T'or destitute of good, and rich in ill, 

Must be my state and my description still. 

And (In 1 grieve such an humbling lot ? 

Na^, biTt I chcri.\lt nnd enjoy the thought. 

Vain pageantry and pomp of earth, adieu I 
I have no wish, no memory for you : * 

'fhe more I feel my misery, I adore 
The ,^crcrl InmA e of my soul the more *, 

Rich'in His love, I feel my noblest pride 
Spring from the sense of having nought beside. 

In Thee I find W'calth, comfort, virtu^ might; 
My wanderings prove Thy w’isdom infinite 
All that I have I give Thee ; and then see 
All contrarieties unite in Thee ; 

For Thou hast joined them, taking up our woe^ 
And pouring out Thy bliss on worms below, 

By filling with Thy grace and love divine 
A gulT of evil in this heart of mine. 

This is, indeed, to bid the \’alleys rise, 

And^he hilb sink,—'tis matching earth and skies I 
]|feeT my weakness, thank Thee, and deplore 
An aching heart, that throbs to thank Thee ,more; 
The fnorc I love Thee, I the more reprove 
A soul so l^cless, and so slodr to love; 

Till, on a deluge of Thy mercy tossed, 

1 plunge in|o that sea, and there am lost 


GOD NEITIIFR KNOWN NOR LbVSD BY THE WORLD. 


Ve linnets, let us try, beneath thia grove. 

Which shad be loudest in ofir Makeris praise t 
In quest of some ftiriom retreat I ro^ 

For all the world is blind, and wanders fiom His wi^a. 
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l^at Cod alone should prop Uie sinking soul. 
Fills them with ra^e agplnst His empire nows 




To seek one simple heart, set Tree from all below. 

They speak of l^ve, yet little feel its sway^ 

While in their bosoms many an idol lurks; 

Their base desures, well-satisfied, oMy, 

Ceave the Creafbr's band, and lean upon His works. 

’Tis therefore I can dw'ell with man no mow^ 
Your fellowshm, lire warblers 1 suits ^te best: ' • 

Pure love his lost its price, though prized of ^or^ 
Profaned by modem tongues, and sligfilcd as a jest 

• 

My God, who formed you^for His praise alom^ 
Beholds His purpose wfll fulfilled iw you : 

Come, us join the dioir before Ifls throne^ 
Partaking in His praise with spifits just and true t 

Yes, I will always love ; and, as I ought. 

Tune to the praise of Love my ceasefe^ voice \ , 

Preferring Love too vast for human Thought, 
Ilf^pitc of erring men, who cavil at my choice. 

Why have I not a thousand thousan^hearts, 

Lord of my soul I that they tl^ht all oc thind^? .• 

U Thou approve—the zeal Thy smile imparts^ 
Howtehould It ever fail I can such a fire decline ? 


Love, pure and holy, is a deathless fire; 

Its object heavenly, it must ever blaze: 

Eternal Love a God mnst needs inspire. 

When once He wins the heart, and fits it for His praise. 

Self-love dismissed,—’tis then We live indeed,—* 

In her embrace^ death, only death is found; 

Come, then, one noble mort, and succeed. 

Cast off the ch^ of self with which thy soul is bdhn<^ 

Oh! I oiAld cry, that all the world nUght hear, • 

Ye self-fbnnenfors, love ycTir God alone ; 

Let His un^uaUed excellence be dear, * 
t)eax to your inmost ^wils, and make Him all yonz own t 

• , * 

Th^ hear me not.—Alas! bow fopd to rove 

In enmess chase ^f Mly*s specious hm! / 

*Tis here alone^ bennth this shady grove^ ** 

1 taste the sweets of tradi,—here only an^secuie 
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THE SWALLOW. 

!• 

I AM fond of the swallonr;—I learn from her flight, 

Had 1 skill to improve it, a Icssim of love : 

II How seldom on earth do we see her alight! 

She dwells ip. the skies, she is ever above. 

It is on the wing that she ta^c-s her repose, 

' Sus^nded and poised in the regions of air; 

’Tis nob in our fields jthat her Sustenance grows, 

11t is winged lij^e herself, *tis ethci;';al fare. 

She comes in the ^ring, all t'te summer she stays 
And, dreading the cold, still follows the sun 

So, true to our Love, we should covet his rays 
And the place where Ifb shr.ies not, immediately shun, 
r ' 

Our light should be iove, and our nourishificnt prayer ; 
It is dangerous food that we find upon earth: 

The fruit of this world is beset with a snare. 

In itself it is hurtful, as vile in its birth. 

S 

*Tis rarely, if ever, she settles below, , 

And only when building a nest for her ^oung ; 

Were it not for her brood, she would neyer licstow 
A thpught V(>on anything filthy os dung. 

Let us leave it ourselves (*tis a mortal abode) 

To bask every moment in infinite Love; 

Let us flp the dark winter, and folloCr the road 
That leads to the Dayspring appearing above. 


A FIGUR.\TIVF. DESCRIPTION OF THE PROCEDURE OK 
. DIVINE LOVE, 


IN BRINGING A SOUI. TO THV 
r AND ABSULITTE 

’Twas my purpose, on a day. 

To embark and'soil away; , 

As I climbed the vesseFs side, 
l^ove was sporting in the tide; 

** Come,” he satd,^ascend 1 make haste, 

'* tAunch tn'.o the boundless waste.” 

Many mariners we're^Uiere^ 

1 laving each his separate care; 

They Uuil rowed us held^their eyes 
Fix^ npon the starry slS^es; 

Others steered, or turned theiuil* ' 

To receive the shiftily gales. i 


POINT OF SELF-RENUNCIATION 
ACQUIESCENCE. 

I *I.ove, with^wer divine supplied. 
Suddenly my courage tried; 

In a moment it* was oi^t. 

Ship and skies were ov.t of sight; 

On the briny wave 1 lay, ' 
j Floating roJies all my stay. 

DM I^th resentment bum 
At the unexpected turn ? 

Did 1 wish myself on shore, 

I Nevur to Uxaake it more ? 

No :—** My soul,” 1 cried, ** be tfill I 
"Iflmustbelost, IwiM.” 
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Next he hastencd«to convey 
Both my frail supports away; • 

Seia^ my rushes ; hade the waves • 
Yawn into a thousand graves : 

Down 1 went, and sunk as lead, • 
Ocean closing o’er my head. 


** Ah! return, and love me still; 

” See me subjcct*to tliy will! ^ 
'hFrown with wrath, or smile wfm grace 
Only let me see thy face I 
” Evil 1 have none to fear, 

“ All is good, if*Thou artsnear.*' 


Still, however, life wa^safe ; . 

And I saw hiifi turn and laugn : • 

4 ‘ Friend,” he cried, “ adieu ! lie low 
** While the wintry storms shall blov/; 

** When tile simng lias calnii^l the main. 
You shall rise and float again.” ^ 

Soon I saw him, •with dismay. 

Spread his plumes and soar away ; 

N^w I mark his rapid fli^it, * 

Now he leaves my achi%^sight; 

' lie is gmic whom Imdorc, 

’Tis in vain to seek him more. 


Yet he leaves me,—cruel fatelii,i—^ 
Leaves iiie in my lost estate f 
** Have 1 sinned Oh sSy wherein? 

“ Tell me, and flIiTgive my sin^ 

King and ].,ord, whofh I adore, 

” Shall I see thy face no more ? 

“ Be not angry; I re.sign, • 

“ Henceforth, all my will to thine : 

” I consent that Thou depart, 

” 'nio' Uiflic absence breaks my heart; 
" Clxi then, and for ever too; 

All is right that II10U wilt do.” 


How I trcAihled then and feared, 
When my Love had tlisapjwarcd ! 

” 'WiltJhou leawmie thui^’ I cried. 
Whined lieiicath the rolling tide?” 
Vain attempt to reach his tar I 
Love was gone, and would not hear. 


This wfR jost what^.ove intended, 

I Ic was now no more oflended ; 

Soon as 1 became a child, 

I.ove returned to me and smiled ; 
Never stri^ shall more liclide 
’^wixt th^ridegruoimand hisJiride. < 


A CllH.D &F GODil.OXGTNG TO SEE H^M BELOVED. 


There’s not an echo round me, 
But I am glad should learn 
How puie a fire has found me, 
The love with which I hum. 
For none attends with pleasure 
To what I would reveal; 
They slight me out of measure^ 
And laugh at all I feel. 

The rocks receive less pwmdly 
The story of my flame ; • 
When I approach, they loudly 
Reverberate His name. 

I speolP to them of sadness. 

And comforts at a stafld ; 
l*hey bkl me look for gladness, 
And better days at hand. * 

Ar from all habitation, 

I heard a happy sound, ' 
B^with the consolation 
Tliatl bare often found: 


1 said, ” My lot is sorrow, 

“ My grief has no alloy 
The rocks replied—^ To-morrow, 
“ To-morrow brings thee joy.” 

These sweet and secret tidings 
What bliss it is to hear! 

For, spite of nil myschidings, 

My weakness and my^ea;, 

No sooner I rcceivc^them, 

Than 1 forget m^ pain. 

And, happy to believe them, 

1 love as much again. 

I fly to scencs*romanttc# • 
where never tnpn resort; 

For in an age i^fnintic 
Impiety is sport; 

For not and confusion 
They ha^er thinra above. 
Condemning, as delusion, 

The joy ptfrfect Iove« . 
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No troubles here surprise me; 

. I innocently play. 

While Providence supplies me. 

And guards me all the day : ‘ 

My dear and kind Deferder 
Preserves me safely here, 

From men of pomp and splendour, 
Who fill a child with fear. 

I 

4 HAPPY solitude-unhappy men. 

r 

My heart is c.isy; and my bhrthen light; 

I smile, though sad, when Thou art in my sight i 
The more my woes in fecret I deplore, 

1 taste Thy goodness, and IP^love Thee more. 

There, while a solefnn stillness reigns around^ 

P'aith, Love, and Hope within my soul abound ; 

And while the world suppose mt lost in care. 

The joys of«aiigcls, unperccived, 1 share. 

a. 

Tliy creatures wrong Thee, O Thou Sovereign Qood I 
Thou art not loved, liccause not understfkxl; 

This gricvQS me most, that vain pursuits beguile 
.Ungiatefttl ^en, regardless of Thy smile. 

Frail licauty and false honour are adored ; • 

While Thee they scorn, and trifle with Thy \ 1 ord ; 

Pass, l^nconcerned, a .Saviour’s soirows by; 

And hunt their ruin with a zeal to die. 


In this sequestered comer, 
None he.irsiwhaf 1 express; 
Delivered from the scorner, 
What peace do 1 possess! 
.Beneath the boughs reclining. 
Or rovirg o’er th6 wild, 

1 live as undesigning 
A nd harmless as a chilo. 


ASPIRATIONS OF THE SOUL AFTER GOD. 


Mr .Spouse 1 in whose presence 1 live, 
Sole object of all my desires. 

Who knowest what a flame I conceive 
And (an^t easily double its fires; 
floitr pleasant i^ all that 1 meet i 
From fear of adversity free, 

I find even sorrow mode sweet; 
Because ’tis ass^ed me by Tliee. 

Transported I see Th^ display 
Thy riches and {;lory divine; 

I have only my Ufe^-l^ repay, 

'bke what I would gladly resign. 
Thy will is the treasure t seek, 

For Thou art as faithful as strong ; 
There let mc^ obedient and meek, 
Kepose.myself alt the day long. 


< My spirit and fisculties fail; 

! Oh finish what love has begun I 
Destroy what is sinful and frail, 

, And dwell in the soul Thou hast won 
Dear them* of my wonder and praise, 
1 cry, twho ia worthy as Thon ! 

I can only be silent and gaze : 

’Tis all that is left ofr me now. 

O gloiy in which I am lost. 

Too deep for theplummetof thought 
Oil amiocean of deity toss^ 

I am swallowed, 1 sink into nought 
Yet lost and absorbed as I seem, ^ 

^ I tihant to the pnuse of my King; 

•And, though overwhdmed ^ the tlmme, 
Am happy wh«iever«l mug.. 
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DIVINE JUSTICE AMIABLE.* 

Thou hast jo lightninp^s, O Thou Just I 
Or I their force should know ; • 

And if I'hou strike me into dust, 

My soul approves thotblow^ 

The heart, that values less its ease 

* 'Fhan it adores Thy ways, , 

In Thine avenging anger sees 
A subject of its jiraise. • * 

Pleased I could lie, concealed and lost. 

In shades of cehtral night; 

Not to avoid I'hy ^rath, 'fhou knowes^ 

But lest I grieve Thy si^it. 

' Smite me^ O Thou, whom I provoke ; 

And I will love Thee still; 

The well*rlgserved and rightcou" stroke 
Shall please me, though il kill 


THE TRIUMPH OF HEAVENLY L^VE ^ESIRED. 

• All J reign, wherever man is found, 

* My SpoUy, beloved and divine I 
Then I am rich, and I abound. 

When every human heart is Thine^ 

A thousand sorrows pierce soul. 

To think that all are not liiinc own : 

Ah ! be adored from pole to pole; 

Where is Thy zeal ? arise be known 1 

All hearts are cold, in every place. 

Yet earthly good with warmth pursue ; 

Dissolve them with« flash of grace, 

Tliaw*these of ice, and give tis new t 


TRUlIl AND DmVE LOVt REJECTED BY flTHE WORLD.* 

O Love, of gur^and heavenly birth 1 
O Mmple Truth, scarce known oa earth I ' 

Whom men resist with stubborn will ^ 

And, more perverse and daring still, • 

Smother and quench, with reasoqings vain, 

Wlule error aad dec^ioo zeigD. • 


Am I not worthy to sustain 
The worst Thou canst devise ? 
And dare I seek Thy thrSne again, 
And nfccl Thy sacred eyes ? ^ 


Far from afflicting, Tho^ art kind; 

And in my saddest hours 
An unction of 'Hiy grgee 1 find, 
Pervading all my powers. 

Alas f* Thou sparest me again ; 

And when Thy wrath should raovc^ 
•Too gentle to emlure my pain, 

ThofI ^th’st me with Thy love, 

I have no punishment to fear; 

But, ah f that smile from Thee 
Imparts a pang far more severe 
ThaufVoe itself would be. 
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Whence comes it, that, your power the same 
I As His on high, from whence you came. 

Ye rarely find a iistening ear, 

Ox heart that makes you welcome here ?— 
Because ye bring reproach ^nd pain, 
Where’er ye visit, in your train. 

The wohd is prowl, and cannot bear * 

I'lie scorn and calunijiy ye shnA ; 

The praise of men the mark thc‘y mean, 
‘They fly the place whert* ye are seen ; 

I'ure Love, with scandal in tj^c- rear. 

Suits not the vain ; it costs too dear. 

• 

Then, let the price be what it may, 

Though poor, I am ]>reparcd to pay ; 

Come shaipe, coitfb sob'ow ; spite of tcare, 
Wcakms-s, and heart-oppressing fc«r|; 

One soul, at l^t, shall not repine, _ 

To give you room ; come, reign in mine 1 

• ■< 

• LIVING WATER. 

Tub fountain in its source 

drought of summer fears ; 

The farther«t pursues its course 
The nobler it appears. 

But shallow cisterns yickll 
A scanty short supply; 

The morning sees them amply filled, 

At evening they are dry. 


THE SOUL* THAT LOVES GOD FINDS HIM EVERYWHERE. 


O Thou, by loig experience tried. 

Near wjj^oiw no grief can long abide ; 
My*I^ove ! how full of sweet content 
1 pass my year^ of banishment 1 ^ 

All scenes alike enga^ng prove 
To souls impressed mth sacred Love 1 
V^'tkere'er tliey dwell,, they dwell in 
Thee; ^ 

In heaven, in eartl\^ «6r on the sea. 

To Vie remains nor placo nor time! 

Mf pountry is in every Mime; 

I can be emm and free from taxe 
On anyr sltore, mcerGod is there. 


While place we seek, or place we shun, 
The soul finds happiness in none ; 

But, with a^God to guide our way, 

*Tis equfi joy ^ go or stay. 

Could I be cast where Thou art no» 
That were indeed a dreadful ^ot; 

But region^none remote I call, 

Sc^re of finding God in alll 

My country, Lord, art Thou alon% 

> Noi«other can I claim or own ; 

The point where aU my wishes meet; 
My law, my love; life %onl^ sweet! 
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I hold by nothing here below; 

Appoint my journc^, and I go; [prid^, 
Though pierced by scorn, oppressed by 
1 feeWThee good, fee? nought beside. * 


No frowns oT men can hurtful 
To souls on Are with heavenly 


I ’ * ’ • 

Though men and oevils botfi condemnp 
No gloomy days vise i^m them, ** 

Aft, then I to His embrace fepair; 

My soul, thou ait no stranger there; 
There Love divine shall be thy guaidp 
And peace and safety thy tewara. 


GRATITUDE AND LOVE TO GOEf. 


All are indebted much to Tllbe, 
but I far more than all, 

From many a deadly snare set free, 
And raised from many a fall. 

' Overwhelm me from above, 

DaUy, with Thy boundlc^ rove! 

• • 

What bonds of gratitude I feel 

No language can declare ; 

Beneath tht*oppressive weigh. I reel, 
*Tis more^an I can liear : 

When sl^l 1 tha^l^essing^rove. 

To return Tfiec Ix>vc h>r Love ? 

Spirit of Charity, dis^icnse 
Thy grace to eve^ heart; 

Expel iul otl^ spirits thence, 


Drive self from every part; 

Charity'divine, draw nigh, 

Break the chains in which we lie I • 

vfll selAajii souls, whate’er they feign. 
Have stiM a slavish lot; 

The]Pl>oast of liberty in vain, 

Of Ix>ve, and feel it not. 

He whose bosom glows with Hiee, 

He, andife Alone, ft/ree. 

• 

O blessedness, all bliss above, 

When thy pure fires prevail 1 
Love only teaches what is Love; 

All other ^fessonaifail ^ 

We learn its name, but not its poweis, 
Experience only makes it ours. 


THE TESTIMONY OF DIVINE ADOPTION. 


How happy are the new-liom race ; 
Partakers of adopting grace. 

How pure the blibs they sliare! 
Hid from the world and ail iut eyes, 
Within their heart the blessing lies, 

And conscience feels it there. 

• 

The moment we beUeve,*^ti5 oiits; 
And if we love with all our powers 
The God^rom whom it came. 
And if we serve with hearts %nccre, 
*Tt5 still discernible and clear. 

An nndis^ted claim. 

Bu^ Si t if foul and wilfuf sin 
Stain and dishonour ns within, 

^ Farewell joy we knew; 


Again the slaves of Nature's sway, 

In lab'rinths of our owit we stray, 
Without a guide or clu& 

The chaste and pure^ awho fear to 
grieve • , 

The gracious Spirit they receive^ 

^ His work distinctly trace ; 

And, strong in undfssembling love, 
Boldly assert and clearly prove 
Their hearts Hi%dwdling>place. 

• • 

O messenger of dear flight. 

Whose vmce dispel&j^e deep^ night. 
Sweet peace-proclainiing Dove 1 ^ 
With Thee at hand to sooUie our pains, 
ANo widi nnsatislled remains, • * 
No tslik but that of Love. 
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’Ti-i Love unites what sin divides ; 
The centre, where all bliss resides ; 

To which thu'ndul once brought, 
Reclining Oii the first great Cause, * 
From His abountUng sweetness draws 
Feace passing huouia thought. 


GOD HIDES 

To lay the soul that Jbves him low 
Rccomcs the'Only Wise : 

To hide, beneath a veil of woe. 

The children of the skies. 

Man, though a worm, would yet l?e 
great; •' 

Though feeble, would sedfh strong; 

Assumes an indc])eiulcnt state, 

By sacrilege and wrong. 

Strange the reverse, which, vjne?' abased, 
The haugliiy creature proves! 

lie feels his soul a barren waste. 

Nor dates afhrm he loves. 

.. ^**orp*d hy.the /houghtlcss And the vain. 
To God he presses near; ^ 

Superior to the world's disdain. 

And ha])]iy in its s^'^r. 

Oh welcome, in his heart he says, 
Humility and shame I 

Farewell tnc wisli for human praise. 

The music of a luunc 1 


Sorrow foregoes its nature there. 

And life assumes a tl'anquil air, 

* Divested of its woes ; [breast, 

There sovereign goodness soothes the 
Till then incapable of rest, 

Inr sacred sure repose. 


HIS PEbPLE. 

But will not scandal mar the good 
Th.^ I ^ight else perform ? 

.And can God work it, if he would. 

By so despised a worm ? 

r 

,y^h, vainly anxious !—leave the lx>rd 
To rule tl^cc, and dispose ; 

Sweet is the A'andatc of His word. 
And gracious all He does. 

He draws from human littlfness 
His grandeur and renown ; 

And generous heartswith*1oy confess 
The triuitfph all Im o*..*ri. ' 

Down then with self-exalting thoughts * 
Thy faith and hope em[>loy, 

To welcome all that He .VIots, 

Au(^ sofTcr shame with j''«y. 

No longer, then, thou wilt e* croach 
On llis eternal right ; 

And He shall smile at thy approach. 
And make thee His delight. 


SELF-DIFFIDENCE. 


SoUHCE'of love, and light of day. 
Tear roc frotp myself away ; 

Every view and thought of mine 
Cast into the inoukl of Thine ; 
Teach, oh teach this faithless heart 
Ak consistent, constant part; 

Or, if it ^nusl live to gro^ 

More rebclUoui^ break it now t 

g it thus that I requite 
race and goodness iafinite ? 
trace of every \»oon 
Cancelled and erased so soon I 


c Can I grieve Thee, whom I love ; 
Thee, initwhom I live and move? 

If m> sorrow touch Thee still, 

Save me from so great an ill! 

• 

> Oh I the oppressive, irksome weight 
Felt in aa uncertain state; 

Comfort, peace, and rest* adieu, 

I prove at last untrue I 
StiU I choose Hiee, follow still 
Every notice of Thy will; ^ 

But, unstable, strangely weak, 

• Stili let slip theigood I seek. 
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Self-confiding wretch, I thought 
I could serve Ttfee as 1 ought, 
Win 'lliee, and deserve to feel 
Aik the Love ThoJ const reveal I 
Trusting self, a bruised reed, 

Is to be deceived indeed. « 
Save me from this harm and loss. 
Lest my gold turn all«to dross I 


Self is earthly—Faith al^e 
Makes an unsetn world our own; 
Faith relinquished, Aow we main, 
^'eel our way, and leave bur home t 
Spurious gems our hopes entice. 
While we scorii the pearl of price ; 
And, preferring servant^ pay, 

Cast tn^ children’s bread away. ^ 


THE ACQUIESCENCE OF PURE LOVE 

♦ 

Love ! if Thy* destined sacrifice am I, 

Come, slay thy victini, and prepdrc Thy fires; 
Plunged in Thy depths of mercy, let me aic 
The death which eve^ soi|l that lives desires I 

I watch i||y*hours, and see them fleet tway ; 

Th% time is long that I have Itnguished here; 

Yet all my thoughts Thy purposes obey, 

With no reluctance, cheerful and sincere. 

•• • 

To me *tis equal, whether l.ove ordaii^ 

life death, appoint me pain or ease: 

My soul pCTceivcs no real ill in pain; 

In ease or health no real good she seies. 

• 

One Good she covets, and thfft Good alone; 

Tb choose Thy will, from selfish bias free; 

And to prefer i^gottage to a throne, . 

And grief to comfort, if it pleases ITiee. * 

That we should bear the cross is Thy command, 

Die to the world, and live to self no more; 

Suffer, unmoved, beneath the rudest hand, • 

As pleased when shipwrecked as when safe on shore. 


THE ENTIRE SURRENDER 

Peace has unveiled her smiling face^ 
And wdos thy soul to her embrue, 
Enjbyed ilfith ease, if thou refrain 
From earthly love; else sought in vain 
She dwells with yll who Truth prefer. 
But seeks not them who seek not her. 

Yield to the lA>id, with umple heart, 

All that thol bast, and all tnou art; 
Renounce all strength but strenglih dMiu 
And peace shqll be |pr ever thine: ^ 

Pehold the path wmra I have trod, 

My path, till I go kome to God. 
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GLORY TO GOD ALONE. 

Oil, loved I but not-enough—though dearer far 
Than self and its mdst loved enjoyments are ; 

None duly Icvcs Thee, but who, nobly free 
From sensual objects, fm^s his all io Thee. 

Glor]^ of God ! thou stranger here below, 

Whom man nor knows, nor feels a wish to know; 
^Our faith and reason arc both shocked to find 
Man in the post.of honour- -Thee benind. 

Reason exclaims—“ Let every creature fall, 

" Ashamed, al>ased, before the Lord of all! *' ’ 

And faith, o’^ruhelmed witn such a dazzling blase, 
Feebly describes the beauty she surveys.' a 

Yet man, dim-sighted man, and rash as blind, 

Deaf to the dictates of his better mind, 

In/rantic competition dares the skies, 

And claims precedence of the Only Wise. 

Oh, lost in vanity, till once self-known f 
Nothing is creat, or good, but God alone ; 

4 Whcu thou &halt stapd before His awful face, 

Then, at the last, thy pride shall know his placp, 

Gloriops, Almighty, Firsts and wi^tibiit end !' 

When' wilt Thou melt the mountains and descend ? 
When wilt Thou shoot abroad Thy conquering rays. 
And teach these atoms Thou hast made Thy praise? 

Thy Glory is the sweetest heaven I feel; 

And, if 1 seek it with too fierce a zeal, 

\liy Love, triumphant o'er a selfish will, 

Taught me the passion, and inspires it stilL 

‘My reason, all my faculties, unite, 

To make 'fhy Glory their supreme delight; 

(Forbid it, Fountaun of my brightest da(^ 

That 1 should rob Thee^ and usurp Thy pirise I 

My soul! rest happy in thy low estate. 

Nor hope, .nor wisn, to be esteemed or great; 

To take the impression of a will diving 
Be that thy glory, and those ijphes thine. 

Confess Him righteous in His just decrees. 

Love wh£.t He mves, and let His pleasure please ; 
Die dailf*; from the toudi z>f sili recede; 

Then thou hast crownod Him, and He reigns indeed. 
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SELF.LOVE AND JRUTJi INCOMPATIBLE.. 


From thorny wtlds a monster canjie^ 

That filled my soul with fear and shame; 
The birds, forgetful of their mirth, 
Droop’d at the sighv an*d fell to earth; 
When thus a Algt addressed mine ear, • 
Himself unconscious of a fear: 

“ Whence all this terror and surpri^, 
“Distracted looks and streany^eyes? 

“ Far from the world and its almirs, , 

“ The joy it boasts, the pain it shares, 

“ Surrender, withdut guile or art, 

“To Go<l, an undivided heart; ■_ 

“ The savage form, so fear^ before, 

^ “Sluill scare your treniuing soul no 
jnore; ^ • 

“ For loathsome as the sight may be, 

“ ’Tis but Ute of self you nee. 


** Fix all your love on God alone, 
“Chusebut His flrill, and hate your own, 
“ No fear^hall in your path be founil, 
“The dreary waste shall bloo|*» -./tfuml, 
“ And you, through all your happy days,, 
“Shall bless His natnc,*and sing Hi: 
praise. • 

O lovely solitude, hoV sweet 
The silence of this calm retreat! 

Here Truth, the fair whom 1 pursue, 
Gives all her l)eauty to my view; • 
81 ie simple unadorned disjday 
Chamu^egery pain and fear away. 

O Ik^th, whom millions proudly slight 
O Truth, my treasure and delight! 
Accept ^is tribute to thy naiae. 

And thiigiMjipr heaijt from which it came 


THE LOVE OF GOD 

Since life ii^ sorrow must l3e spent. 

So be it—wellaxintent, « 

And meekJvXvait my last remold 
Seeking lyily growtn in love. 

No bliss I seek, but to fulfil 
In life, in death. Thy lovely will; 

No succours in my woes I want. 

Save what Thou art pleased to granL 


THE END OF LIFE. 

• • • . 

Our days are numbered, let us spare 
Our anxious hearts a ne^less care: 
’Tis Thine to ntlnber out our days ; 
Ours to give t|iem to Thy praise. 

Love is our only buaness here, * 
Love^ simple, constant, and sincere; 
O blessed days Thy servants see. 
Spent, O Lc^ I in pleasing Thee. . 


/ 




REPOSE IN GOD. 

• • 


Blest i who, fgr from all mankind, 

Thtt world's shadows left behind, • 
Hears from Heaven a gentle strain 
IVhi^pecing Love^ and loves again. 

• * 

Biart 1 who, free from sdf-eeteem, 

Diva into the great Supreme^ 

All deare besides dlscaida, • f 
Joya inferior none raontda. • 


Blest r who in T^y bosom seeks 
Rest that nothiim earthly breaks. 
Dead to self and yorldly things, 
Lost in Thee, Thon^ng of kirg 

Ve that know my sfi^ fire. 
Softly qpeak and soon retire ; 
Favour my di#ae repose. 

Snare thoMeen a'Gra brntows. 
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TRANSLA Tims 


LOVE PURE ANb FERVENT. 


Jealous, and with love o’crflowing, 

God demands a fervient heart; 

Grace and l^unty still bestowing, 

C**lls us to a grateful part> 

1 

Oh, then, wlLh sui>reme nlTcction 
His paternal Will '-egard I 
If it cost us sonc dejection, 

Every sigh has Us reward. 


Perfect Love has power to soflen 
Cdres that might our peace destroy; 

does more—transforms them often, 
Changing sotow into joy. 
r. 

Sovereign Love appoints the measure 
r And the num1)(:r of our pains ; 

And is pleased when we find pleasure 
In the trials He ordains. 


THP ^PERFECT’ SACRIFICE. 


I PLACE an offering at Thy shrine. 
From taint and blemish clear, 
Simple and pure in its design. 

Of all that I hold dear. '* 

I yield Thee back Thy gifts again. 
Thy gifts which most 1 prize ; 

. 1 )csirous only to retain « 

"*■ nr^hotice (ff Thine eyes. 


But if, by Thine ..dor^ decree, 
That blessing be denied; 
Resigned and unreluctant, ,cee 
My every wish subside. 

Thy will inull things'ivpprovv, 
Exalted or cast down ! 

Thy will in every state I love. 
And even in Thy frown. 


DIVINE LOVE ENDURES NO RIVAL. 

Love is the Lord whom I obey, 

Whose will transported I perform; 

The centre of my rest, my stay. 

Love's all in all to me, myself a worm. 

For uncreated charms I hum, 

Oppre^ed by slavish fear no more; 

For One in whom I may di^tPt 
Even when He fro#ns, a swe^ess Ijidore. 

He little loves Him who complains, 

^nd fitidk him rigorous and severe; 

. ills heart is sordid, and he feiras. 

Though loud in boastini^of a soul sincere. 

Love causes ^ief. ^t *tis to move 
And stimtdate Hie numbering mind ; 

Und he has never^ted love 
Who shuns a pang s»gncioiisly des^ned. 
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Sweet is the cross, above all sweets, 

> To sottb enamoured with Thy smiles; 

The keenest W(ae life ever meets 
Love strips of allots ternars, and beguiles, 

’Tis just that God should not be dear 
Where Self engrosses all the thought, * 
And groans and murmurs mal^ it clear, 
Wlflitever^elsc is lov^d, the Loref is not 

The love of Thee flows just as much 
As that of ebbing* self subsides ; 

Our hearts, their scantiness is such. 

Bear not*the conflict of two rival tides. 

• 

Both cannot govern in one soul; 

Then let self-love i>e dispossessed ; 

The love of Go4 desf rves the whole, 
And^mill not dwell with so dcsj[>iied a guest 


a 

Sun ! stay thy course, this moment 
stay— 

Sttspetid the o'erflowing tide of day. 
Divulge not |uch ajove as mine. 

Ah! hide t^ myste:^ divine 
Lest man, wio deems my glorj^hamc. 
Should Ic^m the .secret of my flame. 

O Night! propitious to my views. 

Thy sable awnfng wide dinuae: 

Conceal alike my joy and pain, 

Nor draw thy curtain back again. 
Though morning, by the tears shows, 
Seems to participate my woes. 

Ye Stars ! whose faint and feeble fires^ 
Express my languishing deyreo. 

Whose slender beams i^srvM^the skies 
As silent as my secret sighs, 

The^ emanations of a soul 

That dart# her fires beyond the pole f 

Your rays«that scarce assist the ^ht, 
That pierce, bat not displac^ thtniijht, 
Tha^ine inde^ but notfaiiw ttiow 
Of In those various scenes bdw. 

Bring no disturbance^ rather prow tj 
Incentives to a sacred love, • 

9 


Tliou Moon! whose never-failing course 
Bespeaks a providential force, 
tell tht tidings of my 
To Him who calls ibe stars by name, 
Whose absence kills, whose presence 
cheers, \ 

Who blots or brightens all my years. 

While, in the blue abyss of space, 
Tliinc orb performs itn rapid race. 

Still wbLsper in his listening ears 
The jangwigc of my skhs and tears ; 
Tell him, I seek him, far below, • 
Lost in a wilderness of woe. 

Ye thonght-composing, silmit Ildbts, 
Diffusing peace o’er ail my powerv • 
^Friend* of the pensive^ who conceal 
Tn flarkest shades the flames 1 feel; 

To yon I tnist, and safely may, 

The love that wi^^tes my strength Away. 

In sylvan scena wd caverns rude, 

I taste the swi^s pC^solitude ; 

Retired indeed, buf not alone, 

I share them trith a Spouse unkntBm, 
Who hides ra#here, from envious^agres. 
From sdlintrnsioti and surprise. * 

BUS 


THIi^SECRETS OF DIVINE LOVE •kfE TO* HE KEPT. 
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TRANSLATKWS 


IiAbowertnr: Shaded, and Dens pro* 
found I ^ 

Where Kcho roHs the voice.around; 
Mountains J whose elevated heads i 
A moist and mUty veil overspreads; 
Disclose a solitaiy bride 
To Him I love—to nbne beside. 

Ye ills! that, murmuring all the way, 
Among liic nolished pebbles stray; ! 

Creep silentfy along the grouitd. 

Lest, drawn by that harmonious sound. 
Some wandertr, whom 1 would not 
n eet, 

Should stumble on my loved retreat 
< 

Knamcllcd Meads, and Hillocks green. 
And Streams that water all th(^ scene \ 
Ye Torrents, loud in distant ears ! 

Ye Fountains I that receive my tehrs I 
Ah! still conceal, with caution due, 

A charge I trust with none but you. 

«* s 

If, when my painhnd grief increase, 

1 seem to enjoy the sweetest peace. 

It is because I find so fair 
The charming object of my care, 

sport and pleasure make 
Of torment suffered for His sake. 

Ye Meads and Groves, unconscious 
things! ^ 

Ye know not whence my pleasure 
springs; 

Ye know not, and ye cannot know. 

The source from which my sorrows flow: 
The dear sole Cause of all I feel,— 

He knows, aud'understands them welL 

Yc Deserts! w^ere the wild beasts rove, 
Scenes sacred to my hours of love; 

T'e'Forests! in whose shades 1 stray, 
Benighted under burning day; 

Ah I whisper not hoyr mest am I, * 
Nor whUe 1 live, nor when 1 die. 

Ye Lamb^I who spibet beneaffi these 
shades, 

And bound along^ tlje mossy glades. 

Be taught a salutafy fear, 

Anfi cease to bleat when I am near: 
.Tha^wolf may hear yook harmless cy, i 
.v'Whom ye should drnd as mach as L 


I 

How calm, amid these scenes, my mind I 
How perfect is the peace 1 find ! 

Oh, hush, be still, my every part, 

My tongue, my pu!.sc, my beating jieart! 
That Love, aspiring to its cause, 
suiter not a inoinent*S pause. 

Ye swift-fmned nation.^ that abide 
In seas a.s fathom]c.ss ns wide; 

And, uS .uspicious of a mare, 

Pursue at large your pleasures there :, 
Poor sportive fools! how soon does m.in 
Your ht-'cdless ignorance trepan! 

,Away 1 (live deep into the brine, 

Wliere tiever yet sunk ])lummet*line; 
'Prust me, the va.st leviathan 
,1s merciful, compare^i with man ; 

Avoid his afta, forsake the beach. 

And never pk.y within his reach I 

My soul her bond^^e ill endures; 

I pant for liberty like yours^ 

1 long for that immense prmound, 

That knows no bottom ani no bound ; 
Lo.st in infii^ly, lo^rcr.-.?^«. 

The incomprehensible of L^vei. 

Yc Birds I that lessen as yc fly. 

And vanish in the distant sky; 

'Fo whom yon airy Voste ^longs, 

« Kcsoup&ing with your cheerful songs; 
Haste to escape from human aght 1 
Fear less the vulture and thc^kite! 

. How blest and how secure am I, 

When, quitting earth, I soar on high; 
When, lost, like you I disappear, 

And float in a sublimer sphere I 
Whence falling, within human view, 

1 am ensnared, and caught like you. 

. Omniscient God, whose notice deigns 
To try the Aeart and search the reins, 
Compasrionatc^the numerous woes 
I dare not, even to Thee, disclose; 

Oh save me from the cruel hands 
Of men, who fear not Thy Commands! 

Love, all-subduing and divide, v,. 
Chre ^or a creature truly Thine; 

Reign in a heart disposra to owir 
No sovereign but Thyself alone 
ChCaish a Mde who cannot rove. 

Nor quit'Thee for*a meaner love! 
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THE VICISSITUDES EXPERIENCE® IN THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

A 

I SUFFER fruitless ^anguish day by day, * 

Elach moment, as it passes, marks my pain ; 

Scarce Knowii^ whither, doubtfully i stroy, 

’ And see noTnd of ail that I sustain. 


The more I strive theamore I am withstood jjp 
Anxiety increasing every hour, 

My spirit findh no rest, performs no good. 

And nought rcmainirof all my former power. 


AJy peace of heart is fled, I know not where; 

My happy hours, lii«e shadows, passed away ; 
Their sweat remembrance doubles olbmy care, 
Njght^arker seems, succeediig such a day. 


Dear faded joys, and impotent regret, 

What profi' i-: there in incessant tipag:? . 

O Thou, whom, once beheld, we nc’pr forget, • 

^ Reveal ^y Love, and banish all my fears 1 

Alas ! He flics me—treats me as his foe. 

Views not my sorrows, hears not wjjten I jileadj 

Woe such as mine, despisedf neglected woe, 

Unless it shortens life, is vain indeed. 

Pierced with afhousand wounds, T yet suritve; 

My pangs are keen, but no complaint transpires ; 

And while in terrors of Thy wrath 1 live. 

Hell seems to lose its less tremendous fires. 

A 

Has hell a pain I would not gladly bear. 

So thy severe diwleasure mi^t subside ? 

Hopeless of ease, I seem already there, 

My life extinguished, and yet death denied. 


Is this the foy so prongsed ?—this the love. 

The unchanging love^ so sworn in better days 
Ah ! c(gngeroii;^Tories I a^owb me, but to prove 
How lovdy Imu, and I how ra^ to gasf. 


Why did I see them? had I still remained ' 
UntaughA still ignorant bow fair Thou 
My humbler wishes I had soon olrtained. 

Nor known tlm tArments of a doubting 


Deprived of all, yet fe^i^ no dedees^ • 
Whence then, Jscry, |he pangs dmt I mtain? 
Dubious and uninformed mr sw iimuires— 
Ought she to cherish or smdee off her pain? 



TRANSLATIONS 


SuHering, 1 suffer not; sincerely love, , 

^ Yc^ feel no touch of that enlivening flame ; 

As chance inclines m/;, unconcerned I move, <. 

All times, and all events, 'to me the same. 

I search my heart, and not a vriih is there, 

But burns with zeal that hated self may fall; 

Such is the i&id dis([uietudc I share, " 

A sea of doubts, and si If the soAce of ail. 

I nsk!»>not life, nor do I wish'to die; 

H And if thine hand accomplish not my cure, 

I wovd<l not purchase with a ^gle s^h 
A free dischaige from alf that 1 endure. 

I groan in chains, yet want not a release ; . 

Am sick, and know* not Cue distempered part; 

Am just as v<*id of purpose as of peac^;.^ 

Have neither pl&n, nor fear, nor hope,'no( heart. 

My claim to life, though sought with earnest care, 

No light,wi£|un me or without roc shows ; 

Ohee 1 Tiad rjiith, but now in self-despair 
Find my chief cordial and my best re^pose. 

My soul is a forgotten thing; she sinks, 

Sinks amk is lust, u ithout a wish to rise ; 
iFeels an indifference'.he abhors, and thinks 
Her name erased for ever from the skies. 

Langx&gc affords not my distress I name,— 

Yet is it real, and no sickly dream ; 

'Tis Love inflicts it; though to feel that flame 
la all 1 know of happiness supreme. 

When Ix>ve departs, a chkos wide and vast, 

I And dark os hell, is opened in the soul; 

When Love returns, the gloomy scene is past. 

No tempests shate her, and no fean controL 

I 

Then tell me why these agps of ddi^ ? 

O Love, all excellent, once more appear, 

T)i^rse the sliades, a$d snatch mesinto ^y, 

Frrm this abyss of night, these floods of ficar! 

«» 

No—^Love b angry, will not«iiow endure 
A of mine, or suffier a com|flaii.t; 

^e smites me, Grounds me, and wuhholds the cure ; 
^^hausts my powers, and feavos me side and faint. 

He wourds, and hides tile hand that gave the blow; 

He Atjs, he reappears, fand woonds again 
Was ever heert that lov^ Thee treated so? * 

Yet 1 adore Theei though it seem ks vahL 
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And wilt Thou leave me, whom, when lost bllnd^ 
Thou didst distinguish and vouchsafe to cltuse, 
Before Thy laws were'written in my mind, • 
Wbile yet the world had all my thoughts and views^ 

Now leave me ? \^en, enamoured of Thy laws, 

1 make Thy glory niy supreme delight; * 

Now blot me from Thy register, an^cause 
^ A faifhfui sgul to perij^ from Thy sight ? 

What can have caused (he change M’hich I deplore?* 
Is it to prove me, if my heart be (rue ? • 

Permit me then^ while prostrate 1 adoi'C, 

To draw, tnd place its picture in Thy view. 

*'{‘is Thine without reserve, most simply Thine; 

So given to Thee, that it is not my owu; 

A willing captive of 'ilihy jfk'ace divine; 

And loves, and seeks Thee, for'l'hyself alone. 

® • 

raii#cannot move it, danger cannot scare; 

Pleasure and w^ith, in its esteem, are dust; 

It loves Thee even when least inclined to spare 
Its tendercst feelings, and avowf^ffee just • 

all l^ine own ; my spirit is so too. 

An unmvided offering at 'I'hy shrine; 

It seeks Thy glory with no double view. 

Thy glory, with no secre^bent to fhine. • 

Love, holy Love ! and art Tliou not severe. 

To slight thus devoted and thus fix^ ? 

Mine is an everlasting ardour, clear 
From all self-bias, generous and unmixed. 

But I am silent, seeing what I see,—• 

And fear, with cause, that 1 am setf-decclved f 
Not even my faith is from suspicion free, 

And thid 1 love seems not M be belies'cd. 

Live Thou, and for ever, glorious Lord 1 
My last, least oflering, I present Thee now 
Kenounce me^ leave me, and be still sdored! 
i>lay moi my God, and 1 applaud the blow. 


LOVE FAITHFUL IN THE ABSENCE OF THE BELOVED. 

• • • 

Ik vain ye woo m^to your harmless joys, • 

Ye pleasant bcfllms, remote from strae and i|plte; 

Your shades, the w i tneme s of tnaoy a vow 
Breathed fbith ^happto days, axe irkf^e now; 

Denied that smile Hwaf once my heaveino se^ 

SuHi scenes^ such pMsures, are aU^mst with me. 
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THA/^rSLATIOAS 


In vUn He leaves me, I shall love Him still; 
Andflhough 1 mourn, not murmur at His will; 
•1 have no cause—an object*all divine 
Might well grow weHry of a soul like mine ; ‘ 
Yet pity me, great God ! forlorn, alone. 
Headless and hopeless. Life and Love dl gone. 




'll 




WATCITINQ UNTO GOD IN ffllE NIGHT SEASON. 


Slf.kp at last has fled these eyes, 

Nor do I regret his flight; • 

More alert my s^Mrits rise. 

And my heart is free and light. ^ 

Nature silent all around, 

Not a single witness near; c 

God os soon as sought is found. 

And the flame of love burns clear. 

f) i| 

Tnterruption, all rlay long. 

Checks the current of iny joys ; 

Creatures press me with n throng, 
And perplex me with their noise. 

'''■^m4f?h.(f.l>ed I'muse'all night o 
On the first Etern.*!! Fair; 

Nothing there obstructs delight, 
l<ove is renovated there. 

Life, with its {)cr]>etual stir, 
l^rovcs a foe to Love and me ; 


4 


Fresh entanglements ocair,— 

*' Comes the night, and sets me free. 


Never more, sweet sleep, suspend 
c< My enjoyments, always new : 
Leave me 4) possess my friend ; 
Other eyes* an(J[ hearts subdue. 


Hush the world, that I may wake 
'I'o the taste of pure delights; 
Oh the pleasures I partal^' — 

God the ^artnei^of jny iiights ! 


David, for the selfsame canse, 

Niglit preferred to busy day ; . 
Hearts whom heavenly beauty draws 
Wiith the glaring sun arvay. 

Sleep,* self-lovers, is for y4ii;— 

Souls, that love celestial \k•\ow^ 
Fairer scenes by night can view 
Than the sun can ever show. 


ON THE 

''S '' 

Se\s<»n of my purest pleasure, 

V'eiUer of ulisorving eyes 1 
^^'hcn, in larger, Ireer measure, 

T can conmmne with #he skies; 

While, lieneath thy shade extended, 
W^ry man forgets his woes, 

1, my daily tamble ended) 

Find, in watching^ my reptne. 

Silence all around prevailing, 

Nathre bushed in sluniltcr swee^ 

No ra^e noise mine ears al^iling, 

Now my God and I can meet: 


SAME. 

Universal nature slumbers. 

And my soul partakes the calm. 
Breathes her aro^pr out in numb^, 
Plaintive song or loHy psalm. 

Now my passion, pure and holy, 
Shines and* bums withont restraint, 
Which the day’s fistigue and felly 
Caus^to languish, dim and faint: 
X'harmii^ hours of relaxation ! ^ 

How I dread the ascending sun t 
6urel/ idle conversation 
*1$ an evi4 matched by none. 
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Worldly prate and liabble hurt me; 

Unintelligible pfove; 

Neither teach me no( divert me; 

1 Rave ears for none but Love. 

Me they ru4p esteem, and foolish, 
Hearing my absurd replies; * 

I have neither art’s fine polish 
Nor the knowledge ot the wise. 

.• • 
pimple souls and unpolluted 
By conversing with the great, 

I lave a mind and taste ill suited. 

To their dignity and state > 

All their talking, reading, writing, 

Are but talents /nisapplied ; 

I iifants* prattle I (Relight in, 

Nothing human chuse beside. 

• 

'Tis the secret fear of sinking 
Checks my tongue,*or 1 should say,, 
When 1 see the night beginning, • 

I am glcul of parting day : 


Love this gentle ^monitio'h 
Whispers soft Within my breast; 

**^Choice befits not thy condition, 

** Acquiescence suits thee best.'* 

Henceforth, therfrpose and pleasure 
Night affords me 1 resi^ ; 

And ThyVill shall be the measure, 

I Wisdom Infinite I of mines 

Wishing is but inclination 
Quarrelling witii Thy decrees ; 

W'lU’ward nature finds Ihc oceftsion,— 
'Tis her folly and disease. 

• 

< Night, with its sublime enjoyments,^ 
Now no longer will 1 enuse; 

Nor the day, with its employments^ 
Irkttoint as they seem, refuse: 

Lessons of a God's inspiring 
Neither time nor place impedes ; 

From our wishing and desiring 
Our qjsh^ipiaess proceeds. 


ON THE SAME. 

'Vis then a deluge of I-fts gra^' 
Bears all our sins away. 


Night ! how I love thy silent shades. 
My spirit4hey compose ; 

The bliss orheaven my stml parades. 

In spite of all my woes. 

• • 

^Vhjle sleep instils her poppy dews 
In every slumbering eye, 

I watch, to meditate and muse. 

In blest tranquillity. 

And when T feel a God immense 
Familiarly impart, 

With every proof He can dispense, 

His favour to my heart; • 

• 

My native meanness I |j|ment,* 

Though most divinely filled 

W'ith all the ineffable content 
That DAty can yield. ^ * 

His purpose and His course he keeps; 
Treaas all my reasonings dowB; * 

Comnnuids me out of nature's deeps, . 
Afui hides me in His own. 

When in the dust, its proper places • 
Our pridd of ^e^ we lay. 


Thou whom T s^e, and whose I ami, 
Whose influence from on high 
Ueiines, and still refines my flame. 

And makes my fetters fly ; 

How wretched is the creature’s state 
Who thwarts Thy gsactous power,; 
Crushed under sin’s enormous weight, 
Incrc^lng every hour! . 

The night, when passed entifc ygth Yhec 
How luminous and ^ear; * * 

^hen sleep has no delights for 
Lest Thou shopldst disappear. 

My Saviour! oo^p^mestfll 
In this secure recess; « ■ * 

Let reason slumber if she will. 

My joy diall nohj:^ less: 

Let reason slUiubeT out the night 
But if Thou4eign to make • 

My sonl the abode of truth and light, 
Ah, ke^ my heart awake I 
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THE JOY OF 

Long plunged in sorrow, I resign 
My soul to that dear hand of Tliiuc, 
Willjout observe or Icar ; 

That hand shall wipe my streaming eyes, 
Or into spiilcs of glad surprise 
Transform,the falling tear. 

My sole Twssession is* Thy love; 

In earth heneal*ii, or heaven above, 

I have no other store; 

And though with fervent suit I pray, 

And importune Thee night and day, 

1 ask Thee nothing more. , 

\ 

My rapid hours pursue the c&iirsc 
Prescribed them iiy love’s sweetest force; 

And 1 Thy sovereign will. 

Without a wish to escape my doom; 
Though still a sufTi^rer front the womb, 
And doomed to suffer stilU 

By Thy command, where’er I stray, 
Sorrow attends me all my way, 
^ytfavr*faiiiit^ friend ; ' ^ 

And if my sufferings may augment 
Thy praise, behold me well content,— 
Let sorrow still attelid! 

It costs me no regret, that she, 

Who followed Christ, should follow me; 

And though, where'er she goes, 

Thoms spring spontaneous at her feet, 

1 love her, and fxtract a sweet 
From all my bitter woes. 

Adjra, ye vadii delights of earth ! 

Insipd spoits, and childish mirth, 

• I«tast^ no sweets in you ; 

Unknown dcligiits are in the Cross, 

All joy beside to me ^ dross; ' 

And Jesus thought so too. 


THE CROSS. 

The Cross! oh, ravishment and bliss,-*- 
How grateful even its anguish is, 

Its**bitterness how sweet! 

There every sense, and all the mind. 

In all her iacuUies refined, 

Tasted happiness cum'piete. 

f 

Sbtils once enabled to disdain 
Base si.blunary joys, maintain 
'1 heir dignity secure ; 

*rhe fever of desire is passed. 

And love has all its genuine taste, 

^ Is delicate and pure. 

Self-love no*^jrace in sorrow sees^ 
Consults her uhni/ieculiar ease ; 

<• ’Tis all the bliss she knows : 

But nobler aims true Love employ ; 

In sclf-dcni.al is her joy, ** 

In suffering her repose. 

Sorrow and *Love go siiteTiy sifte: 

Nor height nor depth can e’er divide 
Their heaven-appointed bands ; 
Those dear associates still are one. 

Nor till the race oflife is firn 
Disjoin.ilictr wedded han(&. 

Jesus, avenger of our fall, ** 

.Thou faithful lover, above all ' 

The Cross hast ever borne I 
Oh tell me,—life is in Thy voice, — 
How much afflictions were Thy choice, 
And sloth and ease Thy scorn I 

Thy choice and mine shall be the same, 
^Inspirer of that holy Same 
' which must for ever blaze! 

To take Jhe Cross and follow Thee, 
Where love an& duty lead, shall be 
My portion and my praise. 


JOY IN MARTYRDOM. 


•SwsBT tenants of groves 
Who dng, withoi^t design, 
*A song of artless love, , 

Id unisob wijdi mine: 


These edioing shades retnmV 
« Full many a note of ours. 

That snse ones cannot learn 
With all their bpasted powers. 
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O Thou ! vrho^ sacred charms 
These hearts so seldom love, 
i^though Thy beauty warms 
And blesses all above ; 

How slow are human things 
To choose their happiest lot' 
All-glorioiis King of Kings, 

Say why we love Thee not ? 


This heart, tl^t cannot^rest. 

Shall Thine for gver prove ; 
Though bleeding and distressed. 
Yet joyful in Thy love : 

'Tis happy, though it breaks 
Beneath Thy chasteiung hand s 
And soeechless,— yet it speaks 
What Thou canst uuderstamL 


• SIMPJ.E TRUST. 


Still, still, without ceasing 
I feel it incrci&ing, 

This fervour of holy desii^; 

And often exclaim, • 
l^t me die in the^ame 
or a love that can never expire !, 

Had I words to explain 
What sntf must jiistain 
Who dies4. Irilb world aad its ways: 
Ho^ joy and affright, ' 

I!>Lstress and delight, 

. Alternately chequer her days; 


Thou, sweetly severe ! 

% 1 would make Thee appear,. 

In all^hou art pleased to award, 
Not more in tne sweet 
Than the bitter I meet 
My tender and merciful' Lord. 

ThiaTaXh, in the dark 
Pursuing its mane. 

Through many sharp trials of lov^ 
Is the sorrowful waste 
That i^to be passed 
^n the way to tlfb Canaan akov: 


THE NECESSITY OF SELF-ABASEMENT 


SOURCR of Love, my brighter Sun, 
Thou alone my comfort art; 

See, my race is ^most run; 

Hast Thou left this trembling heart ? 

In my youth Thy charming ^es , 
Drew me from the wavy of men; 
Then I drank unmin{(|ea jojp ; 

Frown of Thine saw never ^en. 

» 

Spouse iff Christ was then my namt; 

And devoted all to Thd^ 

Strangely jealous, I became 
Jealous of this self in roe. p 

Tim to love, and none besides 
Was my darling, sate employe 
While adtemately 4 died. 

Now enf grief, and now of iofy 


Through the dark and silent night 
On Thy radiant styiles I dwelt; 

And to see the dawning light * 
Was the keenest pain 1 fclt< 

Thou my gracious teuhei wortV ^ 
And Thine eye, so close Applied,* 

While it watched th^ pupil’s heart. 
Seemed to Igok at none beside. 

Conscions of no eldl drift, 
lliM, I criej'^is love indeed !*- 

’Tis the Giver, not the gm. 

Whence the 1 fed proceed. 

Bat soon hvnbled, and laid lov^ 
Stript of eU Them hast conferred, • 

-Koriiing left but sin and wqp, * 

I peroehred hoyr I had erred. 
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translations 


Oh the vain conceit on man, 

Dreaming of a^gooa his own. 
Arrogating all he can, , 

Though the Lord is good alone I 

ITc the gracef, thou hast wrought 
Makes subservient to his pride; 
Ignorant, that one such thought 
Passes illl his sin beside. 

t 

Such his folly—^roverfi at last, 

By tlie 'toss of« that repose 


Self-complacence cannot taste^ 
.Only Love Divine bestows. 

f 

’"Ds bv this reproof severe, ' 

And by this reproof alonf^ 

His defects at last tmpear, 

Man is to himself made known. 

< 

I Learn, albearth! that feeble man, 
Sprung from this terrestrial clod, 
Notning is, and nothing can ; 

Life and jtower arc all in God. 


LOVE INCREASED BY SUFFERING. 


** I LOVE the Lord ” is still th8 stra[n 
This heart delights to sing; 

But I reply,—“Your thoughts are vain, 
“ Perhaps 'tis no such thii^.“ 

Before the power of I .ove DiVine 
Creation fades away; 

Till only Gtxl is seen to shine 

^ that we survey. 

In gulfs of awful night we find 
The God of our desi^ps ; 

’Tis there He stamps the yielding mind, 
And doubles all its fire.s. 

Flames of encircling love invest, 

An<l pierce it sweetly thmugh ; 

*Tis Ailed with sacred joy, yet pressed 
\yith sacred so.row too. 

Ah T.nve I my heart is in the right— 
A^(lst a thoumnd woes, 

To Thee,Us hver new delight 
And all its pe^e it owes. 

Fresh, causes of distrcs,« occur 
W'here’er I look or move; 


The comforts*%^to all prefer 
Are solitude andrlovc. 

• 

Nor exile I, nor prison fear; 
lA)ve makes my courage g^cat; 

I find a Saviour evc^wher#,' 
llis grace ip eveiy sta* 4 » , 

Nor castle walls, nor dungeons deep. 
Exclude His quickening beams ; 

There I can sit, and,sing, and weep. 
And dwell on heavenly themes. 

•i* * 

There sorrow, for His sake, is found 
A joy beyond compare; • 

Therenopresumptuous thoughts abound. 
No pride can enter there. 

A Saviour doubles all my |oys, 

And sweetens alt my pains, 

His strength in my defence employs, 
Consoles me and sustains. 

J, fear no ill, resent no wTong, 

Nor feel a passion move. 

When malice yhets h«r slanderous 
tongue; . ' 

Such patience is in lo*% 


SCENES FAVOURABLE TO ^^EDITATION. 

Wilds herrid and dwk vi^ o’etshadovring trees, 
Rocks^hat ivy and bxiet s tnfcCd, 

Scenes Nature with dread and astonishment seea^ 
Bat I with a pleasare untold; 
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though awfully silent, and shaggy, and rad<» 

\ am charmra with the peace ye afford ; I 
Your shades are a temple where none will intrude 
The abode of my Lpver ood Lord. 

I am sick of thy splendour, O fountain of day, 

And here I am nid from its beams ; • 

Here safely contemplate a brighter display 
Of the noblest and holiest of themes. 

• • . I 

Ye forests, that yield me my sweetest repose, 

Where stillness an<h solitude reimi, • 

Tc^ou 1 seairely and boldly disclose 

The dear anguish of which 1 complaia 

♦ 

IT^re, sweetly foi^etting, and wholly forgot 
By the world and its turbulent throng, 

Ine birds and the streams Itnd me many a note 
That ai(k meditation and song. * • 

• • 

Hcrcf wandering in s(^nes that are sacred to nighty 
Love wears me and wastes me away; 

And often the un has spent much qf j^is light 
Ere yet I perceive it is day, ^ ^ • 

^Wlule a ntmtle of darkness envelopes the sphere. 

My sorrows are sadly rehearsed; 

To me the dark hours are all equally ^ear. 

And the last is as sweet a* the first. * 

m 

llerf I and th^ beasts of the desert agree; 

Mankind are^he wolves that I fear: * 

They grudge me my natural right to be free. 

But nobody questions it here. 

Though little is found in this dreary abode 
That appetite wishes to find. 

My spirit is soothed by the presence of God, 

And appetite wholly resigned.^ 

• 

Ye desolate scenes, to your solitude led. 

My life 1 in praises fmploy. 

And scaree^know the source of the tears that I sh^ 

Proq^ they from sorreyv or joy. 

•There's nothing I seem to hove skfll to disem^ 

I feel out my way 4n the dark; , 

Love reign# in my bosom, I constantly busn„ 

Yet hardly distinguish fk ipaik. 

I live, yet I seem-to ngpelf to be dead; 

SiuA a riddle is not to he found; • 

Tam nourished wlHioQt|caoning How 1 As fed, 

I'bave no^inii and*yet t hbtmndj* 
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TJ^ANSLAT/OJ^S 


O Lo^-e! who in darkness art pleased to abide, 
Th&gh dimly yet surely I see 
That tnese contrarieties only»reside 
In the soul that is chosen Thee. 

Ah send me not back to the race of mankind, 
Perversely by folly beguiled : * 

For where, in the crowds 1 have left, shall I find 
The spirit and heart of a child ? 

^ a V 

■ Here let me, though fixed in a desert, be free; 

A k’ttle one whom they demise, 

.Though lost to the world, if in union with Thee, 
Shall be holy and happy and wise. 
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TRANSLATIONS OF THE LATIN POEMS OF l^ILTON. 


4 

E4.EGIES. 

• ELEGY I. 

. TO CHARLES DEODATI. 

At length, my friend, the fiir-seiVt leltera come. 
Charged with thy kindness, to tlicir dcsTiivd home; 
« They come, af length, from Deva's Western side. 
Where prone she seeks th<^salt Vergivian title. 
Trust me, my joy is "rent that thou shoiildst })e, 
4'hougli born of foreign race, yet bom ^ me, * 
%\nd that my sprightly friend, now freeTi^roam, 

^ Mus^ sec4c again so soon his wonted home. 

w'ell content, where 'f hames with influent tide 
My native city laves, meantime reside. 

Nor zeal nor duty now my steps mpel • 

To rcedv Cam, and my forbidden cell. 
ffbr au^t of pleasure in those fields have I, 

That, to fhe musinSdxird, all shade den^. 

'Tis lime that I a pedant's threats disdain, 

* And fly from wrongs my soul will ne'er siistaii 
If peaceful days, in lettered leisure spent 
Keneath my father’s roof, be banishment, 

Then call me banished, I will ne'er refuse 
A name expressive of the lot 1 chuse. - 
I would that, exiled to the Pontic shore, 

Rome's hapless bard had suffered nothing more; 
He thenJiad equalled even Homer's lays. 

And Virgil! thou hadst wop but sccomi praise. 

For here I woo Ahe Muse, with no control; 

And here boolas—my life—absorb me wholes. 

Here too I visit, or to smile, or weep, 

The^inding theatre's mmestic sweep; ^ 

* The grave or gay coiloqual scene recruits 
My spirits, spent in learning's long panui% 
*Vvhethcr some senior shpi;wd, or sp^thrift heir, 
Suitor, or soldier nol^ unarmed, be there; * 

Or some coifed brooder o'er«a fen years' cause 
Thunder the Norman dbber^ of the laws. * 

The lacouey there oft dupeS Qie wmy sir& 
lAnd artful spe^ the enanCoured son's dinie. 
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There* vii^Lns oft, unconscious what they prove, 

What lov^is know not, yet, unknowing, love. 

Or if‘impassioned Tragedy wield high 

The bloody sceptre, give aer loc’is to fly 40 

Wild as the winds, and roll her haggard eye, 

I gaze, and^ grieve, still cherishing my grief, 

/1 times even bitter tears yield sweet relief; 

As when, from bUss untasted tom awav, 

Some youth dies, hapless, on his bridal /tay ;— , 

Or when the ghost, sent back fiom shades below, 

Fills the iji^sassin’s heart with vengeful W'oe, 

When Troy, or Argos, the dire scene affords, 

Or Creon’s hall laments its guilty lord& 

Nor always city-pent, or pent at home, 50 

1 dwell: but when spring calls me forth to roam, 

Kxpatiate in our proud suburban shades 
Of branching elm, that ne^ cr siyi pervades. 

Here many a virg/n iroim I may descry. 

Like stars of mildest in^uence, gliding by. * 

Oh forms divine! Oh looks that might inspire 
Even Jove himself, grown oUI, with young desire 1 
Oft have I gazed oi; gem‘surpassing eyes, 

Outsparkling every 4iar that gilds the skies. 

Necks whiter than the ivory arm bestowed ^ '60 

Ey Jove on I*clops, or the Milky Road! ' 

Bright lucks. Love’s golden snare 1 these falling low. 

Those playing wanton o'er the graceful brow ! 

Cheeks too, more winning sweet than after shower _ 

Adonis turned to Flora’s favourite flower ! 

Yield, heroines, yield, and ye who slior^J the embrace 

Of Jupiter in ancient times, give place 1 

Give place, ye turbaned fair of Persia’s coast I 

And ye, not less renowned, Assyria’s boast 1 

Submit, ye nymphs of Greece! ye, once the bloom 70 

Of llion 1 and all ye of haughty Rome, 

Who swept, of old, her theatres with trains 
Redundant, and stUl live in classic strains 1 
To British damsels beauty’s palm is due; 

Aliens t to follow them is fame for you. 

C city, founded by Dardanian ^nds, 

Whose towering m>nt the circling realms commands^ 

Too blest abode 1 no loveliness we see 
In all the earth, but it abounds in thee. 

The virgin multitude that daily meets. So 

Radiant with gold pind beauty, in ..hy street^ 

Outnumbers sJl her train of starry files, 

With which Diana plds thy lofty spires. 

Fame say% that wdled htdier by her d?vea. 

With all her host of quiver-beering loves, 

Venus, prefen ing Papnian scenes no more^ 

Has fix^ h<^ empire on thy nbbler Shrure. 

• But lest the sightless boymibroe my stay. 
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• « 

1 leave these happy walls, while yet I may. • 

Immortal Moly shall secure my heart 90 

From all the sorcery of Circsean art, 1 

And l*will e'en repass Yarn's seedy pools 
To face once more the warfare of the schools. 

Meantime accept tlus trifle I rhymes though 
Yet such as prove thy Friend’s remembrance true! 


• ELEGY II. 

ON THE DEATH OF THE UNIf ERSITV ‘BEDEL AT CAMBRIDGE. 

COMI'QSBU DV MICTON IN TUB SBVBNTBBNTH VBAR OP HIS ACa 

• • 

Thee, who^fefulgent staff, and summiAis clear, 

Mincr\|^’s nock long time was w8nt to obey. 

Although thyself a herald famous here, 

The last of hcraMs,* Death, has snatched away. 

* He calls on all alike, nor even deigns^* * * 

* To spare the office that himself sustains^ 

* ^ * • 

Illy locks were whiter than the plumes displayed 
By Leda’s paramour in ancient time, , 

But thou wast worthy ne’er to liave decayed, * 

• Or ^son-like to know a .second prime, 

• Worthy# for wlioiy some goddess should have yron 
New life, oft kneelftig to Apollo’s son. 

Commissioned to convene, with hasty call, 

The gowned tribes, how graceful wouldst thou stan^! 

So stood Cyllenius erst in Priam's hall, 

Wing'footed messenger of Jove’s command; 

And so Eurybates, when he ^dressed 
To Peleus’ son Atrides* proud behest. 

Dread queen of sepulchres I whose rigorous laws 
And watchfl^ eyes run through the realms below; 

Oh, oil too advene to Minena.» catis^ 

Too oftm to the Muse not less a foe, ^ ^ 

Chttse meaner marks, and with more equid aim 
’ Pierce useless drones, earth’s burden and its shynif! 

• • • 

• Flow, therefore, tears ^r him, from every eyej 

All ye disciples df the Muses, weefi I 
Assembling all in robes of*aaWe dye, 

Around bis bier, lament his endless jdeep P 
And let complaining Elegy lehearse 

• In eveiy scb^l her sweet&t, saddest vefse. 

• C EE 


TRANSLATION'S 


ELEGY Til. 

• * 

ON THE DEATH OF THE BISHOP OF WINCHESTER. 

f 

r • 

COMPOSED IN TUB AUTHOR S SEVENTEEN rtl 

#• 

Silent I sat, dejected, and alone, ' 

Making in thought the p^lic woesiny own, '' 

When, first, arose the image in my breast 
Of I^gtand's suffering by tUut scouige, the Pest f 
*How Death, his funeral torch and scythe in hand. 

Entering the lore] best man^ons of ttfe land, 

Ha.s laid the gem illumined palace low. 

And Icvulleil tribes of nobles at a blow. 

I next deplored the fayied paternal pair, ■ 

Too soon to ^‘isKcs turned, mnd empty air! lo 

The heroes next, snatched into the skies 

All Ilelgia saw, and iollowed with her sighs} 

But thee far most 1 mourneh, regretted most, 

Wiitfon’s c^ie( shepherd, and her worthiest boast! 

Fowred out in t\uars I thus complaining said : 

“ Death, next in power to him who rules the (lead J * 

*' Is’t not enough that all the woodlanttt yield * 

“ To thy fell foi'ce, and every verdant field ; 

Tl)|^t lilicS) at one noisome blast of thine, 

'** And even the CypKein queen’s own roses, pine ; 20 

“ That oaks themselves, altliough the running^^rill 
Sucble their roots, must wither ^ thy will s 
Tliat all the winged nations, even tliose 
“ Whose heaven-directed flight the future shows, 

“ And all the beasts, that, in dark forests stray, 

** And all the herds of Proteus are thy prey? 

“ Ah, envious ! armed with powers so unconfined I 
, *< Why stain thy hands with blood of human kind ? 

“ Why take tielyht, with darts, that never roam. 

To chase a heaven-born spirit from her home?’* 30 
While thus 1 mourned, the star of evening stood. 

Now newly risen, above the western flood. 

And Pheebus from his moAiing goal again 
* Had reached the gull's of the llierian main. 

I wished repose, and on my couch reclined 
Took early rest, to night and sleep resigned: 

■When—Uh for wools to paint what I wheld !— 

I seemed to wander in a spacious field, 

'\yhere all the champaign glowed with {wrple light , 

Like that o. sunrise on the nfouq^ain height; 40 

Flowers over all the field|, 4 >f every hue 
That evtT Iris wore, luxuriant grew. 

Nor Clfioris with whomUkmorfius zephyrs play. 

E'er dressedcAlcinotts* garden half so gay. 
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A silver current, like the Tagus, rolled I 
O’ejf golden sands, but sands of purer gold ;| 

With dewy airs Favonius fanned the flowers, 

With uirs awakened under rofy bowers: , 

Such, poets feign, irradiated all o*er 
The sun's abode on India’s utmost shore. 50 

While I that splindour and the mingled diade 
Of fruitful vines with wonder fixt surveyed, 

At once,*with looks that beamed celestial grace^ 

‘The seer of W^ton stood Iwfore my face. 

Ilis snowy vesture's hem descending low 
His golden sandals sw%pt; and pure as snouf 
New-fallen shone*the mitre on his brow. 

Where’er he tfod a tregiulous sweet sound 
Of gladne-is shook the flowery seme around: 

Attendant angels clap their starry wings, 60 

The truin|iet shakes the skj^ all aether rings ; 

Each chan^ his welcome, folds him his breast. 

And thusm sweeter voice than ^dl the rest: 

** Asctml, my son ! thv Father's kingdom share I 
My .son 1 hencefojth'ue freed from every care ! ** 

So snake the voice, and at its ^n^er clou)}: 

With psaitry's sound the angelic bund arose; • 

The^ night retired, and, chased by dawning day, 
riie visioifliry bliss passed all away. 

1 mourned my banished sleep, with fond concern ; 70 

Frequent to me may dreams like thisareturn] 


ELEGY IV. < 

TO ms TUTOR, THOMAS YOUNG, 

CHAPLAIN TO THE ENGLISH FACTORY AT HAMBURGH. 

WBITTBN IN THB AOTMOB'B UIGHTBSMTH VBAB. 

Hence, my epistle—skim the deep—fly o'er 
Yon smooth expanse to the Teutonic shore 1 
Haste—lest a friend should grieve for thy delay- 
And the gbds grant, that nothing thwart thy way*! 

I wiIlfnyself*invoke the IRng, who binds 
^ Tn his Sicanian echoing vault the winds, * 

* With Doris and her^ympfas, and aU the throng 
Of azure gpds, to spem thee safe along. 

But rather to ensure thy happier haste, * 

Ascend Medea^ chariot, if tnou mayst; * * 10 

Or that, whenm young Ti^ptolemns of yore • * 
Descended, welcome off the Scythian shfiie. 

The sands, that flpe th^German eoast, d escried, 

Tct opulent Hambuigp turn aside! ^ 


TJiANSLA TIONS 


f 

So called, rf legendaiy fame l)C true, 

From llar|a, whom a club armed Cimbrian slew. 
There live-s deep-learned and primitively just, 

A faithful steward of his Christiap trust. 

My friend, and favourite inmate of my heart, 

That now is forced to want its better^part 
What mountains now, and seas alas, how wide! 
From me this othqr, dearer self divide. 

Dear as the sage renowned for moral truUi 

• Ti) the prime spirit of the Atlit youth I 
Dear as thp Stagyrite to Animon’.s son, 

, His pupil, who disdained the woAU he won 1 
Nor so did Chiron, or so Phecnix shine 
In young Achilles’ eyes, as he ii\ mine. 
l*'irst led by him through sweet Aonian shade, 

Each sacred haunt of Pindus I surveyed; 

Ami favoured by the Muse, <nvhqpi I implored, 

'I'hrice on my lip t)te*1iallowed stream 1 poui;«^. 

But thrice the sun’s resplendent chariot, rolleclT^ 

To Aries, has new-tinged his fle(Y:e with gold. 

And Chloris twice has dressed the meadows gay. 

And twice has stammer parched their bloom away. 
Since last delighted dte his looks I hung. 

Or my ear drank tHe music of his tongue: • 

Fly, therefore, and surpass the tempest’s spc£d; 
Aware thyself that there is urgent need 1 
^ Him, entering, thou shaft hnpl}' st ated see 
Besidb his spouse, his infanV!! on his knee; 

Or turning, page by page, with studious look, 

Some bulkyiFather, or Cod’s holy boolf; 

Or ministering (which is his weightiest care) 

To Christ’s assembled flock their heavenly fare. 

(live him, whatever his employment 
Such gratulation as he claims from me; 

And, with a downcast eye, and carriage meek, 
Addr^ing him, forget not thus to speak! 

it compost round with arms, thou ctxnst attend 
To verse, verse greets thee from a distant inend. 

Long due, and late, I left the English shore; 

Bit make me welcome for that cause the morel 
Such from Ul 3 rs$e 8 , his chaste w'ifc to dieer,^ 

The slow raistle came, though late, sincere. - 
But wherefore this 7 why nalliate I the deed. 

For which ihe culprit's self could hardly pl«id ? 
Sclf-chatged, and self-condemned/ his proper part 

• He feels nr^^ted, with an aching heart; - 
But thou forgive: delinquents, who confesa 
And prSy.forgiveness, merit anger ^esaa^ 

From timid foes the lion turns <eway, 

Nor yawns upon or rends a crouching prey; 

Even pike-wiMding Thracians ^eam VO qpar^ 

• Won bv S/oft influflaiw nf m «nnnliatit nn«M> • 



OF THE IJirm POEMS OF MILTON. 


437 


And Haven’s dread thunderbolt arrested stands 1 

By a cheap victim, and uplifted hands. 

lx}ng !>ad*he wished to wri^c, buLewas withheld, 

And writes at last, by love alone compelled; 

Fame, too often trye when she alarms, ^ 
Reports thy neighbouring fields a scene of arms; 
Thy city against fierce besiegers barred, • 

And^all the isaxon xhiefs for fight prepared. 

Enyo wastes thy country widd around, 

And saturates with blood ^le tainted ground; 

Mars rests contented jn his Thrace no more, 

But goads his stee(|s to fields of Clcmian gore : 

'i'hc cvcr-veixlant mtve fades and dies, . 

And Peace, the trumpet-hating goddess, flies, 

Flies from that earth which Justice long had left, 
And Itfhves the world of it%inst J^uard ^^reft. 

** Thus horro§ girds thee round. M^iMiime alone 
Thou dwell’st/^nd helpless, in a soi4unknown; 
Poor, and feceiving from a^oreign hand 
The aid denied thee in thy native land. 

& ruthless county, and unfeeling more • • 
iThan thy own billow-beaten chalky sh^J^! 

.cavest thou to foreign care the worthies given 
Providence ro guide thy stejis to heaven? 

11 is ministers, commissioned to proclaim 
liitcrnal blessings in a SaviouPs name ? * 

Ah, thenjmost worthy, with a soni unfed, 
h>f Stygian night to lie for ever dead! 

So once tlTe vcneraBlf Tislibilc strayed 
An exiled fugitive from shade to sh^e, 

*When, flying Ahab and liis fury wife. 

In lone Arabian wilds he sheltered life; 

•So from Philippi wandered forth forlorn 
Cilician Paul, with sounding scourges tom ; 

And Christ himself so left, and trem no more. 

The thankless Geigesenes’ forbidden shore. 

** But thou take courage! strive against despair I 
Quake not with dread, nor nourish anxious care I 
Grim war indeed on every %dc appears, 

And thou art me|;aced by a thousand spears ; 

Yet none sh^l drink thy bloodg^or shall offend 
Even the defenceless bosom of my friend. 

For thee the iEgis of (by God shall hide, 

^hovah's self shall combift on thy side: 

The same^ who lAnquished under Sion’s toweta,* • 
At silent midn^t, all A^^Vs powers; 

The same, who overliDrew in ages past 
Damascus’ sons that laid Sunarlk waste! 

Thdr king he filled and thenywith fatal^fean ^ 

By mimic sounds of clanons m their ears; 

Of lioofs,'and wheels, and ifeighinn fronf afar^ 

Of ciadyng armour, and the din <n war. 
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TRANSLATIONS 


Thou,therefore (as the most afflicted may), 

Still hope, and triumph o’er thy evil day ! 120 

Lsok forth, expecting happier tildes to come. 

And to enjoy, once more, thy native home ! ” 


ELEGlV V 

ON THE APPROAC^t OF SPRING. 

WRITTEN IN THE AUTHOR'S TWENTIETH YEAR. 

Time, never -wandering from his annual round. 

Bids Zephyr breathe the Spring, (.and thaw the ground; 

Bleak Winter flieiV'dhw verdure clothes the plain, 

And Earth assumes her {transient vouth again. 

Dream I, or also to the Spring belong * 

Increase of genius, and new powers of song ? 

Spring gives thepi, ^nd, how strange soe'er it teems, 

Impels roe now to sdine harmonious themes. 

Castalia's fountain'and the forked hill, ■ 

By day, by night, my raptured fancy fill; *'* i<T“' 

My bosom burns and heaves, 1 hear within 
, A sacred spund that prompts me to b^in. 

' Lo, Pheebus comes ! with bis bright hair he blends 
The radiant laurel wreath ; Phoebus descends: * 

I mount, and undepressed by cumbrou^play 
Through cloudy re^ons win my easy way; 

Rapt, through poetic shndo^vy haunts I fly; 

The shrines all open to my dauntless eye, 

My spirit searches all the realms of light. 

And no Tartarean gulfs elude my sight 20 

But 1 ;))is ecstatic trance—thb glorious storm 
Of inspiration—what will it perform? 

Spring claims the verse^ that with his influence glows, 
An^wall be paid with what himself bestows. 

Thou, veiled with opening fojiage, lead’st the throng 
Of feathered minstrels, Philomel! in song 
Let ds, in concert, to the sejison sing, «■ 

Civic and sylvan heralds of the Spring t * 

With notes triumphant Spring’s approach declare I < 

To Spring,, ve Muses, annual timite bear I 36 

.The Orient 4cft and Ethiopia's plains, * 

The Syn now northward turns his golden reins; 

Night cipeps not now, yet rules with gentle sway, 

And drives her dusky horrors owiil away; 

Now less fisit^ued, on this ethereal plain 
Bootes follow his celestial waSn ; ^ 

And' now the radkmt scarinels atmve, 

. yba numerous watch around the courts of Jove, 
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For, wi^i tile night, force, ambush, slaughter fly, I 
And no gigantic guilt alarms the sky. * 

Now haply says sum^ shepherd, v^ile he views. 
Recumbent on a rock, the fhddening dews, 

Tfiis night, this surely, Phoebus missed the Fair, 
Who stops his chariot Ify her amorous care. • 
Cynthia, delighted by the morning’s glow, 

S|^eds to the woodland, and resumes her ftow; 
Resigns her beams,^nd, g}ad*to disappear. 

Blesses his aid who bhurtens her career. 

Come—Phtrbus cries—AArora come—too late • 


Thou lingerest, slumiflering, with thy withered mate ! 
l^ave him, and to^Hymettus’ top repair 1 
Thy darling Cephalus expeas thee tneit. 

The goddess, w'lth a lilubh, her love betrays, 

But mAunts, and, driving rapidly olieys-. 

Earth now desines thee, rHIebus ! and to engage 
Thy warm en^^race, casts off the gidse of^ogc; 
Desires tlwe, and deserves ; for who so sweet, 

When her rich bosom raufts thy genial heat ? 

Jier breath imparl t-i every breeze that blows 
Arabia's harvest, and the Paphian ros^* * 

Ifer loftjf front she diadems around • 

*With sacred piftes, like Ops on Ida crowmed ; 

Her dewy locks with various flowers ncw>b]own 
She interweaves, various, and ail her own,. 

For Proseroine, in such a wreath attired, ‘ 

^Hecnari^A Dis himself with love inspired. 

Fear not,»lest, coitkand coy, the nymph refuse 
Herself, with all her sighing Zc]>hyrs, sues; 

Each courts thee, fanning soft his scented wing, 

And all her groves with warbled wishes ring. 

Nor, unendowed and indigent, aspires 

The amorous Earth to eng.igc thy warm desires. 

But. rich in balmy drugs, assists thy claim, 

Divine Physician ! to that glorious Marne. 

If splendid recompense^ if gifts can move 
Desire in thee (gilts often purchase love), 

She offers all the wealth her mountains hide. 

And all that rests lieneath the boundless tide. 


» 


How oft, when%eadlong from the heavenly steep 
She sees th0e playtng in the wtstem deep. 

Hoy oft she cries—^ Ah Phoebnsl why repair • 
Thy wasted force, why seek refreshment there? . 
Can Tethys winsthee? wherefore shouhiii (li<m^fave 
A face so fair in her unpleasant wave * 

Come, seek my gren rAreats, and rather chusi 
To cool thy tresses in my cra^l dews, 

The grassy turf shall yield thee sweeter vest 
Come, lay thy event ngp glorias <m my breast, • 

And breathing fresh, through many a hupid rose, 
Soft whisocriner urs shall lull thee to reoose! 
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No fears 1 feel like Semele to die, 

Nor lest tEy burning wheels approach too nigh,—* 

For fhou canst govern them ; here therefore rest, 

And lay thy evening glorias on vds breast I ” 

Thus breathes the wanton Earth her amorous flame, 
And all her countless offspring feel the same; 

For Cupid now through every r<^on strays, 
Brightening his faUed tires with solar rays; 

Ilis neW’Struiig bow sends forth a deadlii r sound, 

Avid his new-pointed shafts more deeply wound; 

Nor DiaiF> self escapes him nowkintned. 

Nor* even Vesta at her altar-side; 

His mother too repairs her beauty's wane^ 

And seems sprung newly from tRe deep again. 

Exulting youths the Hymeneal sing, 

With Hymen’s name roofs, rocks, and valleys ring; ^ 
He, new-attiretl, anej by the seaSbn drest, 

Proceetls, all fragi*ant, in his saffron vest. 

Now, many a golden-ciActured viigin roves , 
To.taste the pleasures of the flcKs and groves; 

All wish, and each alike, some favourite youth 
Hers, ii^thc bortds'bf Hymeneal truth. 

Now pipes the shepherd through his reeds again, 

Nor Phillis wants a song that suits the straii\; 

With songs the seaman hails the starry sphere, 

And dolphins rise from the abyss to hear; 

^-'Tove^Vcls himseirthe seasqp, spoils again 
With his fair spouse, and banquets all his train. 

Now too thg Satyrs, in the dusk of eve, 

Their mazy dance through flowery meadows weaver 
And neither god nor goat, but both in kind, 

Silvanus, wreathed with cypresK, skips behind. 

The Dryads leave their hollow sylvan cells 
To roam the banks and solitary dells; 

Pan riots now, and from his amorous chafe 
CereiTand Cybele seem lurdly safe; 

And Faumis, all on fire to reach the prize. 

In (diase of some enticing Oread flies ; 

She hounds before, but fears too swift a bound. 

And hidden lies, but wishes to be found. 

Our shades entice the Immortals from abovir. 

And some kind power presides o’er ever^ grovtf; 

And long, Powers, o'er every grove preade, 

For all cs safe and blest, where yci,abide! 

wu**™* ^ ^ *^® restore—, 

Why chodse to dwell 'i^ere storms and thunder roar? 
At lea^, thon, Pheebus ! mode^atl^th]Lspeed I 
not hie vernal hours toasyriffc proceed. 

Command roi^ Winter back, nor yield the pole 
Too soon to I’TightVencroacha.^ loig control! 
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ELEGY VL 

. • 

TO CHARLES DEODATI, 

_ , • • 

while he spent his Christmas in the country, sent the Author a poetical Epistle, in which 
he requested that his verses, if not so good as usual, mighkhc excused on account of the many 
feasts to which his frienSs had invited mm, and which would not allow him leisure ^ finidi them 
as he wishedi* C • 

e 

With no rich viands ovt^fcharged, I send • 

Health, which percl\fince you want, my pampered frienfl; 

But wherefore should thy muse tempt mine away 
From what she loves, fronMdarkness iivto day? 

Art thou desirous to be told how well 
I love thee, and in verse ? verse cannot tell. 

For has bounds, and^us(*in measure move 
But neither bounds nor measure know*love. 

How plcasaiff, in thy lines described, appear 
DecemliePs harmless spor||, and rural cheer t 
French spirits kind1ing>with cxrulcan fires, 

•And all such gambols as the time inspirqp !« 

Think not mat wine against good vdfM oflends ; • 
l^c Mi»e ancl Bacchus nave l>een alwayS friends, 

Nor Phoebus blushes sometimes to be found 
With ivy, rather than with laurel, crowned. 

The Nine themselves ofttimes have joined^e sogg 
And reygls of the Bacchanalian Arong; 
dfot even Ovid could iii Scythian air 
Sing sweetly—wb/^no vine would flourish theA, 

What in brief numliers sung Anacreon’s muse ? 

Wine, and the rose, that sparkling wine bedews. 

Pindar with Bacchus glows*—his every line 
Breathes the rich fragrance of inspiring wine. 

While, with loud crash o’erturneu, the chariot lies 
And Iwown with dust the fiery courser flies. 

The Roman lyrist steeped in wine hfs lays, 

So sweet in Glycera’s and Chloe’s praiw. 

Now too the plenteous feast and mantling bowl 
Nourish the vigour of thy sprightly soul; 

The flowing gol^et makes thy numbers flow. 

And casks i^t wing alone^ but ^erse bestow. 

Thus Phoebus favours, and the arts attend, ^ 

Whom Bacchus, and whom Ceres, both bariend ; 

What wonder, then, thy fierses are so sweet, * 

In which these tfiple powers so kindly meet? • 

The lute now also sound^ with gold inwrou^t,« 

And touched with fl^g bnms, nicely taught; 

In tapestried halls, nigh-roofed,*the spri^Uy me 
Directs the dancers of the virnn choir. , ^ 

If dull repletion fright the muse away, ^ 

Sights, gky as these, may ntore invite her^tay: 
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And, tmst \he, while the ivory keys resound, 

Fair damse» sport, and perfumes steam around, 

Apollo’s influence^ like etVreal flame, 

ShaH animate, at once, thy glowidg frame, 

And all the Muse shall rush into thy breast. 

By love and music's blended powers pbsscst. 

For numerous powers light Flegy befriend, 

Hear her sweet vo?ce, and at her call attend ; 50 

' Her Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, all approve, 

An*d, with his blushing mother, gentle l^)ve. 

. Hence to shch bards w'e grant the iupious use 
‘ Of l)Snquets, and the vine’s delicious jUice. 

But they, who demi-gods and heroes praise, 

* An<l feats performed in Jove’s more youthful days, 

Who now the counsels‘of high heaven explore. 

Now shades, that echo the (,'crbercan roar. 

Simply let these, likedrim of Sanfos, live; 

Let Mrbs to them h bloqdless lianquet give ; ‘ , 60 

In l>eechen goblets let their Ixrverage shine. 

Cool from the crystal spring, theif^solicr wine ! 

Their youth should pass in innocence, secure 
From staiii licentibuV and in manners pure, 

Pure as the priest, when robed in white he stands. 

The fresh lustration ready in his hands. G 
Thus Linus lived, and thus, as poets write, 

Tiresias, wiser forihis loss of sight; 

* Phus tixilctf'Chalcas thus the bard of Thrace, 

Melodious tamer of the savage race; ‘ jc\ 

Thus, trainet? by temperance, Homer led.*of yore, • 

His chief of Ithaca from shore to shore. 

Through magic Circe’s monster-peopled reign. 

And shoals insidious with the Siren train ; 

And through the realms where grizly spectres dwell. 

Whose trib^ he fettered in a gory spell: 

For these are sacred bards, and, from above, 

Drink'^ large infusions from (he mind of Jove. 

Wouldst thou, (perhaps 'tis hardly worth thine ear) 
Woifldst thou be told my occupation here ? So 

The promised Kmg of peace employs my pen, 

' The eternal coyenwt made for guilty men. 

The new-born Deity with inljuit cries * 

Filling the sordid hovel, where he lies; 

^e hjrmniil^ Angds, and the herald star. 

That led the Wise, who sought hlna from alar, 

■ And idols pK their jown unhulowed shore * 

Dash^, at Ills birth, to be revered no more I 
This th^e on re^s of Albion I t«h^{irse : 

The do^^ of that blest day inspired the verse; 90 

Verse Umt, reserved in secret, shall attend 
Thy candid vMce, my critic, aiM my^riend! 
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lyLEGY VI r. 

COMIK)SED IM THB AVTHOB’s NINBTBBNTH VBAB. 

• • 

As yet a stranger to the gentle fires 
TW Amathflsia’s smiling ^ueen inspires,* 

No( ^Idom 1 deriiftd Cupid's darts, 

And scorned his claim to rule all human hearts. 

*' Go, child," 1 said, " traiisfix the timorous dove4 
*' An easy conquest sitits an infant love; 

** Enslave the spafrow, for such prize shall be 
Sufficient triumph to a dfief like thi^e ! 

“ Why aim thy idle arms at human kfnd ? 

** Thy shafts prevail not’^inst^hc noble mind.” jO 

The Cyprian heard, imd, kindlin^into ire, 

(None kindle^lboner) tmmed with doubR fire. 

It was the spring, and ncwly>risen day 
Peeped o'er the hamlets off the first of May; , 

eyes, too tend* r for the blaze of light, 
iStill sought the shelter of retiring nigl^y * 

When l^ve approached: in painted plivnes arrayed 
‘The insidious f)d his rattling darts betrayed, 

Nor less his infant features, and the sly 
Sweet intimations of his threatening eye- so 

Such the Sigean boy is seen ^|^ve, 

(Silling tile goblet for imperial Jove ; 

Such he,*on whon^ the nymphs bestowed their gharms, 

Hylas, who perisheff in a Naiad's arms. 

Angry he seemed, yet graceful in his ire, 

And added threats, not destitute of fire. 

“ My power," he smd, “ by others* pain alone 
** ’Twere best to learn ; now leam it by Ihy own! 

** With those who feel my power that power attest, 

** And in thy ai^ish be my sway eonfest I 
'* I vanquished Phoebus, though returning vain 
** From nis new triumph o’er the P)rthon .slain, 

*' And when he dunks on Daphne, even he 
“ Will yield the prize of rtchcry to me. 

** A dart less tAie the Parthian horseman sped, 

** Behind Mm Idllbd, and conffuered as he fled: 

** true the exp^ Cydoni^ and less true • 

'* ^e youth whose shaf^^ his latent Procris slew. . 

'* Vanquished 1»7 me see huoe Orion bend, 

** By me Alcides, and Aldda* friend. %o* 

•* At me should Jem himself a bolt des^' 

** His bosom first mould blee4 transfixt mine.; 

** But all thy doubts this shaft will best exp(un, 

** Nor shall it readh thee wilh a trivial pain.^ 

** Thy mnsev vain youth! .dull not thy peace ensure, 

** Vor Phoebus* serpent yield thy wouno a core.'*, 
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'He spoljre, and, waving a bright shaft in air 
Sought the warm bosom of tlie Cyprian fair. 

Th&t thus a child shoul^i bluster in my ear 
Provoked my laughter, more than moved my fear. 

I shunned not, tl^refore, public haunts, but strayed 
Careless in>city or suburban shade, •• 

And passing, and repassing, nymphs that moved' 
With grace divine^ beheld where’er 1 roved. 

* Bright shone the vernal day, with double blaze, 

AS beauty gave new force to Phoebus’ rays. 

By no graVe scruples chcckeil, 1 pM;ely eyed 
Theilangerous show, rash youth my only guide, 
And many a look of many a Fair unknov n 
Met full, unable to control my own. 

But one I marked (then peace forsook my breast)— 
One—oh how far superior fo the rest! 

What lovely features./ such the Cyprian queen 
Herself might wisu, and Juno wish her mich., 

The very nymph w.ts she, whom, when I dared . 
Hi>i arrows, Love had even thcn'prcpared ; 

Nor was himself remote, nor unsupplied 
With torch well-irinuned and quiver at his side; 
Now to her lips he,clung, her eyelids now. 

Then settled on her cheeks, or on her brow ( 

And with a thousand wounds from every part 
Pierced, and transpierced, my undefended heart. 

• A fever, nrfw to me, of fie«':e desire 
Now seized my soul, and I was all on fire ; 

But she, thf while, whom only I adore, ^ 

Was gone, and vanished, to appear no'more. 

In silent sadness 1 pursue my way ; 

I pause, I turn, proceed, yet wish to stay, 

And while I follow her in thought, bemoan. 

With tears, my soul’s delight so quickly flown. 
When Jove had hurled him to the Lemniaii coast. 
So Wikan sorrowed for Olympus lost. 

And so GKdidcs, sinking into night, 

P'roni the deep^lf looked up to distant light. 

Wretch that I am, what hopes for me remain. 
Who cannot cease to love, yet love in vain ? 

Oh could I once, once more behold the Fair, 

Speak to her, tell her, of tbo pangs 1 be«r. 

Perhaps sha is not adamant, would show 
Perhaps some pity at my tale of woe. 

O inauspicKtttS flsime ! —’tis mine to prove 
A matchless instance of disastrous love. 


Ah spate me, gentle Power !—If sach^lhou be^ 
Let not thy d^s and natui^ disagree. 

Spare tne, an(} I will worship at no shrine 
With vow an^ sacrifice, save only Unne. 

Now I lUvere thy fires, tlqr bow, thy darts, 
N^w own thee sovereign of all hunum hearts. 
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Remt>ve! no-'grant me still this raging woe I ^ 

Sweet ^ the wretchedness that lovers know: lOO 

But pierce hereafter (should 1 chance to see 
One destined mine) at once both ]|cr and me. 

Such were the trophies, that, in earlier days, 

By vanity seduced, 1 toiled to raise. 

Studious, yet indolent,*and urged by youth, 

That worst of teachers ! fiom the ways o^ truth 
Till Icarnin^taught me, in his shady bower, 

To'^uit Love’s set^ile yoke, and spurn his powc 
Then, on a sudden, the fierce flame supprest, 

A frost continual settled dh my breast, llO« 

Whence Cupid fears liis flames extinct to see, * 

And Venus dreads a UiomQ,dt: in me. 


EPfGRAMS. 


, ON THE INVENTOR OB GUNS. 

Praise in old times the sage Prometheus won, 
Who stole acthcre.al radiance from Ihe sun ; 
But greater he, whose bqM invention strdVe 
To emulate the fiery bolts of Jove. 


ThtPw on the subject of the Gunpowder Treason I have not translated, both because the 
matter of mem is unpleasant, and because they are written with an asperity, which, however it 
might be warranted in Milton's day, would be extremely unseaMmable now.— C. 


TO LEONORA SINGING AT ROME. • 

[I have translated only two of the three poetical compliments addressed t^ Leonora, as they, 
appear to me far superior to what I have omitted.—C.J ^ 

Another I.connra once inspired 
Tasso, with*fa{^l love to frenzy fired; 

But hoif much happier, lived nc now, were he, 

Pierced with whatever pangs for love of thee I 
Since could he hear .that heavenljt voice of tj^intf, 

With Adriaaa’s lute of sound divine, • , 

Fiercer than Pentheus’ though his eye mi^ rolL 
Or idiot apathy ^.cniAnb his soul, ^ , 

You.slill with medicinal sounds mig^t cheer * « 

His senses wundering in a blind career; • 

And, sweetly breathing through hiiT wounffed breast, 

■ Charm, with soul-sootUng song, his thoughts to rest. 
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TO THE SAME. 

* * 

Naplks, too credulouit, aht boast no more 
The liweet-voiced Siren buried on thy shore, 

That, whei^ Parthenope deceased, she gave 
Her sacred dust to a Chalcidic grave, * 

For still she lives, but has exchan^d the hoarse * ‘ 
Pausilipo for Tiber’s placid course, 

Wffierc, idol of all Rome, ^e now in chains 
Of magic song both gods and nfhn detains. 


THE COTTAGER !\Nl5 HIS LANDLORD. 

c • 

< 

A FAB^E. 

I 

A PEASAIHT (o his lord paid yearly court, 
Presenting pidpins of so rich a sort 
Tliat he, dis\>icased'to have a part almic, • 
Removed the tree, that all might be Ins own. 

The tree, too old to travel, though before 
^ So (fruitful,*withered, and would yield no more. 
The ’squire, perceivflig .ill his Ialx)ur void, 

Cursed his own pains, so foolishly employetC 
And** Oh,” he cried, “ that I hq||*livM conicnt 
** With tribute, small indeed, but kindly meant! 

** My avarice has expensive proved to me, 

** Has cost me both my pippins and my tree.” 


TO CHRISTINA, QUEEN OF SWEDEN. 

I. 

WRif’rE;^ Cromwell’s na.me, and sein’t with the protector’s picture. 
• « 

f • 

Christina, maiden heroic mieti I < 

Star«of the North ! of northern stars the queen ! 

? ehold what wrinkles I have earned, and how ' 
hedron casque still chafes*my vetem brow, 

Whife, following Fate’s dark footsteps, 1 fulfil 
The Jiates of a hardy peo^e’s witt. 

Bf|t softened, in thy sight, mv Idok^appear, 

*Not to^l queens or kifigs alike severew 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMa 


ON THE DEATH •of THE VICE-CH/fNCELLOR, 

A PHYSICIAN. 


* Learn, ye nations of the earth. 

The condition of your birth ; 

Now be taught your feeble statfl ; 
Know, that all must yield to Kate! 

If the mournful rover, Death, 

Say but once—•Resign your breath !” 
Vainly of escape you dream, 

You must pass the Sty^du stream. 

Could the stoutest d^ercome 
Death’s assault, and baffle 'loom, • 
Hercules ^atl both withstood, 
Undiseas(djt>y Nessus’ blood. 

Ne’er JTaS Hector presse/f the plain 
By a trick of Pallas slain. 

Nor the chief to Jove allied 
By Achilles’ phan^m died. 

Could enchantment life pro^pg, 
Circe, saved by magic song, 

StiA half lived, and equal skill 
Had preserved Medea still. 

Dwelt in herbs and drugs a power 
To avert man's destined hour, 

Leam'd Machaon should have known 
Doubtless to avert his own: 


• 

Chiron had survived the%inart 
Of the hydra-taihted dart, 

And Jove's bolt had lAen, with ease, 
Koilcd by Asclepiadcs. 

Thott loo, sage ! of whom forlorn. 
Helicon and Ciivha mourn, 

*StiU hadst filled thy princely place, 
K^ent %f the gowned race; 

Iladst advanced to higher Anne * 
Still thy much-ennobled name, 

Nor in«C]|aron’s skiff explored 
The Tartarean gulf abhorred. 

But resentful Proserpine, 

Jealous of thy skill divine. 

Snapping short thy vital thread, 
*Thce too numb&rra ^ith tfle dead. 

Wise and goodl untroubled be 
The green turf that covers thee I 
Tbence, in gay profusion, grow 
All the sweetest flowers that blow! 

Pluto’s consort bid thee rest I 
Abacus pronounce thee Idest, 

To her home thy shssde amsign. 
Make Elysium ever thine I * 


ON THp DB.\TH OF,THE .BISHOP OF*ELY. 

WKITTBII IK THE AUTHOa's SEVBNTRBKTII*irEAB. 


My lids with grief were tumid yet, 

And stilhmy sullied cheek was wet 
With briny tears, profusely sl|gd • 

For venerable Winton dead; . . 

When Fame^ whose tales of saddest 
sound, • • 

Alas! aiys dVer traest found, • 


The news thrq^gh all our cities^pread 
Of yet ami^her tnitred head 
By rathlessRtejtu death consigned— 
Ely, the honour his kind! 

At once § stormtif passion^^ved 
My boiling |»osom; much I gricKed, 
But mq^e i raget^ at every breath 
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Devjting Death hims^ to death. 

With less revenge did^aso teem, 
When hated Ibis was nis theme; 

With less Archilochus denied , 

The lovely Creek, his promised bride. 
But lo 1 while thus 1 execrate. 

Incensed, the minister of late. 
Wondrous accents, soft, yet clear, 
Wafted on the gale I hear. 

*' Ah, htuch deluded ! lay aside 
'* Thy threats^ and anger misapplied 1 
** Art not, afraid with' sounds like these 
** To offend, where thou canst not ap¬ 
pease ? 

** Death ^s not (wherefore dream’st thou 
thus ?) 

The son of Night and Erelnis ; 

“ Nor was of fellErinnys bom 
“ On gulfs where Chaos rules lorloi^i: 
*^*But, sent from God, llis presence 
leaves, 

** To gather home Ilis ripened sheaves, 
** To call encumbei^ souls‘kwhj' 

** From fleshly bonds to boundless day, 
** (As when the winged Hours excite 
** And summon forth the morning light) 
** And each to convoy to her, place 
Before the Eternal Father’s face. 

“ But not the wicked ; —them, severe 
Yet just, from all their pleasures here 


He hurries to the realms below. 
Terrific realms of penal woe I 
Myself no sooner heard his call, 

** Than, ’scaping through my pijson 
wall, 

** I bade adieu to bolts and'bars, 

** And soared, with angels, to the stars, 
" Like him of old, to whom 'twas given 
** 1*0 mount on ucry wheels to heaven. 
“ Bootes*“waggon, slow With cold, 
Ap[*allcd me not; nor to behold 
** The sword tluU vast Orion draws, 

'* Or even the Scorpion's horrid claws. 

Beyond <.he Sun's bright orb I fly, 
“And far beneath my feet descry 
“ Night's dread gockless, seen with awe, 
“ Whom her winged d.-agons draw. 

“ Thus, ever wondering at my speed, 

“ Augmented "till as 1 procera, 

“ I pass the plane'ary sphere, 

“ Tlie Milky Way—ana now appear 
“ Heaven’s crystal battleipents, her 
door 

“ Of massy pearl, a^d emerald floor. 

“ But heit I cease. For«^.wver can 
“ The tongue of once a mortal man 
“ In suitable description trace 
“ The pleasures of that happ^ place ; 

“ Suffice it, that tlUise joys qrvine 
“ Are ay, and all for ever, mine 1 *' 


NATURE UNIMPAIRED BY TIME. 

Ah, how the human mind wearies herself 
With her own wanderings, and, involved in gloom 
Impenetrable, speculates amiss! 

Measuring, in her folly, things divine 
Dy human; laws inscribed on adamant 
By laws of man’s device, and counsels fixt 
For ever by the hours that pass and die. '- 

How ?—shall the fiice u/f Nature then be ploughed 
Into deep wrinkles, and shall wars at last 
On the great parent fix a sterile curse ? ’ lO 

Shall even she confess old age, and hal^ 

And, palsy-smitten, shake her starry brows 7 
SluUl fotti*Antiquity with Rust,«and‘ Drought, 

And I'amine, vex the radiant worlds above 7 
ShUl Time’s unsated maw crave and ingulf 
The very fieavens that reflate his flight? 

Andtwas the Sire of aU able to fence 
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His if^orks, and to uphold the circling worlds. 

But, through improvident and heedless haste, 

Let slip the occasion ?—so, then, all is lost—' 

And in some future evil hour yon arch 

Shall crumble and come tliilndering down, the poles 

Jtr in collision, the Olympian king 

Fall with his throng anft rallas, Iwlding forth * 

The terrors of the Gorgon shield in vain, ^ 

Shall rush to^he aWss, like Vulcan burled 
Dowh into Lemno^ through the gate of heaven. 
Thou also, with precipitated wheels, 

Phcebus, thy own son's falf sbajt imitate. 

With hideous ruin shait impress the deep 
Suddenly, and the flood shay reck, andjhiss. 

At the extinction of the lamp of day. 

Then too shall llxmus, cloven to his base. 

Be shafiercd, and the huge |^raimian hills, 

Once weapons o^ I'artarean^is, immerSei^ 

In Erebus, shail fill himself with fean 
No. Tlie Almighty Fal|^r surer laid 
1^1 is deep foundations, and, providing well 
$or the event of ati, the scales of fate 
«6u»ended in just equipoise, and bade 
His univeisal works, from age to age, 

* f)ne tenor hold, ffierpetual, undisturbi^. 

' Hence the prime mover wheels itself about 
Continual, day by day, and with it bears * 

In social measure swift the heaveil» around, 

]y«t tardi($ now is Saturn tlian of old, 

Nor radiarft less thea^rning casque of Mars, 
Phoebus, bis vigour unimpaired, still shows 
^lie eflfulgence of his youth, nor needs the god 
A downward course, tnat he mav warm the vales; 
But, ever rich in influence, runs his road. 

Sign after sign, through all the heavenly zone. 
Beautiful, as at first, ascends the star , 

From odoriferous Ind, whose office is 
To gather home betimes the ethereal flock. 

To pour them o’er the sk^ again at eve, 

Ana to discriminate the ntgh^and day. 

Still Cynthia’s changeful horn waxes and wanes 
Alternate^ and, wttl^anns exten^d still. 

She welcoroe^to her breast her brother’s beams. 


Kor have the elements deserted yet 
T^ir functions: thunder, with as loud a stroke , 
As erst, smites through the rocks, and scatters them, 
'Che East still howls, still the relmtless North 
Invades the shudderii^ Scythian, still he breaUiet 
The winter, and still rolls ihe storms along. 

The king of ocean, with his wonted foro& 

Bests on Peloms; o'er tile de^ is hearo 
The>4oaise alarm of TriUm'sooanding didk; 
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IjjTor swim, the monsters of the Aig&Ln sea' 70 

In shallov(^ or beneath diminish^ waves. 

Thou, too, thy ancient vegetative power 
lElnjoyest, O earth! Narcissus still is sweet; ' 

And, Piiuebus I still thy favouri&, and still 
Thy favourite Cytherca 1 both retain 
Tiheir beauty; nor the mountains, ofc*enriched 
For punishment Qf man, with purer gold 
Teemed ever, or with l>righter gems the deep. 

^Thus in unbroken series all proceeds; 

And shalj, till wide involving either pole. So 

And the immensity of yonder heaven. 

The' final flames of destiny absorb 

The world, consumed in one enprmous p^re! 


ON TH£ PLATONIC IDEA, ,. 

AS IT WAS UNDERSTOOD BY ARISTOTLE 

t • 

ll 

Ye sister powers,' who o'er the sacred groves 
Preside, and thou, fair mother of them all,'' 

Mnemosyne 1 and thou who, in thy grot 
, Immense, reclined at leisure, hast in charge 
The'archives, and the ord.iiances of Jove, 

And dost record the festivals of heaven. 

Eternity M-inform us who is He, .n 
That great original by nature chosen 
To be the archetype of human kind, 

Unchangeable, immortal, with the poles 10 

Themselves coeval, one, yet everywhere. 

An image of the god who gave him being? 

Twin-brother of the goddess bom from Jove, 

He dwells not in his father's mind, but, though 
Of common nature with ourselves, exists 
Apfurt, and occupies a local home. 

^Whether, companion of the st^, he spend 
Eternal ages, roaming at his w^Il ^ 

Frdhi sphere to sphere the^enfold heavens; or dwell 
On the moon's side that nearest neighbours eanh; 20 

Or torpid on the banks of Ijethe sit 
Among the multitude of souls oCdatned 
, To flesh and blood, or whether (as may cSiance) 

That vastv"~i giant model of ou^kind 
In solh'.: hr distant rnkm of this glofw 
Sequ:is(br^ stalk, with lifted head on high 
O'ertowerinfr Allas, on whose shoulders rest 
The stprs, wnifle even 40 th? god^' 

the Thebun whose blindness proved ' 
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His best illumination^ liim beheld * 

In secret vision; never him the son 
Of Pleione, omul the noiseless niglit 
Descending, to the prophetichoir rlsvealed; 

Him never knew the ^Syrian priest, who yet 
The ancestry of Ninus chronicles, 

And Bclus, and Osiris far-renowned; 

Nor even thrice great Hermes, although slRlled 
So deep in myster >9 to the worshifipers 
Of Isis showed a prodigy like him. 

And thou, who hast immortalised the shades 40 

Of Academus,—if the schools received 
This monster of thf fancy first from thee,— 

Either recall at once the banfhhed bards.* 

To thy republic, or, thyself evinced 
A wilder fabulist, go also forth. ^ 


TO HIS FATHE^^ 

f Oh that Iberia’sepring would through my breast 
Pour its inspiring influence, and rush 
No rill, but rather an o’erflowing flood 1 
That, for my venerable father’s ssiie 
Al^meanef themes renounced, ray muse, on wings 
(Tr duty b(yne, might reach a loftier strain. • 

For thee, my father I ^owsoe’er it please, 

^he frames this slender work ; nor know I aught 
That may thy gifts more suitably requite; 

Though to requite them suitably would ask * lo 

Returns much nobler, and surpassing far 
The meagre stores of verbal mtitudie-: 

But, such as I possess, I send thee alL 
This page presents thee in their full amount 
With thy son's treasures, and the sum is nought; 

Nought, save the riches that from airy dream 
In secret grottoes, and in lauftl bowers, 

I have, by golden <^lio’s gift, acemired. 

Verse is a wtirk diflnc ; despiw not 4hoit 
Verse therefore, which evinces (nothing niore) so 

)i|an’s heavenly source, and*which, retaining stil 
Some scintillationsapf Promethean firt^ 

Bespeaks him animated from above: 

The gods love verse ; ^e llifemal powers themse^cs^ t 
Confer the influence cv vcr$e, tfhich stin 
The lowest deep, and binds in triple dhains 
Of adamant both Pluto and th#3iiadcs. * 

In vase the Delphic priestess, and the pale* 

Tfemulous Sibyl, make the future known; 

“ c G a 




TRANSLATIONS 


And he who sacrifices, on the shrine 

Kangs verSe, both when he smites the threatening bull, 

And tirhen he spreads his reeking entrails wide 

To scrutinize the fates enveloped fthere. 

We too, ourselves, what time we seek again 
Our native fkics, and one eternal notpr 
Shall l>e the only measure of our being. 

Crowned all with ^old, and chanting to the lyre 
e Harmonious vcr.se, shall range the couitsTibove, 

And make the starry firmament resound. 

And, eveif now, the fiery spirit pure 
* That wheels yon circling orbs, directs,'htmsclf. 

Their mazy dance with melody of veree ^ 

Unutterable, immortul, hearing'’whicli 
Huge Ophiuchus holds his hi.ss suppressed ; 

Orion, soflcncd, drops his ardent blade ; 

And Allas stands un9onsci6us ofirhis load. 

Verse graced of oKi the feasts of kings, ere j et 
Luxurious dainties, destined to the gulf ' 

Impiense of gluttony, w'erc knoirn, and ere 
Lya:u$ dctugc<l yet fne temperate board. 

Then sat the baitl ar yustomary guest 
To sliarc the banqt)et, and, his length of locks 
With bccchcn honours bound, proposed in ^'.r.'jo 
The characters of heroes and their deeds 
To imitation ; saijg of Chaos old, 

*Or Nrture^. birth, of godi^i^that crept in search 
Of acorns fallen, and of the thunder-bolt 
Not yet pro^luced from Aetna’s ftcry cave. 

And what avails, at last, tune without roice. 

Devoid of matter? Such may suit perhaps 
The rural dance, but such was ne’er the song 
Of Orpheus, whom the streams stood still to hear. 

And the oaks followed. Not by chords alone 
Well touched, but by resistless accents more. 

To s/m])athetic tears the ghosts themselves 
He moved : these praises to his verse he owes. 

Nor thou persist, I pray tliee, still to alight 
The Sacred Nine, and to imagine vain 
And useless, ppwers, by whom inspired, thyself 
Art skilful to associate verse with airs • 
Harmonious, and to give the human voies 
A thousand modulations, heir by right 
Tndispntable of Anon’s fomc. ^ 

Now say, *hat wonder is it if a wn ^ 

Of thine ddigjj^t in verse, if, so conjoined 
In clox ^flhnty, we sympathise * 

In social nrts, and kindrra studies sw^t? 

Snch distribnVon of himself to ns 

Was Phccbusl choice ; thou best thy gilt, and I 

Mine al&i, and betweett ua we r^ceiVe^ 

J^her and son, uie whole inspiring god. 


30 


40 


50 


6q 


70 


80 



OF THE LATIl^ POEMS OF A1ILT0H. 

- 1 -^- 


No t howsoe'er the semblance thou assume 
Of hateC thou hatest not the gentle Muse, 

My father J for thou never badest^e tread 
The beaten path, and broad, that lends right on 
'So opulence, nor didst condemn thy sou 
'I'o the insipid clamourd of the bar, 

To laws voluminous, and ill observed ; 

But, wishing^o enrich me more, to fill * 

My *tAind with trealUre, Icd’st me far away 
From city din to deep retreats, to banks 
And streams Aotiian, andf with free consent. 

Didst place me happy^at Apollo’s side. 

1 speak not now, cm more iyiportant themes 
Intent, of common benefits; and such * 

As nature bid.s, but of thy larger gifts,’ 

My faliier! who, when 1 had o];Yncd once 
The stores of Roman rhctcffic, and Icafhed 
The full-toned|j|tnguage of the eloqupnt (?rccks. 
Whose loflfr music graced the lips of Jove, 

Thyself didst counsel mp tS add the floxyrs 

? 'hat Gallia boasts; those too with whicn the smo<>th 
talian his degenerate speech adorns, • * * *, 

Tlfht witi}|esses his mixture with the Gotlto; 

Palcstinc’storophctic songs divine. 

To sum the whole, whate’er the heaven containi 
The earth beneath it, and the air between, • 

The rivers and the restless deep, Ikiay all 
PsDve intAlectual gain to me, my wish 
Concurring with thy will; Science herself, • 

All cloud removed, ittclines her beauteous head, 

•And offers me the lip, if, dull of heart, 

I shrink not, and decline her gracious boon. 

Go now and gather dross, ye sordid minds 
That covet it; what could my father more? 

What more could Jove himself, unless he gave 
His own abode, the heaven in which he reigns? 

More eligible gifts than these were not 
Apollo's to his son, had they liecn safe 
As they were insecure, who made the boy 
The world's viceduminary, Bade him rule 
The radiant charfbt^of the day, and bind 
To his voun^brows his own all^azzHhg wreath? 

I thq;ciorc, although last and least, my place * 
Among the learned in the daurel grove 
Will hold, and where the conqueror^s ivy twines,# ^ 
llencefor^ exempt from the unlettered throng. 
Profane, nor even to |||e slen by such. 

Away, then, sleepless Care; Complaint, away; 

And, Envy, with thy ** jnlous leer malign ! '* • 

Nor let the monster Csikimny%hoot form * 
Haawenomed tongue at me.< Detested foes ! 

Te an are imootoit against mv peace; 
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Fbr I am privileged, and bear my breast 
Safe, and tfio high for your viperean wound. 

But Hhou, my father ! since to render thanks 
ElJttivsUcnt, and to requite by deeds 
Thy liberality, exceeds my power, 

Suffice it that I thus record thy gifts, • 

And bear them treasured in a grateful mind ! 

Ye too, the favourfte pastime of my youth, « 

• My voluntary numbers, if ye dare ^ 

Tcf hope longevity, and to survive 

Your mastl-r’s funeral, not .soon abroibcd 
' In thv! oblivious Lcthman gulf, * 

Shall to futurity perhaps convey i 

• This theme, aiwl by these praised of my sire 
Improve the fathers of a distant age 1 


140 


TO SALSIllLUS, 

A RC?kA'n. POET, MITCH INDISPOSED. 

The original is written in a measure called Scaztm, which sigiKfie* limptnf’, ....d ^hfi; nieavtire 
it so denomiiialed bci-auM, though in other respects lambic, it teiminatcs with a Spiilldce, an.I 
lias cunsei|iiently a mure tardy nimrcment. 

The readoi; will ^uraediately see that thin properly of the Latin verse cannot be imitated 
ill English. * 


My halting ^f^se, that drag's! by choice«Along 
Thy slow, slow step, in nidancholy son^. 

And likest that pace, expressive of thy cares. 

Not less than Deiopeia’s sprightlier airs. 

When in the dance she beats with measured tread 
Heaven’s floor, in front of Juno’s golden bed ; 
Salute Salsillns, W'ho to verse divine 
Prefei^, with partial love, such lays as mine 
Thus writes that Milton, then, who^ wafled o’er 
Froth his own nest on Albion’s stormy shore, 
Wherli Kurus, fiercest of the aKolian band. 
Sweeps with ungoverned rage thfc blasted land, 

Of late to more serene Ausonia came ' 

To view her cities of ilXistridos name* * 

To prove, himself a witness of the truth. 

How wise her elders, and how learned her youth. 
Much goodf^SaUilfais! and a body free , 

From all diseqyy that Milton asks for thee. 

Who nd.v,efi 3 urest the languor, and thepaii^ 
That bife inflicts, diffused thixHigh ftll tny vein% 
Kelentless malidy I not moved to spare 
By thy sweet ILoman'voice* and^ Lesbian air! 

Hetdth, Hebe’s sister,, aeat us from the skie% 
thouf Apollo, whom all sickness flie% 
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Pythius, or Paean, or what name divine 
Soe’er Aou choose, haste, heal a priest of thine !* 

Ye mve^of Faunus, and ye hills that melt 
With vinous dews, where meek Sender dwelt, 

If aught salubrious in your confines grow. 

Strive which shall soonest heal your poet’s woe, • 30 

That, rendered to the Muse he loves, again . * 

He may enchant the meadows with Ms sHain. 

Nunta, reclined infleverlasting ease. 

Amid the shade of dark emb^owering trees, 

Viewing with eyes of unabated fire 

His loved ^geria, shall that strain admire : > 

So soothed, the ti:y;nid Ti^ shall revere 
The toml>s of kings, nor Molate the year, 

Shall curb his waters with a friendly rein, 

And gpide them harmless, till they meet the main. 40 




TO GIOVANNJ BATTISXA MANSO^ 

MARQUIS OF VILLA. 


MILTON’S ACCOUI|r OF MiCNSO., 

Giovanni ^fttUta Arfanso, Marquis of Villa, is an lulian nobleman df the highest estimation 
among his countrymen.ifor gcniu% literature, and military accompliihnients. To him Torquato 
Tasso addressed nis "Dialogues oAFriendship,*' for he was much the friend of Tasso, who has 
also fpicbrated him among the other princes of his country, in his poem entitled ** GerusalenOM 
Coaquistau,” book xx. 

Fra cmmlter magnanimi, e cortetif 
Ris/Unde it Manso. ' 

Puring the Author’s stay at Naples, he received at the hands of the Manmis a thonsand kind 
offices and civilities, and, desirous not to appear ungiateful, sexu him this poem a short time befora 
his departure from that city. * 

These verses also to thy praise the Nine— 

O Manso f happy in that tBeme—design, 

For, Callus ancPMsecenas gone, they see 
None such Beside^ or whom tl^ love as thee; 

Ant^if my verse may give the meed of fame, 
oHiine too shall prove an ^eriasting name; 

Already such, it^hines in Tasso’s page 
^(For thou wast Tasso’s friend) from age to age 
And, next, the Musecoifeign^ (not unaware 
How high the char|^ Marino tp thy care^ 

Who, singing to the nymphs Adonis’ praise, ^ 

Boasts thee the patron of hiasoopious fays. « 

Tm^hee alone the poet wot||d entrust ^ 

*1^111 Infest vows, to thee alone his dust: 
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And tliou with punctual piety hast paid. 

In laboured brass, thy tnbute to his sliade. ' 

Nor diis contented thee,—-but lest the grave , 
Should aught absorb uf tneirs which thou couldst save, 
All future ages thou hast deigned to teach 
The life, loir, genius, character of eaoh. 

Eloquent as the Carian s^e, who, true 
To his great themS, the lite of Homer drew. • 

* I, therefore, though a stranger youth, #I)o come • 
Chilled by rude blasts that freeze my northern home, 
Thee deai*to Clio, confident proclaim, 

* And«thine, for Pheebus’ sake, a dcaililfrss name. 

Nor thou, so kiml, wilt view with scornful eye 
4 Muse scarce reared beneath ohr sullen sky, 

Who fears not, indiscreet as she is young. 

To seek in Latiiim hcaron of her song. i 

Wc too, where Tham» wiin his ^sullied waves 
The tresses of the l/lue-haircd Ocean laves, *^ 

Hear oft by night, or slumliering seem to hear, ^ 

O’er his wide stream, the swan’s \oice warbling clear. 

And we could boast'a Tityrus of yore, - 

Who trod, a weliomq guest, your happy shore. 

Yes, dreary as Wf own our northern clime, 

FWen wc to Phoebus raise the polished rhymes 
Wc too serve Pluebus; Pluebus has received 
(If legends old rnyy claim to be believed) 

< 4 o S 4 irdid mds from us th^ golden ear, 

The burnished apple, ruddiest of the year. 

The fragran| crocus, and, to grace his faitp, 

Fair damsels chosen from the l>niid traA ; 

Druids, onr native bards in ancient time. 

Who gods and heroes praised in hallowed rhj-me. 
Hence, often as the maids of Greece surround 
Apollo’s shrine with hymns of festive sound. 

They name the vi^ins, who arrivccl of yore, 
Witn^British offerings, on the Delian shore ; 

Loxo, from giant Corincus sprung, 

Upis, on whose blest lips the future hung^ 
dmd Hecaerge, with the golden Imir, 

* iul decked with Pictish hues, ailli all with bosoms bare. 

lliq^ therefore, happy sage, whatever clitae 
Shall rin^ with Tasso’s qiraisl In after timb, • 

Or with Macino’s, shalt be known their friend. 

And wi|b an eoual flight to fame aj^cend. 

Thc'world hear how PhalMis and the ^ine 
Were inmates wee, and willing guests of thine. 

Yet Ph^bulf^^en of old constraifa.*d to roam 
The earthy an exile from his fiMvenly hmme, 

Entered, no wU-ling guest, Admetus* door. 

Though Hercq'es hMl venturedithereibeforeL 
But gentk Chiron’s cave, was near, * scene 

* Ofjpiral peace, clcAhcd with perpetual green. 
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And thither, oft as respite he required 
From fustic clamours loud, the god retired. 

There, lyanv a time, on Peneus* bank reclined 
At some oak’s root, with y/y thi^ entwined, 

•Won by his hospitable friend's desire, 

He soothed his pains exile with the lyre. • 
Then shook the hills, then trembled Peneus* shore, 
Nor Q£ta fait his load of forests more ; * 

The upland elms^lescended to the plain, 

And softened lynxes wondered at the strain. 

Well may we think, Q dear to all above I 
Tliy birth distinguish^ by the smile of Jove, 

And that Apollogshed his kindliest power. 

And Maia’s son, on that pfopiiious hrnir, 

Since only minds so Imrn caji comprehend 
A p<y:t's worth, or yield that worth a friend. 

Hence on thy yet unfadedkhce^ appears 
The lingering freshness of thy greener yf.ars; 
Hence, i^ tl^ front and features wl admire 
Nature unwithered and a%iind entire. 

Oh might so true a fridnd to me bclonjj^ 

* Ho skilled to grace the votaries of so^ • 

Should I recall hereafter into rhyme ^ 

kjrj^e kid^ anc^hcroes of my lutive clime,, 

Arthur the chief, who even now prepares, 

In subterraneous being, future wars, ^ 

With all his martial knights, t<^be restore 
Each to^is seat around the federal board; 

* And oh,air spirit {ail me not, disperse 

Our Saxon plumleArs, in triumphant verse ; 

Then, after all, when, with the past content, 

A life I finish, not in silence spent. 

Should he, kind mourner, o’er my death-lied bend, 
1 shall but need to say —** Be yet my friend !" 

He, too, perhaps, shml bid the marble breathe 
To honour me, and with the graceful wreath. 

Or of Parnassus or the Paphian isle, 

Shall bind my brows,—but I shall rest the wh’la 
Then also, if the fruits of faith endure. 

And virtue’s promised rccempense be sure. 

Borne to thoseseats to which the blest aspire 
purity ef soulfmd virtuoiisifire, • 

These rites, as fate permits, I shall survey 
, With eyes illuminea by ^elestial day. 

And, every cIoi|d from my pure spirit driven. 

Joy in the brignt beaUtudie of heaven f 
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ON THE DI^ATII OF DAMON. 

r 


THE ARGUMENT. 

' • 

Thymis and Hafnon, Khepherds and neighbour*, had always pursued the same studies, and had. 
from their earliest days, been unii^d in the closest friendship. Tbyrsb, while travelling for 
i'nprovcment, received intelligence of the deaili of Damon,^nd, after a tiipe, returning and 
liiuiing it trae. dephires hinutelf, and his solitary condition, in tffis poem. 

Ity Damon is to be understood Charles Deudati, connected with the Italian city of Lucca by hisi 
father's side, in other respects an Eiigiibhman; a y^uth of uncommon genius, erudition, and 
virtue. » ^ ^ 


h 
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Ye nymphs of Himem (for ye have shed • 

' Erewhile for D.iphnis,‘ and for liylas dead, 

And over Bton’s long-lamented bier. 

The fruitless meed of inanyga sacred tear), 

Now through the vilLts laved by Thames reh^rse 
The woes of Thyrsi^ in Sicilian verse, g 

'What sighs he heaved, and how with gro.ins profoand 
lie made the woods jind hollow rocks resound, 

Ytmng Damon dead ; nor even ceased to pour « 

His lone^v .sorrouf^ al the midnight hour. lo** 

The green wheat tw'ice had nodded in the car, , 

And golden harvest twice enriched the year,* 

Since Damon’s lips had gas[)ed for vital air 
The last, la.st timef nor Thyr.vis yet was there; 
tot hd| en.\fTkuured of the Muse, remained 
In Tu.scan Fiorenza long detain^, * 

But, storcil ai length with all he wished torlcam, * 

For his flock's sake now hasted to retunr; 


And when the shepherd had resumed his seat 

At the elm's root, within his owa retreat, 20 

Then 'twas his lot, then, all his loss to know, 

And, from his burthened heart, he vented thus his woe: 

“ do, seek your hoin.*, my lambs; my thoughts are due 
** To other cares tlian those of feeding you. 

*' Alas ! what deities shall 1 suppose 
" In*heavcn, or earth, concemca for human woe^ 

“ i^in^e, O my Damon I their severe decree 
* “ So soon condemns me to regret of thee ! 

** Departest thou thus, thy virtues unrepa^ ^ 

** With fame and honotfr, lik^V a vul^ shade ? * 30 

** l.et him fiSrbid it whose bright rod controls • 

'* And smMrates sordid from liiuStKous souls, 

. " Dr!\’e far the rabble, and to thee assign • 

‘•a happiii^Qtig'with spirits worthy thine ! 

" your home, my lambs ;^y thoughts are due 

** To o^er cares than those of. feeding you. 

Whaft 'er liefell, unless by cruel chance 
** The M'olf fiitt give*me a forblddin^glance, 

, ** Thou raalt not mouldef undeplored, Imt long 
*' praise shall dwell on every shepherd’s tongue ^ 4c 



OF THE LAti\ FOEJIfS OF MILTOH. 
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** To Daphnis first they shall delight to pay, 

And^ after him, to thee, the votive lay, • 

While Pales shall the flocks aud pastures love, 

** Or Faunus to frequent tl^e field*or grove, 

At least, if ancient piety and truth, 

“ With all the learned^abuurs of thy youth, , 

“ May serve thee aught, or to have left behind , - 

'* A sorrowing friend, and of the tunefuldcind. 

. •“ Go, seek ystir home, my lambs ; my thoughts arc duc« 
“ To other cares than those of feeding you. 50 

“ Yes, Damon ! such tlijj sure rewaref shall be j ,• 

*' Itut ah, what doom awaits unhappy me? 

'' Who now my ^ains and ])erils shall divide 
" As thou wast wont, for c%er at my side, 

** Both when the rugged frost annoyed our feet, 

“ Ai\tl when the herl>age all was parched with heat 
** Whether the griip wolf* ravage to prevent, 

" Or the hug^ion's, armed with darts wc went ? 

“ Whose rowersc, now, shall calnf my stormy day, 

“ With charming song wHb now beguile my w.iy? ^ 60 
Go, seek y 'ur hhine, my iambs ^my thoughts are due 
To other cares than those of feeding from 
*<iln whom shall I confide? whose couiijiel find * 
bal%iy m^ictne for my troubled mind ? 

*‘T)r whose discourse with innocent delight 
** Shall fill me now, and cheat the wintry^ight. 

While hisses on my hearth tl^ pulpy pear, • 

V And Mnckcning chestnuts start ana crackle there, 

* While»storms abroad the dreary meadows wt^‘Im, 

“ And the wind tntnders through the neighbouring elm ? 70 
** Go, seek your home, itw lamba; my thougKtji art due 
“ To other cares than those of feeding you. 

" Or who, when summer suns their summit reach, 

" And Pan sleeps hidden by the sheltering bcecl:, 

** When shepherds disappear, nymphs sc^ the sedge, 

'* And the stretched rustic snores breath the h jdge, • 

‘ * Who then shall render me thy pleasant vein . 

Of Attic wit, thy jest-s thy smues, again ? • 

Go, seek your home, my Iambs ; ray thoughts are due 
“ To other cares than those of feeding you. 8^ 

“ Where glens*and vales are thickest overgrown , 

With tallied bhughs, I waitier i|pw alone, 

** Till night descend while blustering wind an^sMbwer 
Seat on my temples tljpugh the shattered bower. 

** Go, seeli^your home^ my lambs; my thoaghfkaae due^ 
** To other cares than those of feeding you^ • * 


“ Alas 1 what ramrantaveeds now shame my fields^ 

“ And what a mildfwed crop the furrow ]ri<dds 1 • • 

** My rambling vines, nnwedu^ to the treei^ # 

“ shrivelM grapes; tpy myrtles^] to^lease; 
^or please me more mjr flocks ; th^, f(!tgnted,Cum 
Their unavailing looks on me, and m^bm. . 
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TRANSLATION^ 


' ** Go, seek your home, niy lamhs; iny thoughts arc due 

" To other cares than those of feeding you. ' 

“ ifCgjn invites me to the hazel grove, 

Amyntas, on the river’s'bank t(> rove, 

“ And young Alpheaibocus to a seat , 

** Where branching elms exclude the,mid-day heat. 

Here fountains spring,—here mossy hillocks rise ; 

" * Here Zephyr whispers, and the stream replies.* loo 
" Thus each persuades, but, deaf to everv call, • 

** 1 gain the thickets, and escape them afl. 

“ Gof seek your home, iny la|nl»s ; my thoughls are due 
** To other cares than those of feeding you. 

“ 'riicn Mopsus said, (the same who reads so well 
*' 'I'lic voice of birds, and what '.he stars /orctcll, 

** Kor he by chance tiad noticed iny return,) 

“ * What means thy sullen m«»od, this deep concern? 

“ ' Ah, 'Phyisis ! thop art iilhcrscraml with love, 

** * Or some sinistoc influence from alxive ; • ; lo 

“ * Dull Saturn's influence oft the shepherds /»ie; 

*J|lis leaden shaft oblique has • ierced thee through.’ 

“ Go, go, my h^mbs, unpastured as ye are, 

“ My thoughts are pU now due to other care. ' 

“ The nymphs, amazed, my melancholy sec, 

“ And * Thyisis ! ’ cry, * what will liecoine t/ theel ^ ^ 
“ ‘ What wouldst thou, Thyisis? such should not appear' 

'* * Tlic brow of youth, stern, gloomy, and severe ; 

O * ll/'isk yv.uth should laug|^ and love,—ah, shun the kite 
‘ Of those twice wretcheu mopes who lo\o too L'c !' 120 
“ Go, go, my laml>s, unpastured as ye arc; 

** My thougnts arc all now due to otho».j&re. 

** ^^glc with Hy.rs came, to soothe iny pain, 

“ And Haucis’ daughter, Drymje the vain, 

“ Fair Dryope, for voice ami nhger neat 
*' Known far and near, and fur her self-conccil ; 

“ t'hloris too came, whose collage on the lands 
** That skirt the Idumanian current st.ands; 

** Hut all in vain they came, and but to sec 
*' Kind words, and comfortable, lost on me. T ;o 

V Go, go, my lambs, uiqiasturcd as ye are; 

My thoughts are all now due tp other care. 

Ah,^ blest indifference of the playful herd, 

*' None by his fellow chosen, or preferred I 
No bOkids.of amity the flocks enthral, 

** Rut each associates and is pleased with all; 

“ craze die dappled deer in nuiherous droves, 

*J And alLhis kjpa alike the zebra loves; 

*' The Mmc-law governs where the hillows roar, 

** And t*loteus' shoals o’eispreml the dCsert shore; 140 

** The pparroWj meanest of flie feathered race^ 

** His fit companion/inds in e^ry plaice, 

** 'With vhom he picks the gram that snits him best, ^ 
*V|i|lirts ^ere and ritere, aind late returns to rest. 



OF THE LATL 


\fojs^s 


OF MILTOH. 


'* And whom, if th&nce the falcon make his prejr, 

*' Or ])fdgcr with his well-aimed arrow slay, « 

** I'or no such loss the gay survivor grieves, 

** New Ic^re he seeks, and new dtdight receives. 

** We only, an obdurate kihd, rejoice, 

^ Scorning all others, in a single choice. 

** We scarce in thousands meet one kindred mind ; 

“ And if the long-sought good at last wc/tnd, 

“ \\lien lealt we |par it, Death our treasure steals, 

** And gives our heart a wound that nothing heals. 

*' Go, go, my lambs, unpastured as ye are ; ^ 

“ My thoupits are al] no^ due to other care. 

Ah, what delusion lured ni^ from my flocks, ‘ 

** To traverse Alj^ne snowi and rugged rocks I 
What need so great had I to visit Home, 

** Now sunk in ruins, and herself a tomb? 

** Or,* had she flourished (^11 asswhen of old 
“ For her saki^Tityrus forsook his fold,^ . 

** What nccchso great liarl 1 to incur a pause 
** Of thy 'tweet intercourse for such a cause, 

** For such a ciiuse to place the roaring«ea, * 

•** Rocks, mountains, woods, between j^’iend and me? 
*'Else, had I gr.is})^ thy feeble hanct, composed • 
**Thy decent limbs, ihy drooping eyelicN closed, 

“And, at thel^st, had said—‘ harewell,—ascend,— 

** * Nor even in the skies forget thy friend 1 * 

** Go, go, my lambs, unte^cd hometvard fare; 

My tl^ughts arc all now due^o other care. * * 

* * Although well pleased, yc tuneful Tuscan swains ! 

** My mfhd the memory of your worth retains,* 

** Yet not your wo^ can tcacli me less to mourn 

* ** My Damon losthe too was Tuscan bom, 

“ Born in your Lucca, city of renown I 

** And wit [lossesscd, and genius, like your own. 

** Oh, how elate was I, when stretched beside 
** The murmuring course of Amo’s breezy tide, • 

** Beneath the poplar grove 1 passed roy hours, 

** Now cropping myrtle, and now ver^ fluweis, 

*' And hearing, as I lay at ease along, 

** Your swains ebntending^or the prize of songl 
*' I also dared ^ttempt (and, as it seems, 

** Not mu^ dispjpas^ attemgling) various themes^ * 

** For even I can presents boast frotn you, 

** The shepherd's ptp^ and osier basket too ; 

* ** And Datt, and Francini, both have made 
** My name fanitiliar to the beedien shade, 

a ** And they are leamet^ and each in ev^^Ia^ 

*' Renowned for sofg, and both of Lydian race. • f 
Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward 
“ My thew^ts are all now due to other carA 
** White bright the dAvy gilss with mbonbenas sjyme, 

. * %nd 1 sto^ hurdling iir my kids ahwe.. 



TRAfTSLAyiONS 


'« How often have I said (but thou hadst found 
Kre thervthy dark cold lodgment under ground), , 
** Nov' Damon sii^s or springes sets for hares, 

**«Or wickerwork lor variefts use oreparcs ! * 

** How oft, indulging fancy, have I planned 
** New scene's of pleasure that I hopi^ at hand, 

*'•Called thee abroad as 1 was wont,'and cried, 

“ ‘ What, hoa ! niy friend,—come lay thy task^sidc, 
• " * Haste, let us forth together, and begttilc 

*' * The heat t>encath yon whispering shades awhile, 

** ' Or on^he margin stray of Colons clear flood, 

• ** * Or where Cassilielan’s grey turrets^tood ! 

* There thou shalt cull me simrdcs, and shalt teach 
f ** * Thy friend the name and healing powers of each, 

' From the tall bluebell to the dwarfish weed, 

" * What the dry land and what the marshes breed, 

'*' For all their kindj^ alikefto tbpe are known, * 
“ * And die wholeiart of Galeii is thy own.*f . 

** Ah, perish Oalcn’s arf, and withered be ♦ 

** The useless herbs that gave no| health to thee f 
“ Twelve evenings $ince, as in poetic dream 
“ T meditating sjt ^^mc statelier theme, 

** The rectls no scxmdl- touchctl niy lip, though new 
** And uncssayed hbfore, than wide tney fleit * 

“ Bursting their waxen hands, nor could sustain 
** The deep-tone4|[ music of the solemn strain; 

Ai^l I at\;i vain perhaps, but I will tell 
" How proud a theme 1 clibsc,—ye groves, farewcU ! 

** (»o, go, my lambs, untended homeward fare; 

'* My thou{pits are all now due to othcyiidare. 

** Of Brutus, Dardan chief, my song shall bo, 

“ How with his barks he |>loughed the British sea, 

*' First from RiUupia’s towering headland seen. 

And of his consort’s reign, fair Imogen; 

“ Of Brennus and Bclinus, brothers bold, 

“ Awl of Arviragus, and how of old 
“ Our hardy sires the Armorican controlled, 

“ ^^d of the wife of Gorlois, who, surprised 
** By.Uther, in her husband’s form disguised 
“ (Such was the force of Morliw’s art), became 
“ rrcenant with Arthur of heroic fame. • 

“ These themes I now ^evok^e,—and oh,* if Fak? 

Propottiijn to these Uiemes my lengthened date, 

“ Adieu my shepherd’s reed ! yon pine*tree bough 
** berfhy future home ; thcrl dangle thou 
{* Foigot^ft and. dnotsed, unless ere long * 

*« thy Latian for a Biitish song; 

^ Bfitish ?—even so,—the powers o# num 
; little is the’Aiost he can : 

And it shalrwcll suffice me,^nd s^all be 
!! f recompense enone^ for me, 

Us^ goldcn^iaired, vy vetle may lean. 


OF THE L^rrii^ 


*' If^Iain liendinf o'er his crystal um, 

" Swif^-whirline Abra, Trent’s o'ershadowed stre|nn, 

** Thames, lovelier far than all in my esteem, 

** Tamar'c ore>tincturcd flood, and, after these. 

The wave-worn shores of utmost Orcades. 

* Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fare; 

** My thoughts arc all Aow due to other care. * 

** All this 1 kept in leaves of laurel-rind^ 
infolded ^fe, Md for thy view designed 
" Tnis, and a giftTrom Manso’s hand beside 
** (Manso, not least his native city's pride), 

*' Two cups that radjjmt ^ their giver shone, 

*' Adorned by sculpture uith a double zone. 

** The spring wassgraven thefe ; here ^lowly wind 
*' The Ked-sca shores, with groves of spices lined ; 

Her plumes of various hues amid ibe boughs 
*' Tht sacred, solitary Plusnix $ 4 >ows, 

*' And, u'atchful of the d^n, reverts head 
*' To see Auinjla leave her watery bed.— 

** Tn othcapart, the expar||ivc vault almve, 

*' And there too, even there, the god oi love; 

With quiver art icil he mounts, his torch displays 
» “ A vivid light, his gem-tipt arrows bit&e,* * 

'^Around his bright and flery eves he rolls, 

Vor aims at#uTgar minds or little souls, 

*' Nor deigns one look below, but aiming high 
** Sends every arrow to the loftv sky; • 

** Hence forms divine, and minis immortal, leaAr 
• ^ The i^wcr of Cupid, and enamoured bum. 

" Thou, also^ Damon (neither need I fear • 

That hope delusi^), thou art also there; 

• ** For whither should simplicity like thine 

*' Retire? where else such spotless virtue shine? 

** Thou dwellest not (thought profane) in shades bc 1 r/w, 
*' Nor tears suit thee; —cease then my tears to fluwl 
** Away with grief, on Damon ill bqstowed ! 

** Who, pure himself, has found a pure aborle, 

** Has pused the showery arch, henceforth resides 
** With saints and heroes, and from flowing tides 
** Quaffs copious immortality and joy, 

** With hallowed lipsf—OR f blest ti^thout alloy, 

** And now enAchra with all ytat faith can claim, • 
** Look dolm, entreated by wnatevA* name, g. 

** I{ Damon please thee most (that rural sound* 

• “ Shall oft with echoes fill the groves around) 

** Or if Deodatas, by which alone 

• ** In those ethereal mansions thou art * 

*' Thy blush was mudefl, and thy 3rODth the taste • 

** Of wedded bliss knew nevest pure and chaste: • 

** The honours, therefore, fay divine decree • 

** The lot of virgin wAtb, me given tA thee f 
^ liiT brows endrded with a ra^Bant boad. 


FOEJ/S OF Af/ETOA: 
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** And the gfreen palm-branch wavin|i in thy hand, 
*' Them in immortal nuptials shall rejoice, 

** And join with seraphs thy according voice, 
Where rapture rcig/as, and the ecstatic lyre 
Guides the blest oigies of ^lic blazing quire.'* 


AN ODE ADDRESSED TO MR. JOHN ROUSE 

ViBKAKIAN OP TilR UNIVSKS.TV OP OXPOKU, 

• d 

ON’ A lOST VOLUME OF MY FORMS, WHICH HE DESIRED MR TO REPLACE, THAT 
HE MXuIlT ADD THEM TO MY OTHER WORKS DEPOSITED IN THE LIBRARY. 

I'hU Ode is rendered without rhyme, that it might more adequatety represent the original, 
which, as Miiton himself informs us, is of nc certarn measure. It may poiAikty for this reason 
disapp'>int the reader, thqiii{h it cos; thS writer more labour tiian the translation of any other piece 
in tlic whole collection —C. *' „ 

STRoriffc. 

My twofold book! single in show, 

^ But dTonble in contents, 

Neat, buteiot curiously adorned. 

Which, in his e.'trly youth, c 
A poet gave, no lofty one in truth, 

Although An earnest ^wooer of the muse— 

Sdy while in cool Musonian shades 
Or British wildt he roamed. 

Striking by turns his native lyre^ 

By turns the Daunian lute, lo 

And 5tep})cd almost in air; 

ANTISTROniE. 

Say, little book, what furtive hand 
Thee from thy fellow-books conveyed. 

What time, at the repeated suit 
Of my most leam^l friend, 

I sent thee forth, an honoured traveller. 

From our great city to the source of Thames, * 

Qcrulean sire; « 

Where rise the ^ntpjns, and the raptor^ ring 

« Of the Aonian choir, 20 

Durable as yonder if>heres, • 

> And through the endiAs lapse of yean 

> ^ S^ure to be admired 7 

•* c 

STROTHB II. 

• t 

Vow what god, or demigod, 

Fmt Britain's ancieat genhis moved 
(If our aAicted land 



LAT/NnPO. 




IFM/LTOlf, 


Have ex|uted at length the guilty sloth 
Of her degenerate sons) ^ 

* Shall terminate our impious feuds, 

And discipline^ with haUpwed voice, recall ?* 
Recall the Mbses too^ 

Driven from their ancient seats 
In Albion, and svelUniuh from Albion's Aore^ 
And with keen Phoebean sliafis 
* Piercing the unseemly bird^ * 

Whose talons menace us. 

Shall drive the harpy race from Helicon a^? 

• * < 

^ ANTISTROPIIB. 

But thou, my booS, though tSou hast strayed. 
Whether by treachery Idst, 

Or indolent neglect, thg bearer’s fitult, 

From all tn/^tndred bc^ks. 

To a^e dark cell, or cavg forlSrn, 

• Wucre thou endurest, perhaps, 

The chafing of spm!! hard untutcj^ed hand, 

Bv lomforted— 

For lo! again the splmtdid hof^e^ppears 
• That thou mayest yet escape* 

Tne gulii of Lethe, and on oary wings 
Mount to the everluting courts of Jove! 


STROPIfE III. 


iSince Reuse desires thee, and complains 
That thAigh by promise his, 

Thou yet appearest not in thy place 
Among the literary noble stores 
Given to his care, 

But, absent, leaves! his numbers incomplete 
He, ther^ore, guardian vigilant 
Of that unperishing wealth. 

Calls thee to the interior shrine, bis charge, 
Where he intends a richer treasure far 
Thau Ion kept (Ion, Erectheus* son 
* Illnstriotts, of the fdir Cre&sa bora) 

In the rftplendent temi^ of his g<^, 
Tri^bds of*goli 4 and Wphit gtfo divip^- 
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^ AMTISTROPUBi 

Hash^ then, to die pleasant grAet 
The Mtisa* fitvoarhe haunt; 
Resume dif nation in ApoUo’a doi^ 
Dearer to him • 

Than Delos^ oi^he fiMed INitmadui^dll 
* Ejcoldi^gov 

H tf 



THAmLATVOMS 

-(-•-w-- 

Since now a splendid lot is Also tlvne. 

And thou art sought by my propitious friend; 

* For there thou shalt 1 m read ' 

With authors pf exalted note, • 

he ancient glorious lights af Greece and Rome. 


I 

EPODK. 

Ye then, my works, no longer ^ain 
And worthless deemed by me ! 

Achate er this steril genius has produced 
Expect, at last, the rage ot Envy spent, 

An unmolested happy home, 
iilt of kind Hermes, and ^ny watchful friend; So 
Where never flippant tongue profane 
Shall entrance And, 

And whence the cor rsc ip^lettered multitude * 

» Shall (taftblc far remote. 

Perhaps somei future distant a^, . 

Less tinged with prejudi(;c, and better taught, 

Shml furnish minds of power 
To judge more equally. 

• Then, Malhe silenced in the tomb^ 

Coolei* heads and sounder hearts, • 

Thanks to House, if aught of i#aise ^ • 

1 merit, shall with candour weigh tne claim. 

i 


TRANSLATIONS OF THE ITALIAN POEMS. 


SONNET. 

2 ^air Lady! whose harmonious name the Rhine, 
* Through all his grassy vale, delights to hear. 
Base were indeed the wretth w’ho could forbeai 
.To love a spirit elegant as thine, « 

That manifests a sweetnfts all divine^* e 
NBi* knows a thousand winning acts to spare, 
And graces, which Love’s bpw and arrows are^ 
rcmjjmng ^y virtnes to a softer shii^e. 




Suplf strains as might the scifrel^ forest move 
jk\ then—turn eai^ h|s eyes andrears awi^, 
W*ft:« feels himself nnwortny of thy love 1 
Grace esn alope preservo him,«ere the dart 
OI fond de^ y^eeach his inmost heart. 


OF THE 


ITALIJ^ PO^ 


MS OF mi rOH. 




SONNSr. 

• 

As on a hill-top rude, when dosing day 
Imbrowns the stene, some pastoral maid^ fair 
Waters a lovely foreign plant witlvcarc, ^ 
Rom% frorn its native genial airs away, * 
That scarccl)rcan its tender bud display; 

So on my tongue these accents, new and r^re, 
Are flowers ci^ticf which lx>ve waters therct 
Wliile thus, O sweetly scornful! I essay 
Tiiy praise iia verse to Jiifttish ears unknown, 

And Thames exchange for Anias fair domain ; 
So Ixjve has willed, and ofttimes l>uve has show 
'Vhat what he wills h<yieve%wills in vain. 

Oh that this hard and steril brdis^ might b^ 

To Ui^ who plants from haaven, a soil as free 


CANZONE. 

Thky mock my toil—the nymphs and amorous swains— 
And whence this fond attempt to wrill,” lh|y cry. 
I.ov^songs in language thaPthou little know^t ? * 

**' IIow darcst thou risk to sing these foreign strains? 

Say djilyi—not oft thy purpose crosA'd, 

** And that thy fan^est (lowers here fade and die?” 

Then, with pretence of admiration high— 

*' Thee other shores expect, and other tides; 

*' Rivers, on whose grassy sides 
** Her deathless laurel leaf, with which to hind 
Thy flowing locks, already Fame provides ; 

** Why then this burthen, better far declined ? ” 

Speak, Mnse t for me.—The fair one said, who gyide^ 
My willing heart, and all my fancy’s flight.s, 

*' This 15 the language in jvnich l..ove deUghts.” 


SONNET. 

TO CH^RLRS DtOD.lTA. 

Charles— and I say h wond^^ing—thou must khgmr 
That I, who once .n sqomfiil air,* ^ 

And scoffed at Lov^ amialleu in Hb snare; 

' (Full* many an upright man has fslleiAa} 

. ‘ana 



‘ TRANSLA^JOli<^ OF THE 

' ,Yet think me not thus dazzled by the 

Of golflen locks, or damask cheek ; more rare 
T|ie heartfelt beauties of my foreign fair, ' 

A mien majestic, with#dark brows that show . 

tranquil lustre of a lofty mind ; 

Words exquisite, of idioms more than one, 

, And sodg, whose fascinating power might bind. 
Arid from her sphere draw down, the labouring moon 
Witfi such hrc'darting eyes, tliat should I fih 
My cars with wax, she would enchanl^me still. 



. SONNY! 

Lady ! it cannot be but that thine eyes 
Must be my sun, ^uch /adianre tli^ display, 

And Strike me even as Phoebus him whore way 
Through hbrrid Libia’s sandy desert lics.^ 
h^eanlimc^ on that side steamyr/apours rise *' 
Where mo^t I sftfTer. Of what kind are they, 

New as to m: thw are, 1 cannot say, 

But'Jeem tlicm, m the lover's language—sighs. 
Some, though wi(h pain, my bosom close ^ncealk, 
Which, if in part escaping thence, they tend 
To soften thi^e, thy coldness soon congeals. 

* WUle otl)crs to my learft^ eyes ascend, 

Whedee my sad nights in showers are ever drevvned. 

Till my Aurora conies, her brow with roses bound 

« • 
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SONNET. 

Enamoured, artless, young, on foreign ground, 
l^ncertain whither fiom myself to fly. 

To thee, dear l^y, with an humble sigh 
*Let me devote my heart, which I have found 
•By Certain proofs, not few, intrepid, sonnd. 

Good, and addicted to coni^tions h^h: 

MHien tempests shake the world, and fife the sky. 
It mts in adunanipsdf'k'rapt aroancT, t 
As sale*fA>m envy, and from outrage rude, 

From hopes and fears that vulgar minds abuses 
fon^ of i^itts and fixed fortitude, 

' Of the VesounOing lyre, and every muse. 

Wfq^k^OQ will find it in one ewy nart, 

N^, pierced Iqr Love's iipmedicame dart. 



COMPLTMENTa\y Pd^SiS TO MILTON, f ’ 
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COMPLIMENTARY POEMS TO MILTON. 

' FROM THE LATIN AND ITALIAN^ 

® * 

a»HE NEAPCM-ITAN, JOHN BAPTIST MANSO, 

MARQUIS or VILLA, ^ 

TO THE ENGLfSHMAN, JOHN MILTON. 

• 

What featufcs, rorm,«ink*n, manwcrs, with a miud 
Oh how intelligent! and how refined! 

Were but thy piety from fault as free, 

Thou wouldcst no A^gle ))tt an ^ngcl be 


AN®EPIGRAM. 

m 

Al)r)R#=SED TO THE ENGLISHMAN, JOHN My-T§N, A POET WORXIIY OF 
• T,^IREE LAURELS, THE (iKECtAN, Lt^ffN, AND ETRUSCAN,^ 

* JOHN SALSlLLf, OF ftOME. 

Meles* and Mincio,t Imth, your urns depress I 
Sebetus,t boast hencefortiuthy Ta5.s(f less I 
But^let the Thames o’erpew all floods, siiidbdie • 

For Milton famed shall, single, match the three. 


TO JOHN MILTON. 

Greece, sound thy HomerN, Rome, thy Virgil's n^e, 
But England’s Milton equals both in fame. 

SEliTAGCI. 


AN ODEi 

ADDBE5i!il!!b TO THE ILLUSTRIOUS ENGLISHMAN, MR. JOHN MI1.TON,, 
BY SIGNOR ANTONIO FRANCINl, GENTLEMAN, OP FipRENCE. * 

# * ^ a 

Exalt roe, Clio, to the ^ies, 

* That I may form a starry crown. 

Beyond what HeHicon supplies 
In lauAate garlands of renosro ; ^ 

To nobler worth be bfighter glory given, 

And to a heavenl|l mind a reconqMnse from heif^Ai, 

* Meles u a river ef Ionia, hi nelglihoariiood of Satyif^ wbenoe Homer is ca!^ 

f The Miftdf watered the dty of Mantm, famous as du^rtbplaoe m Vinj] 
i SebefimhiMni^dm ^MmwdSriSteJWarids/rM,’htwMuifnttga MapIcSi * 


TRANSL/f^TJOlf^ OF THE 


‘Time's wasteful hunger cannot prey 
On cve'rlastirig high desert, 

Nor'ean Oblivion steal ^ajr 

'' Its record graven on the heart; 

Tx>dge but an arrow, Virtue, «>n the bow 

That binds my lyre, and death shall a vanquished foe. 

In Ocenn’s blazin'; flood enshrined, , 

Whose vassal tide arountl her swells, < * 

Albion, from other climes disjoined. 

The p» )wess of the world excels ; 

•She teems with heroes that to glory rise. 

With more than Imman force iq our astonished eyes. 

' To Virtue, driven from other lands. 

Their IxMoms yield a safe retreat; 

Her law alone their deed commands ; • 

Her sjpiles thev^Wei divinely Sweet. 

Confirm my record, wilt^-n, generous youth! 

And by true virtue prove thy victim’s praise a truth 

Zeuxis, all energy ilhd flame, 

Set ardent forth .m his career ; 

^ Urged to his task by* Helen’s fame 

Resounding evcV in his ear; g. * 

To make his image to her beauty true, 

From the collcctec^ fair each sovereign charm he drew. 

The^>ee,« iJ^ith subtlest ski^. endued, ^ 

Thus toils to cam her precious juice 

From all the flowery myriads strewed ' ' 

O’er meadow and parterre profuse ; 
ronfedcrate voices one sweet air compound. 

And various chonls consent in one harmonious sound. 

An artist of celestial aim, 

Thy genius, caught by moral grace, 

With ardent emulation’s flame 
ITie steps of Virtue toiled to trace, 

Ohsefved in every land who brightest shone, 

Aqd, blending all their liest, made perfect good thy own. 

I 4r * 

From all in Florence bom, or taught , 

Ofcr country’s sweelpt n^ipent there, ■ , 

Whosesyqrks with learned labour wrought, 

Immortal honours jurtly share, 

ThQjyiast such treasure drawn of |:flirest ore, 

*' Tjiat not eyen T^nscan bards can b^t a ricHer store. 

Babel^nlused, and with her towJbi * 

Unflnvhed spreading widn the plaii^ 

« Has snved bit to evince thy powers 

With all har tcr^aea confuted in \ain, 

,Since; not alone thy^England’s purest phrase 
. But (veiy polished reabnr tdiy -varicus speech displays. 



COMPLIME/fTA\pY lyEMS TO MILTON. J 

-- 1 -^-^ 

The secret things of heaven and earth 
• By Nature* too reserved, concealed • 

From other minds of highest worth* 

To tliee arc copioi^Iy rolled ; 

Thou knowest them clearly, and thy views attain 
The utmost bounds prescribed to moral trutlpi' domain. 


Let Time no more his wing display^ , 

. • Ana boa^ his ruinous career, 

For Virtue, rescued from his* sway, 

Ills injuries may cease to fear ; • 

Since all events that Aaim remembrance find • 

A chronicle exact in thy i^pacious mind. 

Give me, that I may praise thy song. 

Thy lyre, by which alone I can, 

•Which, placing ihce^he sgirs among, 

Alreauv proves thee more lhah gian ; , 

And Tharus shall seem Kermessus, while his stream, 
GracechwiUi a swan lilg; thee, shull be my favourite theme. 


I who beside the 'Amo strain 
To match thy merit with ray {fiya, * 

J^m, after many an cITort vain, « 

^ To admire thee rather than to praise. 

And that by>mutc astonishment alone, 

Not by the faltering tongue, Jhy worthfmay best be sho^n. 


TRANSL4TION OF DRY9EN»,5 POEM ON lIlLTON. 

• r 

Tres tria, sed longi distantia, ssecula vatca 
Ostentant tribtis k gentibus eximios. • 
GneciaViblimem, cum majestate disertfito 
Romatalit, Mix Anglia utriqne parem. • 

Partufaus e#btnis Natnca exfaausta, cottcfaf Jbt, 

Teititts at fieret, ednsodare duos.^ 


.^7 


rXA^SLA^/O'NS 


TRANSLATIONS FROM VINCENT BOURNE. 


. I 

ON THE PICTURE OF A SLEEPING CHILti. 

S^iTBET babe, whose image, here expressed 
Docs thy peaceful sIuml.K;rs show; 

Guilt or fear, to break' t^y rest, • 

Never did thy spiiit know. 

Soothing slumbera^soft Repose, 
r Such as ^jsck the painter’s skill. 

Such as innocence bestows, 

Harmless infant, lull t/iee still I 


yilE THRACIAN. 

ThraciA.v parent^ at his birth, 

• Mourn their baht with many a teai 
But with undissembled mirth 
Place him breathless on his ^ic.’. 

Greece and Rome with equal scorn, 

'* O the savages !” exclaim; 

** Whether they rejoice or mourn, 

** Well entitled to the name !'* 

But the cause of this concern 
And this pleasure would they trace, 
Even they might somewhat learn 
From the savages of .Thrace. 


REciPRociy;^ k|;ndness the primary law of nature 

Androclbs from his injured lord, in dread 
Of tiistant deadi, to LiW*8 descrt«3ed. 

Tiry^'with his toUsome ^ht, and parched with heat. 

He spied, ^ lenrth, a cavqm's o^i retreat; 

But aiorce nad aven to rest his weary frame, 
hugest u Ida kind, aliom came: 
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TRMNSLiTWNS 


The largest '<tnd the longest kind 
Possess the foremost page, 

A sort most needed by the blindf ^ 
Or nearly'such from age. 

irhe full-charged leaf, which next en¬ 
sues 

Presents in bright array ^ 

The sm.'tUer sort, which matrons use, 
Not quite so blind as they. 

The third, the fourth* the fifth supply 
What tiicir occasions usk, 

Who with a more discerning eye 
Perforfn a nicer ta>k. 

But still with regular derrease 

From size to size tlicy fall, •> 

III every leaf grow Uks and levs; 

The last are least of all. ** 


Oh I what a fimd of genius, pent 
In narrow space, i • here I 
This volume’s method and intent 
f Ilow luminous and clear 1 ' 

li 

It leaves no reader at a loss 
Or posed, whoever reads; 

No commentator’s tedious gloss, 

Nor evm index needu.- 

Se.irch Hodley's many thousands o'er! 

Nq book is treasured there. 

Nor yet in (iranta's numerous store, 

^ I'hat may with this compare. 

No I—rival none in either host 
inOf this was c%'er setin. 

Or, that confents could justly boast. 
So brilliaiil and so keen. 


■ AN 

A NFFDI.E, small .IS small can be, 

In bulk and use surpasses me, 

Nor is mv ]>urcha.se dear 
For little, and aknosb (in' nought, 

A.S many of my kind are bought 
As days arc in the year. 

Yet though but little use we boast, 
’’And arc procured at little cost, 

The lafiour is not light; 

Nor few aitihcers it nsks. 

All skilful in their several tasks, 

To fashion usMright. 

One fuses metql o’er the fire, 

A second draws into wire, 

T,he shpork another plies, 


ENIGMA. 


i 

j 


I 



I 

i 


I 

i 

i 

\ 


Who clips ii; Icngtiis thj^Jur :en thread 
For him who, chafing every shrCd, 
Gives all an equal size. 

A fifth prepares, ci act and round, 
Theknoh with whivh it mus\ be crowned; 

II is (Mfuwer irit.kes it fast : 

And with his mallet and his (dc , 

To shape the point, employs awhile. 
Tlic sc\ entli and the last. 


Now therefore, CEdipus ! declare 
What creature, wonderful and rare^ 
A process that obtains 
Its purpose whh so much ado 
At last produces !—tell me true, 

^ And take me fur yoiir pains 1 


Sparrows self-domesticated 


MN trinity COI-LEGeI CAMBRIDGE. 


* • ' > 

None ever shared tli»sncwl feast, 

Or as an inmate o# A euest. 

Beneath jhc celebi^M dome 
Whqre once Sir Isaac ha^hb home, 
Wbo^vr not (and vith some delight 
Perhaps lie VMisred the novel lightj . 


Ilqew numerous at the tablcs*there 
The spRrrows beg their daily fare. 

For there, in every nook and ceMi 
^ Wh^ such a fiunily may dwell. 

Sure as the vernal season comes 
Their nests they weave id hdpeof cnimbs^ 



FRO^ y/.X^ENf^FOU^NE. 


AVhich kindly given, may serve with foorl 
Convenient ttieir ttiifeaiticrcd bre^od ; 
And oft as with its summons clear 
The %amii^ Iwil safutes their car, , 
Sagacious listeners to the sound, 

'I'hcy flock from alt the fields around. 
To reach the hospitable hall, 

None more attentive teethe call. 
Arrived, the pdlisionary banc^ 


Hoppling and chirping, cldiie at hand, 
Suiicit what tliey*soon receive, 

'l^c sprinkled, plenteous donative. 
'Jims is a multitude, though large, 
Supported at a trivial charge; 

A single doit would overpay 
I'hc expenditure of every^lay. 

And wnf#can gnidffe so small a grac 
'J’o suppliants, natives of the |Racc ? 


FAMILIARITY 

• • 

As in her ancient mistress’ lap 
The youthful Tabby lay. 

They gave cadi athcr many a tap. 

Alike disposed to play. ^ 

But strife ensues. Pims vI^xcs warm, 
And 'with protrudeu daws • 

Ploughs all the length of Lydia’s ahn. 
Mere i^'afllonncss the cause. 


DANGEROUS. 

At once, resentful of the dccff, 

She’ shakes her to the ground, 

^Vith many a threat that she shall bleed 
NVitfi^till a deeper wound. 

But* Lydia, bid thy fury rest; 

It was a venial stroke^; 

For shif that will with kittens jest 
Shoukl bear a kitten’s jokdl^ 


INVITATION TO THE REDBREAST. 

Sweet bird, whom ihZ Winter constrafne- 
And seldom another it can— 

T{» seek • retreat while he reigns, • 

In the wAl-shcliered dwellings of man, 
Wlio never can seem to intrude. 

Though in all places ei^ually free. 

Come ! oft as the season is rude. 

Thou art sure to be welcome to me. 


At sight of the first feeble rfty 
That pierces the clouds of the cast. 

To inveigle thee every day 

My windows shall show thee a feast; 
For, taught by ex|!tericnce, t know 
Tbew mindful of benefit long, 

Aral that,*thankful foi*all I4>e$tow, 

Thou wilt pay me with many a song.* 

Then soon as the swell of the buds • 
Bespdks the renewal of Spring,* * 
Fly hence^ if Ulltu wilt, to the wo^s, • 
Or wheriAt shall please thee to ^ing: 
And shoiildst thou, compelled a fimst. 
Come agaiui^o mi^window iff do«% 

^ X>onbt not an afiedi^ate host. 

Only pay, as thou payedst me Wore. 
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TXjfA’SL/fT/ONS^ 


Thus music must needs be confest 
• To flow from a fountain above ; 
Else how shouH it work in the breast 
Unchangeable friei^lship and love ? 
And who on Uie glolie can be found, 

, Save your generation apd ours, 
That can be delighted by sound. 

Or bi'asts any musical powers? • 

• 


STRADA’S NIGifTIKCALE. 

I 

Thf. shepherd touched hi» reed ; sWeet Philomel 
Essayed, and oft essayed to catch the strain, 

And treasuring, as on her car they fell. 

The number^, cchtcd nvtc for note again. 

*• <* f 

The peevish youtk, who ne’er had founri before 
A rival of his skill, indypiant heard, * 

And soon (foa various was his tuneful store) 

In loAi^r tones defied the simple bird. 

C 

She dared th*; task, and rising, as he rose, , 

With all the force that passion giviA inspired, ^ 
Returned the sounds awhile, but in the close. 
Exhausts 1 fell, and at his feet expired. 

< *' < 

Thds strength, not skill, prevailed. O rat.al'*^trife, 
Byjlhee, poor songstrc.ss, playfuljy begun^ 

And oh, sad victory, which costehy life, ' 

And he may wish that he had never won. 


« 


ODE ON THE DEATH OF A LADY 

WHO LIVED ONE HUNDRED YEARS, AND DIED ON HER BIRTHDAY, 1728. 
€ 


Ancient dam&, how wide and vast, 
..To a '.'.ace like ours, appear^ 

Rounded to aniorb at last. 

All thy multitude of years I * 

Wc, the herd of human kind. 

Filler and nf feebler powers; 

td n».Tow bounds co.ifined, 
Soon exhaust'^lie^um of ours. 

DeathVdelicious^hianqaet, we 
perish even from the^omlv. 

SwiRer than a shallow flee, 
Nouzishednbut to feed tb#toada 

f. .. 


Seeds of merciless disefse 
* Lurk in all that we enjoy; 
Some that \^aste u^ by degrees. 
Some that suddehly destroy. 


And if life o’erleap the iboum 
Commoiw to the sons of men. 

What remains, but that we i^onrn, 
I9reapa, and dote, and drivel then ? 

Fast as moons can wax and wan^ 

. Sorrow comes; and while we groan, 
Pant with anguish and qomplain. 

Half out years are fled and gone. 
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_4.- 

If a few (to f(?w 'lis given),# 
Lingering on this earthly stage, 
Creep and halt f^ith steps uneven 
2*0 the period of an age, 

• 

Wherefoft live they, but to see 
Cunning, arrogance, and forcy;. 
Sights lamented much by thee, 

1 folding their accustomed course ? 


—I---- < .«-^• 

Oft was se#n, in ages past^ 

All that we wi^h wonder view; 

Often shall be to the hist; 
lEarth produces nothing jiew. 

Thee we gratulate; content 

Should propitious Heaven design 
Life for us, as calmly sjanA;, 

Thougft but half The Icngth^f thine, m 


^ • 

THE CAUSE WON. 

* • 

Two neighbours furiously dispute;' 

A field the subject of the suit. 

Trivial the spoi# yet Ihch the rage 
Wi|ii which the combatants Aigogc, 
n'#cre hard to tell, who covets roos 
*rhc prize—at ifhatsocvcr cost. 

The pleadings swell. Words still suiiicc ; 
No singu. word but has its pricia: 

No term but yields some fair j)retcnce * 
For^povcl and increased ex{)ense. 

Defendant thus becomes a name 
Which he that bore it may disdaim ; 
Since both, in one d|5cription olei^lqri. 
Are plaintiffs—when the suit is ended.* 


THE SILKWORIa. 


' The beams of April, ere it goes, 

A worm, scarce visible, disclose ; 

All winter long content to dwell 
The tenant of his native shell 
The same prolific season gives 
The sustenance ^y whidi ne lives, • 
The mulberry-leaf, a simplt store, 

That serves him—ti^l^ necdsmo more! 
For, his dimensions once complete, 
Thencefor^ nohe ever sees him eat t 
Though, tul his growing time be po^ 
Scarce ever is he seen to fast. 

Hut honr^rrived, his work bepns f 
He sjuns and weaves, and we«#es and 

liU arde upon drek wound % % 


Careless around him and around, 
Conceals him with a veil, though slight,. 
Impervious to the keenest sight. , 

Thus self-inclosecl as inta cask, ^ 
At length be finishes his t|Bk,: ^ , 

An^ tnoimh a worm when be was^st. 
Or caterpinar at the i^ost, * ^ 
•Whep next we see biro, wings he wears. 
And in papilio-]sc|itp appem; 

Becomes oviparous; supplies 
With future worms dftd toture^^cs 
Tlie next ensuing year—and dtte 1 
Wdl were it for fne world, if all 
Who c r ee p about Am earthly ball, • 
Thoi^fb soorter-li#!^ than mqpt he be^ 
Were i|peful % thdr kind as h^ , 
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tra^slaTios^s 


^—I _ —*. 




THE INNOCENT THIEF. 


Not a flower caft be found in thef 
^ fields, ‘ 

vOr the spot that we till for our 
pleasure, « 

I-’roin the largjhst to least, but it yields 
'I'he Bee, never wearied, a treasure. 

Scarce any she quits unexplored, 

With a diligence tru\y exact j 
Yet, steal what she may for her 
hoard, 

Leaves Evidence none of the fact. 

Her lucrative task she pursues. 

And pilfers with so much addreils, 
That none of their odour they Ibse, » 
Nil charm by their beauty the less. 


Not thus inoffensively preys 
rThe canker-worm, indwelling foe ! 
His voracity nut thus allays* 

Thf; sparrow, the fincli, or the crow. 

The worm, more expensively fed. 

The pritje **1 t‘ne gard-n devours; 

And birds peck the seed from the bed, 

Still less to be spared than the flowers. 

« 

Hut shd wdth such delicate skill, 

• 11 ■.•r pilhigt; so fits for her use, ^ 

'Phat the cfiemist in v.nin with his still 
Would labour the like to produce. 

Then grudge not her tc\nperate meals, 
^ur a benefit bhaine as a theft; 

Since, stole sl^ not all that she steals, 

. ^cither honey mw wax would be left. 


. DE^N'KR’S OLD W’OMAN. 

In this mimic form of a matron in years,* 

How plainly the pencil tif Denncr appears ! 

The matron hti'self, in \^hose old age we see 
Nol a Video of decline, what a wonder is she 1 
No dimness of eye, and no cheek hanging low, 

No wrinkle, or deep-furrowed frown oit the br^v ! 
Her forehead indeed is here circled IRround 
With locks like the rtlxind w'ith which they are bound 
While glossy and smooth, and as soft as the skin 
Of a delic,ite peach, is the down of her chin ; 

But nothing unpleasant, or sad, or severe, 
that indicates life in its winter, is here. 

Yet all is expressed, with fidelity due. 

Nor a pimple or freckle concealed from the view. 

* Many, fond of new sights, or who cherish a taste 
t'FoV the labours of art, to the spectacle haste; ^ 

The youths all agree, that a>tild old age inspire 
The {lassion of love, hers would ktnd^ the fireib 
And ^e matrons with pl^hsure confess that they see 
Ridtctfiohs nothing or hideous in thee. « 

^Tb^ nymphs for themselves scarcely hope a decline, 

O'wonderful woman ! as placid as thinei 
Stra£h|^ mi^c of art! which the youth can engage 
To jMTuse, half-enamoured,' the features Of age; 
Anc^rce from the virgin a lugb of despair, 

Thafhhe, when as old, shall be equally ftur! 

How gratr^ the glory that^Denn^ has gained, 
g^ce Apelles apt more Ibr his Venus obtained ! * * 



FJ^OAf Bbl^ENE,^ 
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THE TEARS OF A PAINTER, 


APKU.F.S, hearing tl^t his boy 
Hadjust expired, his only joy 1 [him, 
Although the sight with anguish tore 
Bade place his dear remains wfore^him. 
He seized his brush, his colours spread; 
^ And--“Ohl my child, accept,"—he 
said, • * • 

# (Tis aR that I can now bestow,) 

“ This tribute of a father’s woe!" • 

Then, faithful to the twofold part, 
A^Vi^h of his feelings and his aft, 

■ lie closed his eyes with tender care, * 
And formed at once a fellow pair. 

His brow with amber locks l>eset, 

And lips he drew, not livid yet; * 

And shaded all that he h^ done 
To a just image of hl^son. 


|Thus far is well. Rut view again 
Tne cause of thy paternal^ain 1 
Thy melancholy task fulfil I 
It needs the lasft last touches still. 
Again his pencil’s powers lie tries, 
Jh'or on h#> lips a snfile he spies: 

And still his cheek unfaded sli^ws 
The deepest damask of the rose. 
.Then, heedful to fhe finished whole, 
With fondest eageniess*be sfole, 

Till Bcarce himself distinctly knew 
The cherub copied from" the tAie. 
Now, painter, cease ! Thy task Is 
done. 

Lxing Nves this image of thy son ; 
No%ahoft-]ivcd shall the glory prove, 
Or of thy labour or thy love, « 


, THE MAZE. . 

From right to lef^ and to and fro, 

Caught in a labyrinth, you go, ^ 

And turn, and turn, an^ turn again, , 

To solve the mystery, but in vain ; 
f^tand stiy and breathe, and take from gic 
A* clue, thaliBoon .shall set you free I 
Not Ariadne, if you met her, 

Herself could serve you with a better. 

You entered easily—find where— 

And make, with ease, your exit tlierc 1 


THE 

To grass, or lea^ or fruit, or wall, 

The Snail sticks close, nor fears to fallf 
As if he grew there,jhouse^ny all 
9 together. 

Within th^ hotfee secure he hides, ^ 
When danger imminent betides 
Of storm, or other harm be^dcs 

• Of weather. • 

Give Imt hi$ boms the slightest fimeb. 
His sen-collecting power is such, 

He shrinks into his honse with miltdi 
• Displeasure. . 


SNAIL. 

Where’er he dwells, he dwells :#oile, 
h^xcept himself has chattels nSn^ 

Well satisfied to be his own 
• ♦ - Whole treasure. 

Thus, hermit-like, nis life he learls. 

Nor partner of hia banquet nec^^ 

And if be meets biye, only fireds 
• . The faster. 

Who seeks him nu^ worse than blind 

(He and his l^oiwe ^ so comlRned) 
i ^ If, it, he iam to find • . 

^ Its majter.* 


I 



rkAPSLAflOArS 


<} 

NO SORROW PECULIAR TO THE SUFFERER 

r ^ 

The lover, in inelod|piu verses, 

His singular distress rehearses. 

Still closing with a nieful cry, 

** Was ever such a wretch as I ?'* 

Yes ! Ciousands liave endured before 
All thy distress; some, liaplyoiore. 
Unnumbered Coryduns complain. 

And Strephons, of th<; like disdain : 

And if thy Chloc be of steel. 

Too deaf to hear, <oo hard to feel; 

Not her alone that ojnsurc fit^ 

Nor thou alone hast lost thy wits. 


THE CANTAB. 

I 

With two spttr^ or. one, apd no great matter which. 

Boots brlight, or bools borrowed, a whip or a switch, 

Five shillings or ledi for the hire of his beast. 

Paid part into handyou must wait for the rest. 

Thus equipt, Academicus climbs up his horse, 

And out they both sally fotu better or worse; 

His h'l&artVoid of fear, and as light as a feather; 

And in violent haste to go not knowing whither: 

Through th^ fields and the towns (see he 6cani|'>irs along, 
And is looked at and laughed at by old and bv young. 

I'^Il at len^h overspent, and his sides smeared with blood, 
Downiun^les hit horse, man and all, in the mud. 

In a waggon or chaise shall he finish his route ? 

Oh ! scandalous fate ! he must do it on foot. 

Yeung gentlemen, hear !—I am older than you! 

The ad^ce that I give I have proved to be true i 
Wherever your journey may be, never doubt it, 

The f&stcr you ride, you*re the longer about it. 


FSO.V ThM LAT^N tLASSidS. 


TRANSLATIONS FflOM THE LATIN CLASSICS. 

. • 

• • • 

•• • 

VIRGIL’S >€NE1D, Book VIII. Like 18 . 

Thus Italy was movetl;—nor did the chief 
.^ncas in his mint^ less tumult feel. 

On every side his anxious tlhiught he tilrns, 

Restless, unfixed, not knowing what 16 chuse. 

And V a cistern that in brim of brass 
Confines the crystal flood, If chalice tlie sun 
Smite on it, or Ac moon’s resplend^it ofb, 

The quivetj^g light now flas|ies on Uie walls, 

Now leaps uncertain to ^h^vaulted roof; • 

Such were the wavering motions of his*nund. lO 

Twas night—and weary Nature sunk ^ reft; ' 

l*lai birdi^ the bleating flocks, were heaid no more. • 

At l<gigth, on the cold ground, beneath tne damp 
And dewy vault, fast by the river’s brink, 

The Father of this country soudit repose.• 

NVhen lo ! among the sprcadin^Uxipiar bought, 

^‘‘ 9 rth froih his pleasant stream, propitious rose 
The god of 'I'itjer t clear transparent gauze • 

Infolds lus^oins, his 4rows with reeds are crowned; 

And these his gracious words to soothe his core: 20 

Heaven-born, who bring’st our kindred home 4 gain 
•* Rescued, and givest eternity to Tro^, 

** Ixmg have Laurentum mad the Latian plains 
*' Expected thee; lichold thy fixed abode. 

*' Fear not the threats of war, the storm is passed, 

** The gods appeased. For proof that what thou bearcst 
** Is no vain forgery or delusive dream, 

Beneath the grove that borders my creen bank, 

A milk'white swine, witl^thirty mim-white young. 

** .Shall g|^ thf vrandertng eyes. Mark well the p^. , ^ 

** For ’ti#ht place*of rest, thm eiu^thy toils: 

Tl)^, twice ten years elapsed, fiur A^’s waSs**^ 

Shall rise, fair Alba, b)isAscanhu’'lwid. 

** Thus shall it bq,;—now listen, while I teach 

• ' The means to accompli^ these events at Hand. 

'* The Arcadians hct]b avace from Pallas spruns 
** Following Evande^ standard and hit 

*' High on these monnUdna, a well-chosen 
** Have built a cUy, fi»*their (randrire's aakeo 
Named* Fallantemn. These perpetnal war 
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** Wage with the'Italians : joined in faithfil league 
** And arm^i confederate, add them to your camp. 

** Myself lietween my winding banks will speed 
*‘,Your well-oared barks te stem the opposing tide. 

Rise, goddess-bom, oris* ; and«with tne first 
** Declining stars, seek Juno in thy prayer, 

*' And vanqAish all her urrath with suppliant vows. 

When conquest a-owna thce, then remcmlicr Me. 

, I am the 'I'llier, whose cocrulean stream 

** Heaven favours; 1 with copious flood divide ‘ 50 

** These gr^'^sy banks, and cleave the fruitful meads ; 

«*' My mansion, this,—and lofty citlbs crown 
“ My fountain head."--He spoke, and sought the deep, 

. And, plunged his form bcneatn’*tlje closing'nood. 

Aeneas at the inornm;; dawn awoke, 

And, rising, with uplifted eye beheld 

The orient sun, then dipped his palms, and scooped 

The brimming strciYii, and thus addressed the skies: 

** Ye nym|>hs Daiip ntian nymph.s, who‘/ecd the sourre 
** Of many a stream, and thou,* Ysitti thy blest ]Bo:k 1 , Co 
** O Tiiicr ! hear, ac«'cpt me, and afford. 

At length afford, a snelter from my woes. 
r “ Whertver in secret cavcm'under ground 

** Thy waters sleep/ where'er they spring to light, - 
** Since thou hast pity for a wretch like me,*’' 

“ My offering-s and my vows shall wait thee still: 

VsGreat horned t'other of Hesperian floods, 

** Be l;rac'w)h$ 'now and ratity tliy word I" * 

He said, and chose two galleys from his fleet, 

Fils them w.th oars, and"clothes the crewui arms^' 70 

When lo I astonishing and pleasing sight. 

The milk-white dam, with her unspotted brood. 

Lay stretched upon the bank, beneath the grove. 

To thee, the pious prince, Juno, to thee 
Devotes them all, all on thine altar bleed. 

Thatdiveiong night old Tiber smoothed hts flood. 

And so restrained it that it seemed to stand 
Motionless os a pooU or silent lak^ 

That ipot a billow might resist their oars. 

Vi ith cheerful sound of exhortation soon 80 

Their voyage they begin; the pitchy keel 

Slides through the gentle d^p; the ^utet sfream ( 

Admires thjr unwonted burtnen that it bean, * ' 

Well polished arms, and vessels painted gay. 

Beneath tbe shade of various trees, between 
The umbrageoit'^ branches of tbe spreading groves, 

They cut their liquid way, nor daj^^nor sight 
They s'aA their course, unwinding as ('hey go 
The lime meanders of the peaceful ti^ 

The tTowin^ sun was in meridian hei^t, pd 

When lipm aVar they saw the humble wmls 
A^d the few scattered eottoges, whidi now 
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The4loman powechas equalled with the clouds; 

But such was theirEvander's scant domain. 

They steer to shore, and hasten to the town. 

It changed the ArcadLiu raona^h on that day, 
Before the walls, beneath a^hady grovc^ 

Was celebrating high, in solemn feast, 

Alcides and his tutelary^ gods. 

Fallas, his son, was there, and them the chief 
Of all his y^uth ; with these, a worthv tifbe, 
llis^^or but vendable senate, bumea 

• Sweet incense, and their altars smoked with blood. 
Soon as they saw the touicring masts approach, * 
Sliding between the trees, while the crew rest 
Upon their silent ^ars, araaz^ they rose^ 

Not without fear, and all forsook the Host 
But Pallas, undismayed, his javelin seized, 

Kushgd to the bank, and from a rising ground 
Forbade them to disturb Ae saef^ rites. 

** Ye stran^r^uth I what prompU yoff to explofe 
“ This unypetrway f and whither tTo yc steer? 

“ Whence* and who are r Bring yj peace er war ? 
.^neas from his loftv d^k holds furtii * 

• ^'he peaceful olive oranch, and 4hus rjjptieift 

*'»Tr^ans and enemies to the l.atian staj^e, * 

“ Whom*they tgith unprovoked hosliUtics 

** llave driven away, thou seest. We seek Kvander; 
** Say this,—and say beside, the Trojan (;|iiefs 
** Arc come, and seek his friendship and his aicb*^ 
^l^Uas wifth wonder heard that awful name, 

And “ Wkosoe’er^hou art," he cried, " come fufth; 

*' Bear thihe own tiiinga to my father's car, 

• *' And be a welcome miest beneath our roof," 

He said, and pressed Uie .stranger to his breast; 

Then led him from the river to the grove, 

Where, courteous, thus /Eneas greets the king: 

** Best of the Grecian race, to whom I.how 

** (So wills my fortune) suppliant, add stretch forth 
** in sign of amity this peaceful branch, 

** I feared thee not, although 1 knew thee well 
** A Grecian leader, born in Arcady,. 

** Afld kinsman of the Atridae. Me my virtue, 

** That iiteans mo wrong to thoe,—the Oracles, 

** Our Undved ^utlilies allied df oidp 

*' And tny renown diffused through every land,* # 

• tfave all conspired to bind in friendship to thee,. 

** And send me not unw'uli^ to thy shores, * * 

^ Dardanus, autoor of the l^an state * 

(So say the Greeks), #as fisir Electra's son; 
iUectra boasted 4mas for her sin^ 

**' Whose shoulders high sustain the setbereaLoci 
** Yoor sire is Mercurm whosMoia boz% • 

** Street Blaia, on Cyllene*^ hoaiy top^ 
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' Her, if we credit aught tradition old, l * 

"'Atlas of yore, the selfsame Atlas, claimed 
" liis daughter. 'I'hus united dose in blood, 

" Thy* race and ours one cfmmon sire confess. 

"'With these credentials fraught,J[ would not send 
" Aml>assadors with artful phrase to sound 15^ 

** And win thee by degrees, but came myself; 

" 'ivfe, therefore, me thowscest; my fife the stake : 

*' 'Tis I,' ^Cnea.^ v^ho implore thine aid. , 

** Should Daunia, that now aims the blou^at thee, ' 

" Prevail to conquer us, nought then, they think, 

Will himicr, but Hesperia must ke theirs, 

' -All theirs, from the upper to the netfier sea. 

" Take then our friendship, arid return us thine! 

" We loo have course, we hav^ noble mmds, 

" And youth w'cll tried and exercised in arms." 160 

Thus spoke A'^neas. He with fixed regard , 
Surveyed him speaking, fea\;ures, ^orm and mien. 

Then brielly thus,— * Thou noblest of Ihy naloe, 

" How gladly do I take thee to my heart, p 
** How gladly thus cpnfcss thee ftr a friend 1 
, " In thee I trace Anchises; lus thy speech, 

I' " Thy voice, thy coUi\lenanee. For I well remember 
" Many'a day sinc^ when Priam journeyed forth t 
" To Salamis, to see the land where dwell « * 

" Hesione, his sister, he pushed on ' l^o 

V K'cn to Arcadia’^ frozen Ixmnds. *Twai then 
" Tha.bKv>i.t ef youth was flowing on my check ; 

" Much I admired the Trojan chiefs, and much ' 

** Their king, the son of great Laomedon,, • 

" But most Anchises, towering o’er theUi sill. * 

" A youthful longing seized me to accost 
" The hero, and embrace him ; I drew near, 

" And gladly Ictl him to the walls of Pheneus. 

" Departing, he distinguished me with gifts, 

" A mostly quiver stored with Lycian darts, 180 

" A robe inwove with gold, with gold embossed 
*' Two bridles, those vimich Pallas uses now. 

" Tne friendly league thou hast solicited 
"rl give thee ther^ore, and to<morrow all 
* "My chosen youth shall wait oil your letum. 

" Merjiwhile, since thus in friendship ye airi coma. 

" Rejoice with u% andF'join tb celelmte ' « V 

" These knfiual rites, which may not be delayed, 

And^jbe at once fiuniliar at our board.'* 

He sa^, and bade r^lace the feast re^noved; 19O 

Tlimself upon ajgra!^ bank disposed 
The effw; Imt & AEneas oneteiwlbrft 
A cau<ti spread with a lion's tawny sh^. 

And ba^ nim^liare the hononrs of his throne. 

The appointed' youth with g^ad alacAty 
As||st tne labourite priest to load the board 
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With roasted ent^ls of the slaughtered bMves, 

WelMtticaded bread and mantling bowls. Well please<l, 
i^'neiis ajid the Trojan youth r^ile * 

On the huge length of a wfll*pastured chine. 2 oo 

• Hunger appeased, and tables all despatched, 

Thus spake Evander Superstition here, • 

In this old solemn feasting, has no part. 

** No, Trojan friend, from utmost datigef saved, 

'* IA gratitude thft worship we renew. 

** Itehold that rock which nods above the vale, 

*' Those bulks of br^keia stone dispersed aixmnd f 
** How desolate the shattered cave appears, 

*' And what a ruin spreads tile incumbeml plain. 

** Within this pile, but farVithin, was*once !icf 

The dcii of Cacus; dire his hatefuf'form, 

** 'I'lipit shunned the day, half monster and half mat.. 

Blood newly shed slrealhed ever or^the ground 
** Smoking, many a visage pali; an 9 wan, * 

“ Nailed at Im gate, hunff hideous to the sight. 

“ Vulcan oegot the bripe* vast was Im size, 

“ And from his throat he Ixslched his lather*s Ares. 

** But the day came that brought us '^Hht wished, 

‘fc The assistance and the presence of a god. * 
brushed witbhis victory and the spoils be won 220 

** 1 * rom triple-formed Geryon llAely slain, 

“ The great avenger, Hercules appeared 
** Hither he drove his stately htH^ and poured*, 

, • His h(rds along the vale. But (he sly thief, 

** Cacus# that nothing might esca{)e his hand • 

** Of villEny or fradd, drove from (he stalls 

• *' Four of uie lordliest of his balli), and-four 
** The fairest of his heifers ; by the tail 

** He dragged them to his den, that, there concealed,, 

** No footsteps might betray the dark abode. 230 

** And now, his herd with provender sufficed, 

*' Alcidea would be gone; they as t]^ went 
** Still bellowing loud, made the deep-echoing woods 
** And distant mils resound: when hark 1 one ox, 

** Imprisoned close wdUiio the vast recess, 

** iBws in return, end fnuftrates all bis hope. 

** Then ffiiy Alcides, and his breast 
With/nmgnatiJb heaved : ^hutpiilg his club 
** Of knott€» oak, swift to the moantain top * * 

• ** He ran, he flew. Tb«n first was Cmos seen 240 

** To tremble, apd his eyes bespoke his fears. 

, ** Swift as an eastern blast he sdoght his din, 

*' And dread, increttin^ winged Im as be wenu , 

, ** Drawn up in iitundings ab^ the gate, , 

** A rock was hung enormoos. Such lus hyte, 

** He burst the diainsf and drepped it«t thcMdoor 
** 'Qien ^ppled it with irpnwork witlu% ' 

* ** Of ^Tts and bars by Vulcan’s art cootiived. , 
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^ “ Thjs. as it leaned obliquely tb the left, 

*'* I'hrcatening the stream below,*n2 from the riglit 
Pushed with his utmost strength, and to and fro 
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** Mcarce was he fast, when panting for rev^ge 
“ Came Hercules ; he gnashed his teeth with rage, 
“ And t|uick as lightning g^nced his eyes around, 
“ In Quest of entrance. ¥'iery rad and slung 
** With indignation, thrice he wheeled his course 
** About the mountain ; thrice, but tl\rice in vain, 

*' He* strove to force the quarry at the gate, 

** And thrice sat doWn o'erwearied in the vale. 1 
** There sloorl a pointed rock, abrupt and lude, 

** That hig|t o’enooked the rest, close at the back 
“ Of the fell monster’s <len, where birds obscene 
^ c/i* bminous note resortc^l, choughs and daws. 
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** The affrighted stream flows upu’^ to his sourcf. 

“ Rehold the kennel 9f the brute exposed. 

The gloomy vault laid open. So, if chance 
Karth yawning fo ttn} ccnVrt: should disclose 
* ‘ The mansions, the, pale mansions of the dead, ^ 

“ Loathed by the gods, such would the gulf tppear, 

" And the ghosts tremble at the sight of day. 

**/rhe monster braying with unusual din 
witlim ly^hollow lair, an^isorc ama/ed 
** To see such sudden inroads of the light, ' 

Alcides pressed him close with what at hand 
l^y readiest, stumps of trees, and fnq^ments hu^e 
'* Of millstone size. He (for csca))e was none), 

" Wondrous to tell! forth from his gorge discharged 
A smoky cloud that darkened all the den; 

“ Wreath after wreath he vomited amain 

** The, smothering vapour mixed with fiery sparks: 

No sight could penetrate the veil obscure. 

The hero, more provoked, endured not this, 

** BuY with a headlong leap he rushed to where 
*' TheHhickest cloud enveloped his abode ; 

There grasped he Cacus, spite bf all his fires. 

Till, •crushed within his arms, the monster bhows^ 

** His bloodless throat, *iiow dry with panbng hat],\ 
And his^v>fessed eyeballs start. Soon he tears down 
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fie luid>]rith oaths denied, are brought to light; 

By the beels the miscreant carcasd'is dnigged forth, 
His fdee^ his eyes, all terrible, his br^t 
Beset ^th brKtles, and his sooty jaws 
** Arc vi»ed «ith wender never to be doyed. 

«**. Hence fhe ccleb^^ thou seest, ,and hence 
** Tnis fesfal day. Potitius first enjoined 
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** Posterity theseftolcmn riles ; he first 
** With those who bear the great Pinarian name, 

** To Hercules devoted, in the grove 
** This idtar built, deemed sacrcAin the highest 
By us, and sacred ever t 9 be deemed. 

** Come then, my friends, and bind your youthful brow’s 
** In praise of such ddlivcrancc, and hold forth* 

“ The brimming cup ; your deities and ours , 

** Arc now^hc s^e ; then drink, and freely too." 

So saying, he twisted round his reverend loi^s 
A variegated poplar wreath, and filled ( 

His right hand with « consecr.'ited bowl. 

At once all pour lilmtions 014 the board. 

All offer prayer. • AikI nojy, the radisuit sphere 
Of day descending, eventide drew near; 

When first Potitius with the }>ricsls advanced, 

Bcgift with skins, and to|phcs « thei^- hands. 

High piled w^i meats of savoury tast^^ they ratted 
'I'he chaigerspand renewed the grateful feast. 

Then canih the Salii, croirtted with poplar too, 

Circling the blazing altars : here the youth * 

•Advanced, a choir fiarmoniotn^ there Itcard 
'J^he reverend .seers responsive : ’praise they sung, 

Much pftiise in honour of A Icicles' deeds; 

]IcAv first witlHnfant gripe two serpents huge 
He strangled, sent from Juno ; next they sung 
How I'roja and (Echalia he destroyed, * 

Fair citkis both, and many a tAlsomc hisk * *• 

' flcncath Kuryslhcus (so his stepdamc willed) 

Achievedvicloridu^ '* Thou, the cloud-born^air, 

** Hyljcus fierce ana Pholus, monstrous twins, 

** Thou slewcst the minotaur, the plague of Crete, 

** And the vast lion of the Ncmcan rock. 

Thee Hell, and Cerberus, Hcil's porter, feared, 

*' Stretched in his den upon his halNgnawed bones 
*' Thee no abhorred form, not even rite vast 
** TyphoeiM, could appal, though clad in arms. 

** Aail, true-born son of Jove, among the gods 
** At length enrolled, nor least illustrious Inoii, 
liaste thee propitious, %nd approve our ^ngs! 

Thus hjroned (he chorus ; above all they sing 
The cskjp of Cacas, and the fjpmes he breathed 
The woole grove echoes, and the hills reboun^ 

The rites performed, all hasten to the town; 

The king, bimding with* age, lield as he went 
Aeneas and his Tmlas by the lumd, • 

With much variety of jMeasing talk 
Shortening the waji ASneas, with a smiley - - 
' Looks round him, charmed with the delightful laeiii^ 
And many a questioi^ks, much helel^ § 

Of heroes far renowned in uident tidies. * % 

Ttfen spake Evaader: ** These extensile groves 
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*\Were once inhabited by fauns and nymjlhs 
** Produced beneath their shades^ and a rude race 
“ Of ipcn, the progeny uncouth of elms 
**. And knotted oaks. Th(^ no refinement knew ' 

'* Of laws or manners civilized, tb yoke 
The steer, with forecast provident to store 
*' ,The hoanfed grain, or manage wh&t they had. 

Hut browsed lik^^beasts upon the leafy boughs, 360 

, “ Or fed voracious bn their nunted prey. ^ ' » 

'* An exile from OI)rmpus, and expelled 
“ His nntice realm by thunder-liearing Jove, 
v'VFir^st .Saturn came. He from the mc/uniains drew 
** Tins hcrtl of men untractabk: and fierce, 

(. Aad.gavc them laws; and cal^dhis hitilng-placc, 

" This growth of forests, Latium. Such the peace 
*' His land possessed, the golden age was then, 

“ So famed in story; till l>y sIov% degrees 
“ Far other times, s^'tl of wr different hue, 370 

Succeeded, thirst of gdld and thirst of bloo-.. 

** Then came Ausonian bands, anl armed hosts 
" From Sicily ; and Latium often changed 
/ '* Her master ancj h^r name.^ At length arose 
“ Kings,! of whom Tybris of gigantic form 
** Was chief; and vtb Italians since have colled 
“ The river by his name ; thus Albula *' 

'* (So was the country called in ancient days) 

't'Was (^uitc forgoU Me fr«m my native land 
*' An Anl<^ I'liibugh the dan|;erous ocean driven, , 3S0 

Resistless fortune and relentless fate ' ' 

** Placed whiire thou scest me. Phoebi^ find' 

** The nymph Carmentis, with matemaiiare 
“ Attendant on my wanderings, fixed me here. ’* 

[Ten lines omitted.] 

He said, and showed him the Tarpeian rock. 

And the rude spot where now the capltol 
Stands all magnificent and bright with geld, 

ITiev overgrowTi with thonu. And yet even then 
The svrains beheld that saoed scene with awe; 

«Tite grove, the rock, inspired rellgioos fear. 

This grove (he said) that crowns the lofty 
** Of Aiis fair hill, som^ deity, we know, < 

** Inhabit^ what dSty we doubt 
** The Arcadians speak of Jtwiter himself 
'VThat'the]' have often seen him, taking here 
'V.His glopifty aegis, while the thunder'StonTis 
** Came rolling aU around him. Tim thine eyes, 

** HchojrPthat ruin; those dismantled nnlls, 

Whefc ence two towns, Janiculum——, 

** By JaA s tht^ and ^t by Sgtnzn l^il^ 

“ Satnmir." Such dtscoorse brought th^ beneath 
'Prbuirobf of poor Evoader; thenl-e they saw, 
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Where now thJproud and stately Foruin stands^ 
The ^grazing herds wide scatterea o’er the field. 
Soon as he entftred-—** Herculesy” he said, 

** Victorious Merculcs, on this threshold trod» 

I '* These walls contained ^im, humble as are. 
** Dare to despise magnificence, my friend, « 

" Prove thy divine dtiscent by ajpith divine, 

** Nor .view with hauglity scorn this n^n abode#" 
Sa saying he lad /Eneas by the hand, 

And placed him on a cushion studied with leaves, 
Spread with the skin a Lybistian bear. • 

[Tlic Epibodc of ^fcnus aod Vulcan omitted.] 

• a • I 

While thus in I.£mnos Vulcan was employed. 
Aii^kened by the gentle dawn of day, 

And the shrill song of liirds lAneath the caves 
Of his low mansion, old EvandearosS * . 

IlLs tunic aim the sandals,on his feet, 

And his good sword weft girded to his sldc^ 

A p«inther'8 skin depmdent from hi.s^eft, 

* And over his right shoulder thiown aslaift, 

Vlnis was he clad, Tw'o mastiffs foiiojvcd liim, * 
H is wlfole rclinue and his nightly guard. 


THE SALAD. 

The winter night now well-nigh worn away, 

The wakeful cock proclaimed approadiing d^y 
When Simulus, poor tenant of a farm 
Of narrowest limits, heard the shrill alarm. 

Yawned, stretched his limbs, and anxious to piovide 
Against the pangs of hunger unsupplied. 

By slow degrees his tattered bed forsook, 

And poking in the dark, fxplored the nook 
Where ^ber^slept with asties heaped around, 

And.wm burnt finger-ends tre^urc found. 

It dAnSed that a brand beneath his nop^ 
SoK proof of latent fire, some smoke arose; 

When trimming with a pin the incrusted tow, 

And stooping irtowaids the coals below, • 

He toils, with dieeks distended, to exdte 
The lingering flamii and gains at length a lighi 
W^ith pmdent heed he spreads his hand before 
The quivering lamp, and oks his grapa» 

Small was bis stocic, cut taking for the &y 
A beanircd stint of twiof eight ponndsfiway, 
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WH'th these his mill he seeks. A shelf at l^nd, 
Fixt in the wall, affords his lamp a stand : 

Then litiring both his armSi^^a sleeveless coat 
11 % girds, the rough exuviee of a goat; 

And with a rubber, for that use designed. 
Cleansing his mill within, begins to gjind : 

Eat'h hand has its emplojf*; lalxmring amain, 

This turnS the wind.', while that suuplies the gran. 
' The Slone revolving rajiidly, now glows, * 

And the bruised cotn a mealy current flows; 

While he, to make his heavy laboui liglit, 
'I'ajfXs'oft his left hand to relieve liis ri^it ,* 

And gbants with rudest accent,*’to beguile „ 

'llis ccdbcicss toil, as rude a straiiT the while. 

And now “ Dame Cybdie, come forth ! ” he cries; 
But Cybale, still slumbering^ nought replies. 

From Afrrc she, thef swain's sole'serving-maid, 
S’hose fad and foriiV'aliho l.or birth betrayed^ 


Whose fad and fornf'alibc 
With woolly locks, lips tumid, sable skin, 

Widt bosom, udders, flaccid, bclly'^thiu, 

J.cgs slender, broad ami most misshapen feet, 
^Miapped into chiilks,' apd i-uSched with solar heat. 
Such, suiVimoncd oft^ slic came; at his command , 
Fresh fuel heaped, the sleeping embers fannatl. 

And made in haste her simmering skillet steam, 
I^plcnishcd newly,from the ncighliouring stream. 

The/abqju-s %‘f the mill p^-formed, a sieve 
The mingled flour and bran must next receive, ' 
Which shakoi ufl, shoots Ceres through rofmed. 
And l>etter dressed, her husks all left bd&ind. 

This done, at once his future plain repast, 
Unleavened, on a shaven board he cast, 

With tepid lymph first largely soaked it all. 

Then gathered it with both hands to a bait. 

And spreading it again with both hands wide, 

SVith sprinklctl salt the stiffened mass supplied; 

At length, the stubborn substance, duly wrought, 
Takds from his plms impressed the shape it ought, 
llei.o.'.Aes an orb, and quartered into shares, 

*The faithful m.ark of just divisioif liears. 

Last, on his hearth it finds convenient spi^c,** 

For Cybale before had iwept*the place, 

And ther^ d^th tiles and embers overspread. 

She leaves |t,—reeking in its sultr}! bed 
'Nor Simi}lus, w’hile Vulcan thus, alon^ « 

His part p^ormid, proves h^less of his own. 

But sedulous, not merely to subdue ^ 

His hui|^, but to please his palate too^ 

* Preparc^nore ^voury food, llis chimney-side 
Could Ix^it n<f|^mmon, salted'well, ^d dried. 
And hooRe<l bchin^ liim i but sufficient store 
-^f bundled anise, and a cheese it bore; 
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• 

A broad round Iheese, which, through tt$ centre strung 
WitUa tough bjoom<twig, in the comer hung; 

The prudent hero therefore, widi address 
And quick despatch, nowj&ceks’anoUier mess, 
a Close to his cottage lay a garden>ground, 

With reeds and osiers s|)arely girt around; • 

Small was the spot, but liberal tcapruduce, 

Ngr wdhtfd aught that serves a peasaniis use ; 

/rad sometiines%vcn the rich would borrow thence. 
Although its tillage was his sole expense. 

For oft, as from his^ toils abroad he ceased. 
Home-bound by weather or some stated feast, 

11 is debt of culture here he^uly paid, 

And only left life plough^o wield the spade. 

He knew to give each plant the soil’it necdK, 

To^rill the ground, and cover close the seeds 
And could with case coApel tftc wanton rill 
To turn, and^'ind, obedient to wifl. * 

I'licre A^rimed starwort, .and the branching beet, 

The sord acid, and the mallow swee^ 

^ I'he skirret, and d.A leek’s aspiring kind, 

I'lic noxious poppy—quench^aof U^c%niAd I 
f>alllbr|pus sequel of a sumptuous boayil, 

T^e lettuce, imd the long hugc-lieilicd gourd ; 

But these (for none his appetite controlled . 

With stricter sw%y) the tiiriftv rustic sulil; 

With broom-twigs neatly boiSd, each kiii(Un{HgT 
• He bofc them ever to the public mart; 

Whenc^ laden *tiil, init with a lighter load, • 

Of cash well earnfiri, he took his homeward road, 
F.xpcn<ling seldom, ere he rjuiticd Rome, 

His gains in Aesh-mcat for a feast at home. 

There, at no cost, on onions rank and red, 

Or the curled endive’s bitter leaf, he fed : 

On scallions sliced, or with a sensual gust 
On rockets—foul provocatives of lust; 

Nor even shunned, with smarting gums, to press 
Nasturtium, pungent face-distorting mess I 
Some snch regale, now also in hts thought, 

With hasty steps his carefbn-ground he sought; 


Then the old rue-bush ahudders as he ptt 11 % ^ 

And corianderjast to these succeeds , 

That hangs on slighte)j|t threads her tremraing uediu. 

Placed near his uprightly Are he now demanoi^ J 
, The mortar at his sable servant’s hands; , ^ 

When stripping all his garlick first, he tom 
The exterior coats, sAd caSI them on«the mAr, 

Then east away with likn eontempt th&^kin, 

Flimsier concealment of the cloves witiun. 
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Thv;ae searched, and perfect found, he one fcy one 
Kinsed, and disposed witliin the hollow stone; 

Salt added, and a lump of salted clieese, 

\Vtih his injected herte he (fover^, these, 

And tucking with his left his tunic tight, 

And seizing fast the fiestle with his right, 130 

I'hs garlick braising first ke soon expressed, 

And mixol the varieus juices of the rest. 

* He grinds, and by degrees his herbs below,r 
Lost in each other, their own powers forego. 

And with tKc chce.se in compound, U> the sight 
I#«».-'ivhollv green appear, nor wholly white. 

His nostrils oft the forceful funic resent; 

^tle cufi^ full oft his dinner for iu. scent, 

Or with wry faces, wiping as he spoke 

• The trickling tears, cried—“ Vengeance on the smoke !", 140 
The work proceeds: nc>t rou^ihly t&ms he now 

Tka |>estlc,*Dut in cirllcs ^jnooth and slow ; i 
With cautious hand that fudges what it spills,* 

Somo drops of olivc-oil he next inAils; 

Then vinegar with caution scarcely less; 

And gathering to d ball the viedley mess, 

Last, with two finger^ frugally applied. 

Sweeps the small remnant from the mortar's i^e 
And thus, con^plete in figure and in kind, 

O^aiiis at length tlje Salad he designed. 150 

And oow, 1 )]ack Cybale bef^irc him stands, 

The cake drawn newly glowing in her hands: 
lie elad receives it, chasing far away « 

All frars of famine for the passing day; a 
His 1 ^ enclosed in buskins and his head 
In its tough casque of leather,, forth he led 
And yokra his steers, a dull obedient pair, 

Then drove afield, and plunged the pointed share. 

. '7‘» I 


FROM OVID. 


6vid. trist. ub. V. eleg. xn. 

t 

ScriUs, ut oUectcox • 

• . , 

You^d me write to amuse the ted^ms horns, 
Andfi^e from vrithering my poetic powers. 
Hard^the fask, my mmd. tor verse should flow 
From^e ff6e mind, not fetthred dbwn by woe. 
Bestless amidst,unceasing teinpests tossed, 
WhoeVsr has cause for sorrow, 1 have most 
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Would you^id Priam laugh, his sous all slain; 

Or childless Niobe from tears refrain, 

^in the gay dance, and lead the festive train ? 

Dc^s grief or study most b|fit the mind, * lo 
To thu remote, this taarbarous nook confined ? 

Could you impart to my unshaken breast 
The fortitude by ^crates possessed, * 

Soon would it sink beneath Ach woes as mine; 

Fof what is human strength to wrsifh divine?* 

Wbe as he was, and Heaven pronounced him so, 

My suflTerings would have laid that wisdom Jpw. 

Could I forget my Country, thee and all. 

And even the oflcnce to which I owe my fall, ' 

Vet fear alone would frSere the fioct’s vein, 22 

While hostile troops fwarm ocr the dreary plaifu 
Add that the fatal rust of long disuse 
•Unfits me for the service the Muse. 

Thistles and weeds arc all wc cdf^exjiect ^ 

From th^liest soil impoverisllcd neglect; 
Unc]|erciscd, and to^is stall confined, 

The fleetest mcer.tvould be left 1 y:hind; 

The best bull' bark that cleaves the watery way, 

Laid UNcless by, would m8il<lcr«afld 8ccay;— 

*N(^hope remains that time shall me restore, * 30 

Mean as P was, to what 1 was before. 

Think how a series of des])onding cares • 

Benumbs thesgenius and ^ force impairs. 

How oft, as now, on thisiaevoted shcctf •• 

My verse constraine<l to move with measur^ feet, 
Kclhctant aad laborious limps along, • 

And proves itilhlf a wretchetl exile’s song. 

W'hal is it tunes the most melodious lays? 

’Tis emulation and the tltirst of praise; 

A noble thirst, and not unknown to me, 40 

While smoothly wafted on a calmer sea. 

But can a wretch like Ovid pant for fame? 

No, rather let the world forget tny name. 

Is it because that world approved my strain. 

You prompt me to the same pursuit again ? 
iNo, let the Nine the ungratenil truth excuse^ 

I c^rge my hopeless*ruin on the Muse, 

Anl, nke*FyiUn8, meet my just desert, 

Tm victim of my own pfrnicidhs art. 

Fool that I was to be so wamef^in vam, ^ 50 

And, shipwrecked ence, to tempt the deep ggayi I 
Ill fares th« bard in this unlettered la^d. 

None to consult, agd none to^ understand, 

T^ purest yeipe has no admirers here^ 

Their own hagaage only suits their ca% | 

Rude as it is, at lei^ fiuniUar growii^ A 
I leam it, ahd alfhost lAleam m^own. * C 
Yet to say troth, even tiece the Mu(^ disdains . 
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Confinement, and attempts her former strains, 

But finds the strong desire is not the poWer, 

And what her taste condemns, the fiamp devour. • 
A |Jart, {lerhaps, like l^m, escapes the doom, , 
And though unworthy, Tinds 3 friend at Rome; 
But oh the cruel art, that could undo 
Its votary thus! would that could, perish too 1 


HOR. Lib. I. Oof. ,IX. 

Vides, ut altd stcfo'oe candidum 
Suracte * 

0 

Seest thou yon mountain laden with deep snow. 
The groves beneath thein fleecy, burthen bow, 

The streams; congcaletl, forget to fio^ ? 

Come, thaw the cold,* and lay a cheerful pi e 
Of fuel on the heartli';«» * 

Broach the best efisk, and make old Winter smile 
With S'tas^mablc^.uirtli. 

. * 

This be our parf,—let heaven dispose Ih^ rest; * 

If Jove command, the winds siiall sleep. 

That n6w wage war upon the foamy deep. 

And gcii(lc^gafes spring ^'om the baltliy west. 

* I 

£vra let us shift to-morrow as we may ; , 

When to-morrow’s passed a^ay, « 

W'e at least shall have to say, 

We have lived another day; 

Your auburn locks will soon be silvered o’er, 

Old age is at our heels, and youth returns no more. 


HOR. Lib, I. OqjB XXXVIII. 

PersicoB odi, puer, i^pvauuh 

I hat^ their empty shows, 

, Persian garlands 1 detest. 

Brings not me the late-blown rose, 

, Lingering after all the,rest 

f •' ^ 

js • IMainer myrtle pleases me. 

Thus outstretched beneath my vine, 
^Myfde more becoming thdb, 

Waidng with thy mster’s wine. 
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ANOTUER TRANSLATIOfJ OF THE SAME ODE. 

fEnglish SSpphics have been attempted, but with !ittle success, because in our language we have 
n<^ certain rules by which to determine the <|uaiittiy. 'i'he following eversion was made merely in 
tiie way of expenment how far it mighf be possible ^ imitate Lacm SapphicL i% Eugliidi witliuut 
any attention to that circumstance.] ^ , 

• • 

Bov I I detest all Persian fopperies, 

Fillct'l>ound gnrj^inds are to me disgusting; 

Task not th>’St‘lf with any search, 1 chai^gt thce^i^ 

Where latest rosgs linger. 

• • • # » 

Bring me alone (for thou wilt •find that readily) 

Plain myrtle. Myrtle neither will disparage , 

Thee occupied to%ervc tie, o| me drinking 
^neath my vine's coo^ slniker. 


HOR. Lib. II. Oot XV. 


Otium Divos rogat in patents * 

• • • 

, £as7. is the weary ntlrchanl’s pra)%r,* - 
Who ploughs by night the .^gcan flood, 
’•When ttetiher moon nor stars appear^ 

Or fainny glimmer through the cloud.' 


For ease the Mcde with quiver graced, 
For case the Thracian hero sighs; 
Delightful ease all pant to taste, 

A blessing which no treasure buys. 



For neither gold can lull to rest, 

Nor all a Consul's raard beat off 
The tumults of a trolled breast, 

TIk cares that haunt a gilded root 
• • • a 

Happy the man whose table shows • 
A few cleai^ounces of oRl plate; 
No fear intrudes on his repose, 

No sordid wishes to be great. * 


Poor shoR-lived things, what plans we 1 
Ah, why forsake oor native borne, m 
To distant Airoataa speed away ? % # 

For self sticks tlose where’er we roam! 


TmANSLATIOm 

- 1 -^—,-.- 

Care follows hard, and soon o’ertakes 

The well-rigged ship, the warlike steed; 
Her destined quarry ne’er forsakes j 
*' Not the wind flie^ with half her speed. , 

From anxious fears of future ill 

Guard well the cheerful, happy now; 
Qild e’en your soi'rows with a smile, 

' No blcssifig is unmixed below. , ' 

Thr neighing steeds and loiying herds, 

, Thy numerous flocks around thee grazes 
And the best purple T3i;rc affords 
Thy robe magnificent displays. • 

On me indulgent Heaven bestowed 
A rural mansion, r.cat a».i small; 

T1»8 lyre ;—s id for yonder crowd, ^ 

The happiness to hate them alL (•< 


FROM THE 

_t 


LATfH 6 f oHI^h: 



EPIGRAMS. TRANSLAT£D FROM THE LATIN* OF OWEN. ' 

9 


ON ONE IGNORANT AND ARROGANT. ^ 

Thou mayst of double^ignoranqie boast, , 

Who know^st not thft thou nothing know'st ^ 


PRUDENT SIMPJ.iUtY. • 

Tiij^T tnou mayst itgure no man. doye-like be^ 
And serpcnt'Uke^ that none ma> injure thee 1 


* TQ^ FRIEivu iiv 

I WISH thy lot. now bad. still worse, m/ fnend; 
For when at*worst. they ^y. thing^alwa;|^s menA 


RETALIATION. 

The works of anciem bards divine^ 
Attlus. thon scom'st to read; 
And should posterity read tbine^ 

It would be strange indeed! 


SELF-KNOWLEDGE 

When little mofe than boy in age. 
fl deemed myself almost a sage; 

Rut noif seem worthier to«be styled. 
For ignorance, almost a child. * 

• 

SUNSET.AND SUNRTS^. 

CoNTEM Aate. when the son dedioei 
Thy death, with deep reflection: 
And when a^n ha rising shiiiea» % 
Thy day of feprrectioB 1 

K K 
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TRANSLATIONS OF GREEK VERSFS. 


FROM THR GREEK OF JULIANUS. 

A Spartan,' his conrn^^ion slain, 

Alone from battle fied ; 

11 is mother, kindling with disdain 

That she Had borne him, struck him dead ; 
Pot couroj^, ard not birth alone, « 

{n Sparta, testifies a son I * ^ 


I 

ON THte SAME, BY P ALLA DAS.' 

A Spartan *scaping from the fight, 

, J^Iti mother met ni}*i in his flight. 

Upheld a falchion to his breast, ' 

And thus the fugitive addressed ; 

*' Thou canst but live to blot rdth shamd 
*' Indelible thy mother’s name, 

** While every breath that thou shall draw 
'* Offends against thy country’s law ; 

** But, if thou perisn by this hand, 

** Myself indeed throughout the land^ 

** To my dishonour, shall be known 
“ The mother still of such a s«<n ; 

'* But Sparta will l>e safe and free, 

*' And tnat shall serve to comfort me.” 


• AN EPITAPH. 

MV name—my country—^what are\h^ to thee 9^' 
What, whether base or prdiid my pedigree? 

^ Perhaps 1 far surpassed all othA.* men ; 

Phrhapa I fell below them all; what then ? 

\ ifficaAt, st^mger! that thor seest a tomb; 

‘Inott know St its use; et hides—no matter 3vhop. 
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ANOTHER. 

TAKE*to thy bosom, genllc Et^h ! a swain 
With much hard labour in thy service worn; 

He set the vines tha^ clothe yon ample plainf 
And he these olives that the ^Ic adorn. 

• . • * 

ite filled with^ain the glebe ; the rills he led 

Through this green herbage, and those fruitful bowers ; 
Thou, therefore, E^rth! lie lightly on his head,* 

His hoaiy head, and deck his grave with flowers. 

• • 

ANOTHER. 

• • • 

Palter, this likeness i^toosstrong, • 

AnCwe 8^1 mourn the aead too long. 

• • * 


ANOTHfiR. 

At lllreescore winters’ end I died, 
A cheerless being, sole and sad 
The nuptial knot 1 n$ver tied, • 
And wish my fathA* never had. 


BY CALLIMACHUS. 

At mom we placed on his funereal bier 
V'nung Melanippus; and at evcntiiie, 

Unable to sustain a loss so dear, 

By her own hand his blooming sister died. 

Thus Aristippus mourned his noble race^ • 

Annihilated by a double blow, 

•Nor son could hope, «)or daughter more to cmbAc^ 
.^d alljCyrene saddened at his woe. 


O:^ AN UGLY FELLOW. 

Beware, my4Hcnd ! of crystal brool 
Or fountdfti, lest that hideous hook, 
Thy nose, thou chance to see; 
Narcissus* wogld then be thi^ 
And self-detested ^bou wonlw pin^ 
As sdf-enamoftred he. ^ • 


TRANSLATIONS 

I 


< 

BY HERACLIDES. , 

In CnidttB born, Ihe c<vtsort I became'^ 

Of Euphron. Aretimias was my name, 
llis bed I shared, nur proved a barren brid 
But bore two ch'ldren at a birth, and died. 
*One child* I leave to solace and uphold^ • 
Euphron hereafter, when infirm Lud old, 
And one, for his remembrance’ sake, I beai 
1 o Pluto's realm, till he shall join me then 

i 


ON THE REED. 

1 WAS Of late* a barren plant, 
Uselels, insignificant, « 

Nor fig, nor ^pc, nor apple t^re, 

A native of the marshy shore; * 

But gathered for poetic use. 

Add plqnged Into a sable juice, 

Of wpich my modicum I sip 
With narrow mouth and slender lip,' 
At once, although by nature duml^ 
Allicloquent lhave becon^. 

And sp^k wvh fluency untired, 

As if oy Phoebus’ self inspired. 

■ 

f 


TO HEALTH. 

Ei.dkst bom of powers divine 1 
Blessed Hyeeia 1 be it mine 
To enjoy what thou const give, 

And henceforth with thee to live t 
For in power if pleasure be. 

Wealth or numerous progeny. 

Or in amorous enforace, 

Where no spy infests the place; 

Or in at^ht that Heaven bestows« 

' To allevuite human woes, 

When the wearied heart despairs 
' Of a respite from its cares; 

These and every true delight 
Flourish only in thy'^ht; 

And the sister Graces tmee 

« we, themselves, their youth to thee^ 
Ttheut whom eve m»^ possess 

Mnrb. but n^vnvhauniness. 


(fF tREElC PeJ^ES. 


ON AN INFANT. 

Bewail not much, mgr paints I me, the prey 
Of ruthless Hades, and sepulchred here. 

An infant, in my;fifkh scarce finished yeatf 
He found all sportive, innooint, and gay, 
Ydur^ounu Callimachus ; and if i knew 
Not many^ys, my griefs were also few. 


ON THE ASTROLOGERS. 

The astrolheers did HI alike presage 
My uncle’s ^ing in extreme old age; 

P One only disagreed. But he was wise, 

And spoke not till He heatd th9 funeral cries. 

t • * 

* ON AN t)LD WOMAN. 

Mycilla dyes her locks,«kis * 

• But 'tis a foul aspersion : 

Sffe buyssthem black; they therefore need 

* No subsequent immersion. 


ON INVALIDS. 

FaH happier mt the dead, methinks, than they 
Who look for death, and fear it every day. 


ON FLATTERERS. 

No mischief worthier of our fear 
In nature can be found 
Than friendship, in ostent sincere, 

But hollow and unsound ; 

For lulled into I dai^erons dream 
^ We close infold a • 

diVho sfrikes, whentnost eecure we seem. 
The inevitable blow. 

# 


ON A TRUE FRIEND. 

Hast tftu a friend? Thou hast indeed' 
A rich and large supply, . 
Treasure tt^seeve^rour eveni nee^P 
Well manasedt till von me. 



translations 


TO THE SWALLOW. 

Attic maid i witlvhoney fed. 

Bearest thou to thy callow brood 
• Yonder locust from the mead, 
Destineddheir delicious food ? 

Ye have kindred voices clears* ' 
Ye alike unfold the wing, 

« Migrate hither, sojourn here. 

Both attendant on the spring f 

Ah, for pity drop tjte prize ; , 

Let it pot with truth be said 
That a songster gasps and dies 
That a songster i^y be fed. 


ON LATE-ACQUIRtD WEALTH! 

Poor in my jioufh, anc|,<n life’s later scenes 
Rich to no end, '1 curse my natal hour, 

Wlio nought enjoyed while young, duni^ the Iiieans; 
And nought when old enjoyed, dented the power’. 


ON A BATH, BY PLATO. 

« I 

Dii> Cytherea to the skies ^ 

From thisj^llucid lymph arise? 

Or. was it Oytherea’s touch, 

When bathing here, that made it such ? 


ON A FOWLER, BY ISIODORUS. 

With seeds and birdlime, firom the desert air, 
Eumelus gathered free, though scanty, fare. € 
No lordly patron’s hand he deigned to kis^t 
•Nor luxtt^ knew, save liberty, nor. bliss. ' 
Thricf thirty yeiOfs he uved, and to his heirs ^ 
Hi^jeeds b^ueathed, his birdlime, and his snare*. 


ON NIOBE. 

Charon I receive a family on board, 
ItjCelf sufficient fog thy arazy yawl; 
Apollo and Diana, wr a word 
By m.: too proudly spoken, slew us alL 



. ON A GOOD MAN. 

Traveller, regret m» notf for thou shalt find 
Just cause of sorrow none in my decease, 

Wno, dying, children’s children left behind, 

And with one wife lived many a year in peace: • 
ThAe virtuous youths espoxised myidaughten^hrec, 
And oft t*!^ir infants in my bosom lay, 

Nor saw I one, of all derived from me, 

Touched witl^ disease, or tom by death away. 
Their duteous hands my funeml rites bestowetf, * 
And me, by blamele^manners fitted well 
To seek it, &nt to thd^ serene abode • 

Where shades of pious men fdrever dwell. 


ON A Mi:S£R. 

• • * 

They call thee rich!—^I-dedh thee poor. 
Since, if thou darest apt use thysstore, 
But savest it only for thinciheirs, • 

* The Measure is not thine, buttbmia. 


ANOTOER. 

Miscik, Iraversing his houses 
Espied, umisual there, a mouse, 

And thus his uninvited guest 
Briskly inquisitive addressed: 

** Tell me, my dear, to what cause Is it 
“ I owe this unexpected visit?” 

The mouse her host obliquely eyed, 

And, smiling, pleasantly rcpiiea : 

** Fear not, goM fellow, for your hoard 1 
” I come to lodge, and not to board.” 
a 

ANOfHEa . 

• 

Art thou some indMdnal of a kind 
*Long*lived by nature as the took or hind? % ^ 

Heap treasure, the%; for if thy need be su^ .* 
Thou hast exqffe, and scarce canst heap too Jl|tch. 
But man thou seem’st: dear therefore nom thyibrear^ 
This lust of treaisue—idly at the best ^ g 
For why shonldst thou^ wasted^ ihetoirilk 
* To’fatten with thy qmiu thou kabwi^aot whom h 



TAA/^SLATIOJirS ^ 


ON FEMALE INCONSTANCY. 

i 

Kick, thou hadst iwmy loverspoor, hast .none: 

So surely want extinguishes the flame. 

And she who called thee once her pretty one, 

And her Adonis, now inqui^ thy name. 

9i 

Where wast /hou born, Sosicrates, and w|iery. 

In what strange country, can thy parents live. 
Who seem’st, by thy complmnts, not yet aware 
That want’s a crime no woman can forgive ? 


ON hermocratia: 


Hbrmocratia named—save only one, 

Twice fifteen births I’bore, \tnd buried none; 
For'neither Ph^ebys pierced my thriviry joys. 
Nor Dian—she my girls, or he my bo^. 

. But Dian rather, when my ttaughters lay * 
In parturition, f:hased their pangs away. 

And all my^sons, by Bhoebus* bounty, shared 
A engorous youtS, by sickness unimpaired. 

O Niobe I nr’less prolific f see r 
Thy boast against Latona shamed by me I 


' FROM MENANDER. 

f • 

Fond youth I who dream’st ths* hoarded’gold 
Is needful, not alone to pay 
For all thy various items solo, 

To serve the wanti of every day; 

Bread, vinegar, and oil, and meat, 

For savoury viands seasoned high ; 

But someudiAt more important yet— 

I tell thee what it caimot buy. 


^ No treasure, hadst thou more amassed 
Than &me to Tantaluaf assigned, 

A Would save thee from a tomb at 

]^t thou mus. leavk it all behind 

• 

I give thee, therefore, coun^l wise s 
Confide not vainly in thy store, 
Ho^/ever large—>much less despise' 
Gthen cumpaiativdy pooL; 

in thy more exalted state 
i A jnsj^md equal temper draw, 

T| U air who see thee rKh aim*gRat 
May deegi tliee wocthyio be so. 


, OF GREEK FERSEJf 


SP? 


• t 

ON THE GRASSHOPPER. 

Hapfit songsjpr, lurched above, 
On the sununit of the grove, 
'Whom a dea'drop cheers to sing* 
With the free<lom king ! 
From thy perch survey thc^elds 
Where prolific nature yielos 
Nought that, willingly as sh^ 
Man surrcmders not to thee. 

For hchtility or hate 
None thy pleasures can create. 
Thee it satis^es to sing • 

Sweetly the return of spring, 
Herald of the genial hours. 
Harming neither kerbs |ior flowen 
Therefore man thy vgiceeitlendii 
Ipladly,—thou and he are friends; 
Nor thy nvAf'ceasing strains 
^oebiis dr the Muse dMaixu 
As too simple or 4^0 long, • 

For themselves inspire the song, 
^urth-bom, bloodless, undecaying 
^er singing, sporting playing, 
What has nature else to show * 
GodHke in its kind as thou? 


* • ON A THIEF. 

When Anhis, the nocturnal thief, made prise 
Of Hermes, swift-winged envoy ^ the dues, » 
Hermes, Arcadia’s kin^ the thief divine, 

'Who when an infant stole Apollo's kine, * 
And whom, as arbiter and overseer 
Of our gymnastic sports, we planted here; 

Hermes,” he cried, ” you meet no new disaster; 
** Ofttimes the pupil goes beyond his master.'V**" 


ON PALLAS BATHING. 

FEOM A H^niN OF CALUMACKUS/ 

* • a 

Noe oils of Jbalmy soeot prodoce, « 
Nor n^g^or for Minerva’s use, •% 

Ye nym^ who kve her} al^ amysda 
In genuine beauty, scorns tiheir li^ 

Not even when left tUb ski3 
To seek on Idalhm the pajpe 


trAnslatjoi/^ , 

■ - _ fe _ 

From Paris’ hasd, did Juno deigt. 

Or Pallas in the crystal plain 
, Of Simoib’ stream her locks to trLce, 
Or in the mirror’#'polbhed face, 
1‘hough Venus oft witn anxious care 
Adjusted twice a single hair. 

t 

« 

TO DEMOSTHENES, 

ON A FLATTERING %llRROR. 
r 

It flatters and deccivesJhy view,* 

Tliis mirror of ill'ponshed ore; 

For were it just, and told thee true, 
Thou woujdst cfAsult never more. 


ON A similar crfARACTER. 

Yotr give your checks a rosy stain, 

* 'With wash*es dye your hair; 

But paint ^nd wa'>hus both are vaii 
T,u give a youthful air. 

Thosf wrinkles mcAk your dailj toil, 

' No labour will cilacc ’em, 

Yop wear a mask of smoothest oil, 
Yet still with ease we trace ’em. 

An art so fruitless then forsake, 

Which though you much excel in, 
Y’ou never can contrive to make 
Old Hecuba young Helen. 


ON MILTIADES. 

Miltiadrs ! thy vakur best 
(Although in every region knowr.) 
The men o( Persia can attest,^ 

. Taught by thyself at MaiathcMi. 

(. 

« « * 

ON A BATTERED OEAUTY. 

av- 

Hatr, wax, rouge, honey, teeth yoo buy 
^ m^fariotts store! , 

AAiadi at onbe would supply, 

No wottU k tdfet you more 


CF CREEK PERSE f. 


ir 


PEOySREE.* 

FROM EPICHARMUS. 

* ly 

iMy mother I if thou loye me, name no more 
My noble birth ! ^founding at evt^y breath 
My noble birtb, thou kill'at me. Iniyier fly, 

As to their only refuge, aU from whom 
^ature witl|hoids all gooa besides; they boast 
Their n^le birth, conduct us to the tombs 
Of their forefathers, and from age to age 
Ascending, trumpet their illustrious raceg 
But whom hastTtnou beheld, or canst thou na\ye. 
Derived from no ror^ralhers ? Such a man 
Lives ; for how could suJt be liom at all 
And if K chance tnat, native^ of a land * 

Far distant, or in infancy deprived 
Of all his kindr^l, on^ who cannot trace 
Hia origin, exist, why deem^^ sprung* 
Froi|plMser ancestry thanlihcirs who can ? 

My mother I he ^hom nature at his birth 
Endoived with virtuous qualiiieB, although 
An iEthiop and a slavf, is nobly ^om. 

* • 

ON ENVY. * 

^TY, says the Theban hard, 

From my wishes I discard ;• i 
Envy, let me rather be, 

Jlather far, a theme for thee I a 
Pi'ty to distress is shown, 

Envv to the great alone. 

So tne Theban : but to shine 
Ia'ss conspicuous be mine 1 
I prefer the golden mean. 

Pomp and penury between; 

F'ur alarm and peril wait 
Ever on the loftiest state. 

And the lowest, to the end. 

Obloquy and scorn attend. 


TRAjrSJ.ATIdN OF AJ» EPIGRAM OF HOMER. 

• Pay me my piicei potters P and I wU/ring. 

Attend, O Pams 1 and with lifted amf * 

Protect their oven; let the cupa^md dih , 

• • 

* No title b firefixed to thb piedi, but It appear* to be a trandatba XAbtie M the *£» vaijpMfra 
of lAner tailed 'O Kaiuret, or The Pomace, HettidotuL or whoev* taw the awor of w Life 
of Homer ascribed to him, obnervea; “Certaia potter*, wbae they w^lw*y m ba^g ibew warn 
seeing Homer at • small dbtanoe, and havinf beard nuiah saKTOf biArisdom. called todiim^ am 
promiaed him annn.nr of their ooBamodity^ut of mich other thiacna they oo^ alQw*, *5 a* e 

•ouldsiiif tom»: «licBhe«uvasfQDB#a.'* ~ ^ • 


5«f \TRAlJSLATIONS 


• The sacred vessels bkcken iwvlt, and, baked 
W^th good success, yield them both fair renown 
And profit, whether in the market sold' 

Or streets, and let no #:rjfe,^nsue between us. 
But oh, ye potters ! if with shameless front 
Ye falsify your promise, then 1 leave 
, No mischief uninvokfd to avenge the wrong. 
Come S^trips, Smaragus, Sabactes, come, . 
And Asbetus ; nor let your direst drea/, 
Omodamus, delay ! Fire seize your house! 

May ifeithcr house nor veKtibule escape ! 

«'*fay ye lament to see confusion mat 
And mingle the whole labrur of your hands, 
Anfl may a soundTill all youy oven, surh 
As of a horse grinding his provender, 

While all your pots and flagons bounce within. 
Come hither also, .daughter of«^.he sun, 

.. CMrce the sorcera.s, i|nd with thy drugs ^ 
Poison themselves, and all that they havernade! 
Come also, Chiron, with thy Itumcrous troop* 
Of Centaurs, os vfell those who died beneath 
The club of Mercules, jpi who escaped, 
AndiStnmp their ctockery to dust; down fall 
Their chimneylet them see it with the^r eyes,* 
And howl to see the ruin of their art. 

While 1 ^ejoiep; and if a potter stoop 
To peep ii\to his furnace!'may the flr^ 

FliUh i'li'liis face and scotch it, that all men 
Observe,, thenceforth, equity and good faith 


BY PHILEMON. 

4 

Oft we enhance our ills by discontent, 

And give them bulk beyond what Nature meant. 

A parent, brother, friend deceased, to cry, 

•>.'*Ie's dead inde^, but he waa bom to die ”— 
Such temperate grief is suited to the size * 

Ai.d burthen of the loss ; is just and : 

But to exclaim, ** Ah 1 w^eraore was* 1 bom} 

** Thuv lo be left for ever thus forlorn?” 

Who ^hns laments his loss invites distress, 

, And nyigni^s a woe that might be les;; 

Throtigh dull despondence to his lot resigned, 
.^eavim: reason’s remedy bShind. 


OF GREEK VIEKSEi 




BY ^Oj^CHUS. 


1 SLEFr when Venus entered : to my bed 
A Cupid in tyer beauteous hand she lAl, 

A basnful seeming buy, ifhd thus she said^ 

* • * SltfphCrdy receive my littK one 1 1 bring H 
** An untaught love, whom thou must teach to sing. 
She said, and left him. 1, suspecting qpughl, 

Many a sw^t Strain my subtle pupil taught, 

How reed to reed Pan first with osier bound, * 

How Pallas formed the pipe .of softest sound, 

How Hermes gat% the lute, and how the quire 
Of Phoebus owe to Phadius'’ self the lyre. 

Such were my themes : iny tliemes nought heeded he) 
But ditties sang of amorous %ort to me, 

Theapangs that mortals alid immortals T>rove 
From Venus’ in^euce, and the darts of love 
'fhus was thejte&hcr by thejpupil taught; 

His lessom I retained, and mine foigot. 

• ■ • • 


translations 
- 1 - 


TRANSLATION^ Ot ENGLiail VERSES. 

fr()m the fables *oe cay. 

• « 

. LEPUS MULTIS amicus." 

LTJSirs amicitia est, uni nisi dcdita, ecu fit, 

Simplice ni nexus fivder^, lu.s%s amifr. 

Incurt/ genitofe puer, ntfh su-pc patenue 
. Tutanicn novit, deliciasquc domui;: 

Qiii<[uc sibi (idos fore multos sperat, Itnicus 
NJirum est huic iiiiscro lii ferat ullus opem. 

Comis erat, mitisque, ct nfille et vellc paratus 
^ Cum qiiovis, Gaii moic modoque, Lepus. 

Ilks quut in .''ylvis ct quot suatiantur in agris ' 

Quadrupefles, dorat ^cunctliare sibi; l< 

Pi qdisque innoriiOf invitoque laj-'esserc quenquam 
I.ahra teViu.s (idus ainiciis erat. < 

Ortum sub lucis ^ium pressa eulnlia linquit, 

^ Rorantes iicrhas, pabula sucta, petens, , 

Venatontm audit dangorcs pon^ scciucntum, 

Fulmineumque sonuin territus erro fugit. 

Corda pavor puKat, siirsum sedet, crigit aurcs, 

Re^picit, ct si'ntit jam prope adcsse necem. 

Utquc cancs fallal. Iat 6 circumvnp^s, illuc, 

Unde abiit, inird calliditate redit; 2 C 

Viribii.s at fractis tandem se projicit ultro 
In mttlia niisenira scmtan'memque viS. 

Vix ibi tus. equi sonitum jHjdis audit, ct, oh spe 
t,'u.inilh.li adventu cor agii.itur cqi’i! 

. V.irsum (iqquit) mihi, chare, tmun concede, tuoque 
Auxilto nares fallcre, vii^ue cenuro. *- 
' Me nieus, ut nusti, i^es prodit—fidus amicus 
Fort quo<1cu^.qne lubcns, ncc grave sentit, onus, 
nolle iniscIL l^pu.sculc (equus respondet). amara ^ 

V'nv..iti fjum tehi sm.t, sunt et amara mihi. ' 3 c 

Verum age*—su.ne animos—multi, me pone, bonique 
Advcniunr“,''quorum .sis citb salvus opc. • ^ 

l^or.imus a: menti dominus bos solicitatns 
Auxilium hU vci^Is se dare possf necat, 

_ Quando quadAtpedum, quot vivunt,,nuTlus amicum , 

^ Me-nc(drc potest us^^ue fuisse tibi. 


s 


JOFENGLISH ^ERSES,' 

- •- ^ - 


l.fi)eitate xquu^ quam c^Vit amsus amieo, 
Utar» ct absque inetu nc tibi dnpltceam ; 


• 40 


llintf me man<l«t amor. Juxta istum incssis acerviyn 
Me qnea, proe cunctis cii^, jl^venca manet; 

£t quU non ultro qua;cun(|(ftc negutia linquiti 

* Parent ut dominar, cum yocat ipsa suse ? ^ 

Neu me crudelem dicas—dii>cedo-~sed hircus, 

Cuji^ one cfiiigias integer, hirem adest, • 

I^ebrcm (ait himps) habes. IIcu, sicccj’ut lumina Inngucnt !• 
Utquc caput, collo deficientc, jncet J 
llirsutum milii toi^im : ct forsan la*i!ent scgruir^ 

VeUerc eris m«liua fmtus, oviaque vctiit. 

Me mihi fecit onus natura, inquit, anhclans 

Sustineo lana; pondcra ^anta mea; 4 59 

Me nec velocem ncc forlem jacto, solcntque 
Xos etiam sa‘vi dilacerarc canes. 

Ullimus accedit vitulus,|[^'ituluvque precatur 
Ut periturum alias ocyiis cripiaL • 

Rumne ^o,^spondet vitulus, surcenero tantam. 

Non ddpuTsus .ad hue i^Ktc, nntus neri ? 

Te, quern maturi canibus validique relinquunt, 

• Jncolumem potcro •-eddcrc garviis 
Pneterea tolicns quem ilH aver^ntua, amicis 

* Fbrt% parum vidcar consuluisse mcis* 60 

Igij^cas oro. *F'idtssima dis&ociantur 
Corda, et talc tibi sat liquet esse meum. • 

Ecce autem ad caiiccs canis esl^! te quahta ^rempto 
Trist^tia cat nobis ingruitur#!—Vale 1 


AVARUS ET PLUTUS. 

IfTA fenestra Euri flatu stridcbal, avanis 
Ex somno trepidus surgit, opumque memor. 

I.ata silentcr humi ponit vestigia, qnemquc 
Respicit arl sonitum rcspicicnsque tremit; 

Angustissima quarque foramina lampadc visit, 

vectes, obices, fcrtmie referique mamtm. < 

. Dcin rcurat crebns junctam compngibus arcam, 

Exult^squeToipncs ccmspicil intus opes. • 

Sed Umdtfn furiis uUricibus aStus o19 artes , 

Qa&s sua res tenuis creverat in cuijmluna, S 10 

• Contortis manibus nunc»stat, mine pectora pulsars 

Aunim exeentfur, pemiciemqiie vocat;. ^ ^ 

I O mihi, nit, misero mei^ quam tranquilla fuissetc 
celisset adi^c si mwlo terra malum 1 • 

. ^unc autem virtus ipsa est venalis ; ct aurum • 

Quid contra vitii tormina sa^a valet ? ^ 

O inimicum aurum I X} honVini infestuifeiTna pesti^l 

Cui datur Ulccebras vinstre posse toasJ 

• • • 


, TRAySLATIOxV^ OF E/iGirSH VERSES. 


Aunvn homines suasit conttfanere quicquid ly^neslum esi, ' 

£t prxter nomcn nil retiiMre boni. 20 

Aurum ci^cta mali per terras semina sparsit 
Aurum noctumis furibus arpia dedit 
Bella docct fortes, timiilosque ad jh»sima ducit, 

Fucdifra^ras aftes, mullipltcesque dolos, 

Nec yitii quicquam cst, qucKl ribn invcneris ortum 
Kx malesuaua auri sacrilt^dque fame. ^ 

Dixit, et ingemuit; I’futuaque suum sibi nump 
Ante ocuTos, ird fervidus, ipse stetit. 

A ream clausk avarus, et ora liorrenlia rugis 
Osterdens, trimulum sic Deus increpuifc 30 

(^uestibus his raucis mihi cur, stqltc, oWrepis aures ? 

<lsta tui similis tristia quisque canj|t. 

Commacu'tavi egone humanum genus, improlw? Culpa, 

Dum rapis, et captas omnia, culpa tua est 
Mene execrandum cense<H qui; turn ^retiosa • 

C^iminibuit, fiuiit peri),' 6 io.sa tuis? 

Virtutis specie, pulchro cetl'pallio amictus 
I Quisigue catus ncbulo sordida fac(( tegit. 

At(|ue suis manibus commissa potentia, durum 
'iSt diruin subito \ergit ad in^nerium. 40 , 

llinc, niini^i|^m dum latrottaurdm detrudit in arcam, 

Idem aurum latct itv.pcctore pestis edax ; 

Nutrit avaritiam et fastum, suspendere adunco* 

Suadet naso inopes, et vitium omne docet. 

*Auf> at la^a probo copia cor^tigit, in 5 tar< 

Koris £ila[ui. ck xthere cunda beat: 
lum, quasi iiumen inesset, alit, fovet, educat orlx>s, 

£t viduas latirymis ora rigare vetat. , 

Quo sua crimina jure auro derivet avarus,' 

Aurum animse pretium qui cupit atque capit ? 50 

l^ge pari gladium incuset sicarius atrox 
Caeso homine, et fernun judicet esse reuia 


PAPILIO ET UMAX. 

Qut subito ex renvtn in fastigia>vi^t 
Natiiras sordes, quicquid agitur, olet 




. hOTES ., 


[TJu auikoritut/nr those poems were mot published fy themuther kimse{f, are ghwH 

betwem brackets in smalt capitals.] 


0 ajre I (Havlkv, i. 89), 1 17. Exiiale/'jo 
Jr.iw out: inciiuing now obstolcte. So Snm* 
k|jcarc:— 

*' H<m, imd ITpniy'o wmiiiilii 
UpuH thvir cuMiimied uiuuIJki Hint hlewl HfrM4»I 
Hiimh, lilU'ih, Ui>m luiii|i at fnul •l•■^lr•lIlty: 

ViK 'Ui thy iWHiMiiiiMi U).»t iiHhjdvH tbl* hluod." 

llie allusion at the etui this iwem is 
firohahlv to Lord Chcsftrtichl, uho resig#e{i 
t 'c Seals of Secretary of Sute, Fch fitif, 1748. 
Sre Mahon's^iist. clx. jixx.,or Student's Hume, 
l> 608. • 

I’atfe 2. A Ilnlic pieces from this to p. 8 are 
from Eaklv Fokms. * ^ 

y fowiiiff is ciirioiivly defective in his 
rhymes. The frylowinc rhvnics will he found in 
this one pageAr’Airn/A; Jted, speed; 
frey, sett; wretch, beiteh; ffuarti, prepared; 
spirit, had, siktd; Perter, smarter; 

del, so i shapes, relapse ;^<>oiish, polish ; alone, 

A uH. • 

Pare 4. Ctitficld, or rather Caffielo, was the 
TXarisn of Cowper's uiu le. Rev Ktiger iJunne. 
Cowper visilcii it often in yuiith. 

/'.?fr 6. Sir C. firandison ” was published 
in the autumn of 1753- 

I'aj^ 9 , last stanra. “Prune, to drcss,io prink. 
A ludicrous word." (Johnvjii's Dictionary.) 

, '* Bvery icribbtiiif lann 

GmwH a (op M (Mt M e'er he chh. 

Pninra np. Mid iwkH hU orarlv, the rIsm, 

II pluk or parpte beet beenuM hln —Denim. 

Page 9. (Havi.i^, i. fc.) Written the yetr 
he was called to the bar, >754« Contains the 
iirst allusion to his fits of nieiaiii^oiir. 


nave been called bamboozled.'' (Kayley.) 

The illustgli'm M Dame Gurto* and her son 
is taken froii| the celebrated comedy of Gammer 
tjurton's needle, sai^o have been wriue(f by 
Btohop Still, ahwit tne year 1565. • 

Pagn to—14. (All from Early Forms.) 

Page so, xst and and stansas. Hebrts was % 
the princi^ riv^ io 'Puaco. On its banksp 


Orpheas was torn in pieces by the Thnici.nt 
woiiicp, because of his gfief for his lost Kiirydicc. 

Page 12. K. S. S. 1 have not a notion of the 
yeaning of these letters. 

, Pa^^S. (HAYLiiw,i.79.) Sir William Kiisscll 
w.il cmtwned whilst bathing inThFTIiaiiies, 1757. 

Page 16. <'J 1 iis and tlie followiiyi .Satfte were 
printed in Duncomiie's Horace, 17S7. 'I'be 
1 hinrombes. father and son, wcuof Hertford , 
• shire, aryl ^e elder was an intniiate Irieiid of 
T‘ow|^r\ father. At the time tiu.s trniislalinn 
w.is iiia^e, its author Viui leading n dileltaiiie 
life at the Temple, aiiiiiMiig himself wi|h such 
matters, nnd always rendy to furnish uiein to 
aiiv friend who Akcd lus help.) 

■ ftlccenA was sent to lirJhdiiwiim A.r.r. 
§7TS, to arraii)|e ^iffcreiycs lictwccii Augustus 
and M. Aiil'itiy, aiiui in onlcr to beguile the tcdi- 
ousiiess of the expedition, biiiiiitioiicd. Horace 
and other literary fnends. Horace w rote this 
account of his own journey to umiisc Ma;ceiuis, 

Df lleiifMloruH nothing is kiuiwii. 

Artcia was 16 miles from Rome, and *piiii 
Forum 20 miles further on. Here they yixe 
bargas on the canal fur 20 miles to Terracina. 4 

Page tj, col. I. P'ervnia* an ancient Sabine 

S oddevi, uitroduced by the Sabines among tho 
lumana. HerchiVf temple was at'i'crryciiia • 
where a well of lo-re water, sa<j-cd to her, 
flowed down Mount Soracte. It is " tlie pure iflla 
glassy streiim ” here referred to. ^ 

Cocceiut was a commor^i leml of niid 

Antony. His presence with MacccMts wuafliete> 
fore a sign of pe.ice. I'hev had a)reaf#y •/Teclcd 
I the treaty of nrundusiiira. 

* “ eyA, by iratery," &c. This was owing 

to having slept m fh« oimn air, in the marshes., 
Capifa Fonteius vrax Antony's legate in Asia. 
Fundi, 9 miles froA TRraaciug. 

Aujidius, grsetor of FuniS^, ^Jhe original 
here is very humoroSnu^ sarcastic. ‘ A scri&e 
was a clerk. • .* 

Muneua was _ Mftlenas* brother-in-law. 
PhtiuM and Varinsf the two iipst intimate 
friends of "the^rd of Manilla," Virgil. 

Formic is tHI modem Gaeta, 80 miles from 
Rome * m 

• Cl 4 




* • * 

Stuifessa, i8 ni’lcs from Formia, on the c 

e. 



Pagt' T7, cfll. a. CauJiuM was the sceii^ of 
the rclrbrated Inimiliai'on of the Rttinan army, 
br (»wii as the *' f'aucliiic Forks ” The *' tavcri#' 


f niK’ilily lay beside the road ; and the villa of 
L'oreeius on the hill alx)ve. 


Osritiu, that is, Cani|>aniaA. “True Osrian 
breed” is a salirlral way of sayiit;t that he i^-as 
a low and mean fellnw-ajust as we might talk 
•if “grmiineiScven Dials iKietry." * 

** For (aretin(.lcs,’’K:r, 'I’lie iwople of Cam¬ 
pania were subject to the grouitlt of great warts 
or wens on their fore heads,■a'hich, when cut out, 
left great scars liclijnd. 


PfU’t' i8, re/. T. Nor floes your phijr," &c., 
i. f IjciMiise your face js so ugly. 

"Of yon, sir,” tic. It was the riistont, when 
any one had received any tklivcranre or other 
piece of gnrid fortune, to leave some oflering 
representing it in the temple of the gixl« Itoyf 
and girls, on jrr9wing iip,^are said to ^avc'Icfl 
their toys and dolls as oflrriiigs to the l«Tri*s, 
or hrfiisehol'l gods, (’icimis Jocosely asks 
Jsarmentiis when Re bung np his chains, iin- 

• plying that is a runaway slave, andthat his 
funner mistress has still a title to Ijim. _ _ 

'J'riviciis, a little viliaj|c still called Irigicn. *• 
cfii. a. ** Whose name my verse,” Ac. The 
naiiieV'as Kguctutii uM, nhich rntild not any¬ 
how he got into an hexameter verse. 

f'nAy JHariMm, On the Adriatic. The in* 
hahitaiits Kill Aee hv fishing. ^ 

"'I'hat inrense,”^. ][^yiyf in his Naturalf 
Misioryfii. tii), mentionstTiis.supposedmiracle, 
and believes in it. It was^nut likely to And 
fivuiir with Kpicurean Horace. 

Pagv T^, »/.». Searti, manager of Covent 
Gafden *1 ncatre. He had just achieved grc.at 
SLKjcess with his "(Ipera of Artaxerxes.” 

( " Well, I’m convinced my time is come,” &c. 

ITie poet has hitherto tried to he civil, hnt, 
fuiding this of no tise, tries insulting his 
tormentor, by invcAting this prophecy fur the 
' nonce. 

•f s. " Rufus Hall." In the origiii.al, 

** Temple of Vesf.i,’* which was by the Fonim, 
as Westn^mster Hall was hy the law courts. 

the rt.cn Pnme Minister, is in 
the origMiil " Mxcctus.” 

Pit^c'io. (JniiKSON'sCowPRR, lii. a^) Thiy 
Prayer for 1 ndiffe ranee ap^mred in theJixwN.i/ 

• Register for p, toa.\ 'The writer addresses 

it to Oberon, and ilcclar«» that she prays nni fur 
lovc-ch.'irms. nor d.ast, nor peace, but for the 
nymph lA'bnefrnrc. ^Vie Ad^uwing extract 
wall convey .1 fair idea oGit, and show the point 
of Cowper* reply, 

At/vw vpitn'ii*:« St n hape, m feiir. 

Men ampn-talinlt fly; 

, VUh lll•*p^sllFil^^|f*nt ivnr, 

That blMUthefdris'wnlJwj'. 

i •»' r 


, “Tbe tfuus wlib-b pity tanifft to fl.iw 

My RI1.1II tlifii (tiiu.wn; 

Till. wlildi tlinilibtsi fur nthun' woe 

Sluti^ken ih.iuv« feet ita (laii. 

Till' wound* whiub now eai-h looineut hU-ed, 
e Kiu'h uioitu-iit thfSi •bull , * 

And pcscfful days *h<ill aiill (ULueed 
Tu uiKbU u( »wc«t reiMMe.” • 

Page 31 , Ah Ode, See. This Mock Ode 
appeared in the St. yaiiies' Magazine fur Nov. 
1703, where it w.as signet^ L.” _ Lloyd was the 
editor of than inagairine. and this old Westmin¬ 
ster friends contniniteu. At the bt^inning 
Cowper wrote nothing fur it, licingatflrighton 
but seon he funnshetl a paper, signed " W. C ,” 
on Knglf>li Piiul.sric odes, and promised to 
fiinii'.h one according to nifc. On this ground 
' Southey identiAcd the present ode as his, which 
afpeared a Rwmuiiths after; but there ii? no 
further proof of the authorship. 

Page 93 (Cowi'Kr’s Ai-roniOfJHAPHV.) The 
cirAlmstances under whicri he wrote these 
appalling sappliics are told in the Introductnrv 
Memoir, p. xxlb Southey says of the third 
lii^ in the two last .stanzas respectively, th.at 
they are Imlh " cvicfsiuly comint,” and sug¬ 
gests that ill the firmer, instead of "if van¬ 
quished," the author may havcf written " in 
anguish.” Hut the text is probahly x'ght He 
had an idea that there w'a.i a <Sare r nance f<>r 
him in the strijt with tHe Avenging Deity. 'I'he 
expression, "fed with jut!gn)'*iii,” is takpn fruin 
Ezek. xxxiv. if>. 

Pa^e 94? On the Oi.hev rfvMNS generally, 
see ImriHliictory Memoir, p xxxviii. 

H. i. 5th stanza. ?»evcr.il rt'wi.im editions 
have altered*" thy thrcrie,” in the third line, to 
'‘its threnc."^ But ftiis is quite wrong. 'I'hc 
poet is regarding his own heart a.s the rightful 
throne of the Holy Ghost, and*the iCol as 
usurping it. 

H. ii. 3rd stana : i Sam. xxiii. 37. 

Pa^ 97. H. xi. was certainly wntlen at 
} Huntingdon, heiiig ex.actly like a letter which 
I he w rote to Mrs Cowper from thence. 

Pafejn H. x\ end stanza. " I'hc paschal 
sacrihee," &c. K.\od. xii. 13. 

3rd stanza. " The Lamb,” &c. Lev. xii 6. 


. « 4th stanzx " The sc&pe-goat," &c. Lev. 

I xvi. 31 . y % 

i sfh stamen. "Dipt in h» fellow's blood,” 

I &c. Lev. xiv. 51. f ^ 

! ^ Page 3». H. xxvi. was written for the open- 
• ing service at "the Great House.” Sec 

I Memoir, p. xxiv. ^ 

I Page 39. If. xxviii. end ston. , Luke xii. 50. 
Page^i. H. xxxiv. ^IfTstan. Cant. v. 8. 
H. XXXV. «'.TS written on tfie very «ve of his 
second attack of insanity, Jan. 1773. 

Pa^ 36. H. xliv. 3rd san. Josh. xii. >1. 


^ycrrEs to rp. b7~59 
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17* H. Jvi. was written at Dr. Cotton’s, 
whilst he was rccoserin;; from ms first nitiick. 
H. xlvii. was writt'^n when lie was on the 
cf Icaviiif; Dr. Lotion’s, and fornfliig the rc-stdu- 
tion Sot to return to tomdun. Jf 

Page 4')- Tabi.e Tai.k, see Memoir, p 
xlvi Jt was Iicgiin at the end of i7{k> 'J'liongh 
II It first wiittrn, it was placed first, h(a.aiisc it 
had less of religion than the rest of the larger 
iKicros and hr wishcd^ot^o di'^iir!l)(e rc.iders 
[>y hegipning tnJf serioiislj? “ ntm mcrr>‘," he 
writes, ’* that 1 may decoy people into niy 
* 1 .>iiip.iny* and grave, that they may be the 
Letter f‘>r it." , • 

I 6. There was a very old hut rironciiiis 
idea that lightning will not strike laurel. 'I'ln# 
Eifl|>cror ’I'tlicniis used to wriy a wrealh^of 
it wilt'll a thunderstorm threntrned. Eynm 
devcriy throws, a syinljoliuil meaning into this 
notion:— ^ 

" Kiir the true laurel wreaili whloli Kl“ry weavea 
la uf Ui« Irti uu IkiII uI lliUlidig t Ust«a ” 

^htldr nar,tta, ir. 41. 

U Tj-4^ 'rhcM line# were added hy^lie 
author alter the M.S. had ijcen sent*to the 
|>rinti:r. ^ 

I at). eTlje author is writing grin'r.illy, luit 
pnihably he has *l-'rcdcrick the Lireac lu Ins 
tnind eipecially. * ^ 

P**gf 50, Intended as a description 

of Cieiirgc 111.* ^ 

See Macaulay’s Essays, i. 379 381. 

/‘oM'51.*/f3. <,)nevedo de Villagas died at 
Madrid 111 1635, aged His*'ya>ionsof Hell’* 
loive liecii trau.Hl.itid indb English. ^ 

/ *10. if cpiit rent w.as the nominal rent (it 
might Vie a handful of cum, or a pcpyiercum, or 
a flower) by the i>ayment of which ilie tenant 
of an old roaniir was able to go yw/r/ and frer. 
The satire of this and the following lines will 
be abundantly illustrated by the Poetical pages 
of any old mazarine. 

53. / iSs. Francis, third and last Duke 
of JJndgewater, is railed the fatVier of llritish 
internal navigation. He was living quietly 
at a retired cuun||y house at Worsiey, n^r 
Manchester, when nis ^ention was called *0 
the difficulties of trannpOTting the coal of which 
the surrounding soil was fiiii. lie met with 
James Brindley, who andmook to make a canal 
to Manchc.ster, Md*w-iih great enginecniig 
skill, backef by Stave support from the IlMke, 
he accomplished the design in i7f>o. Six years 
Jater.Brindlgy began the “GrandI'runk Canal" 
from the ']g«it to the Mersey, and before his 
death in 1773 dre«^4||e plan for the Oxfnrtl^ire 
Canal, mnnecllkg thy’Trent with th# 'fhaines. 
(Mahws Hifitory, cb. xll) 

/Vt;pr 53, /193. ** When admirals,** Pro-^ 
bably icfening to Admiral KeppcL Tor 


—--______-^ 

aKoimt uf*tlie popular /anifftr^^er tMt court- 
nmrti.’i] on him. sec Mahon, vi. afiy. 'i'hc 
generals arc those uf the American wot. 

g Pagr .S 3 , I 337. ** J^nuk, aaftolir—an acjn^nf 

waiiioii gaiety (Jutinsiiii.) L'oriiiKtre these li^s 
with the events nine years later. 

/ 318. Tlic Chirdon riots uf 1780. Mahon, 

viiaj- • • J 

1 339. ^'hathom dll-d May 11,1778. 

m • 

I'aj^t 56, I 361. ** Siilisers'irncy,''ol»cdicnrc to 
God’s will. The iinfavourahlc iiieaniiig w hu h 
w’e now almost inv.ifiahiy give this word is not 
fiiiimi ill Johnson’s Dictiu^ry. 

/ ittj. This alludes to me “Armed Netilra- 
' lity j»r 1780, an alliance licuvcrii Kiissiri, 
.Sweden, and Denntarif (afterwards joined by 
i’rus.<aa and Holland), to maintain, in opyuisi 
lion to tVic principles of British maritime law ' 
and the derisions of her Admiralty courts, that 
* iieutml Hhi]js make free goods. _ hhigl.snd thus 
dl Imy agaiiiill nil tTie aat^ins of Kiirofie 
as well as against her insurgent colonies in 
America. But the combination wg^iigliffiier hut 
slight iniiiry. See Lord H(hnhn}ie's History pf 
Eiiglano, chaps Ixii. and Ixiii. . * 

f 3^4* Brown, D.l)., Vicar of New*- 

castld-on-’fync, a vu]^iniinuiis writer, poimlar 
in his time, but now forgotten. 'Ilie work here 
referred tn, An Estimate of the Manners 
and Priiici|iles of the ’iime," made a vast seir-.i- 
1 tion wlietOi appeared, and went through iii.nny 
▼ editions. ^He depicts Englana asAiink into a 
i hoiicless condifiog,^nd gi the |x»int of utter min 
^ as a nation. 'I'hc rest of George the Second’s 
reign, from thev^pry y'^nrof this piiVdication, is a 
chronicle of glortinis victories Imth by land and 
sea, planned apd ex>Mnited by the genius of 
(..'hattiain. Sec Macaulay's Essays, i. 303^1 


Pagf sBt / 500 . 
Vatea, 


' *11ie graceful name,', t. e 


Pngt 59, / jfOQ. Sniithey says that this was 
the custom still at Wcstgiin.stcr .Schexd in hi*- 
time. Jlul 1 believe it is so no longer.* 'J'hi* ^ 
hcail«master was •••ili.aJinnncr to the ^ut^i, 
and used to present the good boys with l^unay 
money. - * 

I yiQk '* Morris-danlk." a grAiip^im of 
“ Moorish dance," a fantasiic pifformanc*'. 
accompanied with thee sound of belU and ^ 
]i wavi|g of ribbons, 

I $37. I'hc foHra-ing description is .taken 
from Konhoiick's# “ nistory of lomdon* 

(>773) duti c#th|9 duck projects over the 

street at the extremity of adpean^and over it 
by a kind wbimsibmcqnceif, cgfnnlated only 
for the amusement df cofintrymen and children, 
is an Ionic |x>rch, corg^ing the figures nf.two 
savages, carved and |^tq|ed, as timiMs life, whk h 
with knotted clubs alternately strike the hours 
and quamn d^two Mis hung betweciyhetn.” 
Tbc church was reboRi in 1831, bimI tht^igures 

^ m ow A 
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wrre nAt restikrcd- 'I'hey now ornaihcnt 9 h«iic 
near the Kcgeiil^ Pai^. f 

l^age 59, 1 553. ** Pounce,” to Mize with the 
J^oMtu^s or taluiui. '1^ expreitsitw, " jKHince 
x^Jon,” is quite ftuxlcm. * 

* Pagr 60, 1 559. 'ITiis is borrowed from Dry- 
den's Kiitgr:tin uii Milton, Glofw biiition, p. 653. 

I 5O6. 'I'hc a|)i4ents lM;lievcd th»t, duniig 
the seven days hefure.rund the seven niter 
tlie hhorte*^ tGiy, the halcyon, or f.ingfisher, 
w.iH breeding on tlie waters, and that during 
tli.it lime there was always calm at sea. 

/fio). 'I’hc thyrsus waAa st.iflT bound round 
with ivy and vine Ip'ives, supposed to be borne 
by Ihu'clius. 

/’«<«• tia, /Cyo, Sec Memoir, p. xxv.. 

Pane 61, / 716. This thought was suggested 
to him by remling fohnsoirs " I.ivcs ut ine 
Poets ” He stiys in a letter that it wasa mcl.m- 
I'holy refloctiiHi, forced u{Mni him by th.it work,' 
th.it nearly alidweta were kicked mcn.«< ^ '■ 

/ 7&I. Simihohl and Hojiltiiis, authors of 
the “Old V*;rsionJ^ of the i’saiiiis, middle of 
iti;h century. « 

Poji* <■».(, *riIK PROtlHPSS OP FuRdR was^ 
the fust written of this sciii*s_ of I'odln-^ Sc*. 
Memoir, p xlv. Its vefdric.ition is liarsti, but 
it is fit^ of pithy sayings. *' 

/’f/;^,v6t),/94.“ y adpng-cart.” (Jnhn- 

»'•«•) ,, y 

i 131. ^loiinmiith Street, iq St. wiles’, was^ 
chiefly occupied l»y olt ulof'/s shops. • 

t 134. All the cmninenlators h.ivc t.-ikni 
*'(>i ciduiii” to l>u a puiiiiltng nickname for 
IVesley. ff this is so, it must h.ive liecii 
('harles. llie procecdiiitts here s.itirizcd .seem 
alt ^cther at viiri.uu'c with what uc know of 
John Wesley. Bill Charles w.is chrerfiil and 
P joyous in Ills h.ihits, and his musical talents were 
very great. It is, therefore, iiuist likely that 
it is re.il)y he who is the subject of this .s.itirc. 
though I nave faileditotiriil any direct evidence 
'nf It. 'Mr. ilnii'e hurl seen a copy of the poems, 
tjj^oiiiiiiig to Mr. Ifough, annotated by .some 
neighlxmrs of Covqier, in which it was stated 
tii.it 'pcciduus” waj. a riergyman ncarOlney. 

A letter o!- Coivper4«i Xewton, dated Scp». 9, 
1781. ^waksHir this iiLitter further, hut without 
cuhghmmlig us xs to,"he name. 


X'or4s ro pp, 59 — 7 ^^ 

_l_tf;_ 


iiq 1733. .The latter, howe^r, died in 1768, 
leaving his father lu laiigiiuib clieerleii»ly for 
five years longer. On tl)e old nutn's death, 
I^ilip StanhApe’a widow publu^ed the whole 

^ “ It had aiqicared, on the death of Chester- 
ficld's son, that he had secretly kiarried with* 
out his faliicr's coniatnt, or even knowled^; 
and the widow, upon Chesterfield's own demise, 
published for pmfu the whole correspondence 
of the CSrI ^t'n late ht|sband;—a corre* 
s|jondence wni ten in the closest* ('oiifide.ice aud 
unreserve, and without the slighicy idea of^ 
ever meeting the public eye. It is, however, by 
thc'.cla.’ttcrs that Chchtcrtield's character, as an 
aiitlu r, must stand or fidl. Viewed ascompo* 

* Mtion, they appear almost unrivalled as models 
fqr a serious epistolary style, clear, cleg.ant,^nd 
terse, never straining at clicrt. and yet never 
hiimed into carelessness. While constantly 
iirgin,; the s:inie Ionics, so gjrat is their variety 
of fRgument and lUtistraiiuii that, in one sense, 
they appear always different, in another sense, 
ulways the s.'tmcO 'I'licy haie already incurred 
sc^ng reprehciisinn on two separate grounds: 
fii?t because .some tifitheir mavims are repiig* 
ii.iiit ti> goiid morals; anil secondly,as insisting 
l<K> tniicii on ni.inners and grai^js, insie.id of 
more solid aciiiiiremeiits. On tlie first charge 
1 have no defence to offer; but tkc second is cer> 
t.iinly emnieuus, and sf^iscs only from the idea 
and evpei c.itinii of fiiichn||i.a general rsystcin 
c<f ediic.iiiMii 111 letters th.it were intended solely 
f'r the lyipiovcinciit of on» man. Young 
Maiiliiinc was sufficiently inclioed to study, 
and imbued with know-jeiige ; the difficulty lay 
in his awkward address and 4nflil]lcreiice to 
pleasing. 1 1 Is agaitm these faults, therefore, 
and ihcsf faults tnii)'*, that Chesterfield points 
his battery of eloquence. Had he found his son, 
on the contrary, a graceful hut supcnicial Arifler, 
his Letters would im doubt have urged, with 
equal real, how vain are ail accomplishments 
when not supputed by sterling information. 
In one word, he intended to write for Mr. 
Philip Stanhii|ie, and not for any other person. 
And yet even after this great deduction from 
genend minty, it w-as still the opinion of a most 
eminent iiuiii, no friend of Chc.’.terfield, and no 
proficient in the graces—the opinion of Dr. 
Johnson—'I'nkc out the immorality, and the 
UiiDk should be put iiiui the nllinds of c\ eiy young 
gentleman.” (Lord ^anhope, iiL p. 360.) 


Pag* 67, / 156. Is. Iviii. 13, M. a, <k c 

< /'n^r 7c>, / 313. game flotyn at by 

u hawk.” (Johnson.) ^ 

^ 33^- ^rd Chestl’rfield, who Is referred to 
here underSlhe^inf t^ '<^Petro#Kus,*‘ rcsijpcd 
the office of Seci ctarjr of Stale in 17a8. Three 
yci^rs afier he propose rnd carried tQe Reform 
of the Cnitmdar. 'fnis was his last public 
wxirk: he Miecame deaf, and retired into 
private life. During this time, he wrote his 
Lct{^rs tohis Son,'^ PWoPk bomiUe^itiioatdy 


Pagr 71,^ 373. couplet originally stood, 

** WItli uiaiiiorUHlani hwikVi nilnnte don 
Thestvmwl imwU, and wber* UXi ehaljg broke down.* 

He saw the overnight nf making *' down ” rhyme 
to itself in rc4 reeling the proof. ’* he said, 

IS qpt only down, but down derry-thiwn." 

Fag* f 3, / 441. WhelSir w|»~t greased wriih 
tar in Cowper's time. Coachmen utedAo carry 
it with them. 

/49&1 Another attack OB his oousu,Madaiw 


jsrorEs To*rp.p-^ 
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. whom he had a^«ady vituperated in Amittht' 
iyphtkan^ bee Memoir, p. xliii * 

Pagt 73, / 485. •Antony von I^uwenhnrk, 
Ixirii at Uclft, 163a. and dica there, 17^3. 
KemStkable for hit slliti with tiie^ nii«'ru!iCoj>^ 
which mad^iiin also a good l•hy!Jwl(lKl!,t ; aim 
some of his oisiuveries were oivrcai inipuriance. 
liis works occupy four 4to. vols. 

Page 74, / 526. Pygmaliun, a ceYcbrated 
statiuu'y of Cyprus, ifftisclled a siatiie of such 
i:xi|ui<ise bcaiit^hat he fAl in Mve with it, and 
. Venus, his earnest rcuiiest, endowed it with 
* life. He married it, and became the father of 
I'aphus, the founder of the city of tii^t utiue in 
Cyprus. 

''age 76. Tat’iH. It was the Author’*# 
t that this |)ocm would cive oflcnce^to 
' uiieiilichteiicd readers” whii'h induced luiii 
to ask Newton to w rite his Preface. 

Page 78, / 8j. •” Adu-st," burnt, scorchad. 

/ 119. S)icncer Cowper, .sun of the loird 
Cliaiicellor. I>ean of l)uph.|» 1745-1773. ’I'hc 
fKiet says Second stall,” linause the nnt w^s 
the Ibsho^’s. 'l'hcreisaiAiiiintrresbii({iuiiii||Vilr-t 
by him in the British Mtcsetiin, .and a vuliinic of 
Kuod ScmiiiSs on Church Festivals, the follow- 
iiiK extract from which will show tlia. ne was no 
Calvinist:— • • 

” That nredestinatiOn to eternal life is the 
arbitrary cnuice ^ a desjiotic ]*owcr determinrd 
hy no rule, but that of an uncoiiiroll.ible will, 
and independ#nt of any prcccdi|)K merit <>r ^ 
worth in the persons su predestined, is a doc¬ 
trine unworthy of Gcei, and destructive of all 
moral goounAs.” 

t 131. This dcscrigtTon is % description, 
to the minutest detail, of the tW(.^promineiit 
figUKS in 4 iugarth's " Morning.” 

Page 80, / 7 ot. Crcta is a laiigbter-mwing 
servant in Terence's two jilays AJetphi and 
Plwrmh, 

Paife^ 7 ,l ^xx. This was in Feb 1778. "Nobles 
disnused themselves as lavern-waiiers to obtain 
sight of him : the loveliest of Fr.inc.e wtnild lay 
theic hair beneath his feet. Ilis ch.iriot is the 
nucleus of a comet whose train filled wliole 
streets: they crown him in the theatre, with 
immortal roV'a/r ;^nally stifle Inin under roses, 
for old Kicheiicii reroiweniled opium in <Ach 
state of the nerves, ana the exoessive {latriarch 
took too much.” (Carlyles French Kevolution.) ^ 

Page 83. I 358.^ Hr. Kiclurd Conyers, 
Rector ofji. Palnl's, Deptford, was the lather- 
in-law of Thornton, and w'as the meanh onntro- 
ducingN^on tif Cowper. (Mcgmir, p. xxxvj ) 
It is nee^ess to add iliat he was a zeaiou.s 
evangelical preaeli^ * 

U ^ and^pg. nt these two liflrs the poet 
has ffokeif through one of his own canons 
and, venturing out of England, has tried to de- 
■oribe what he has never seen. In thAflnt liift 


hker^^ as to the fact^ And th# flecmul, I am 
ttU, IS not at all a description of the olive. Its 
suRl' ■ ‘ ■ • “ ' 


H . 

siilhii clustering berrie^ruw sessile along the 
branches. I'he line ^ a mistaken gloss on 


, Olid 


^sainh xxiv. 13, 

Page 83, / 378. " And one who,” &c. 

Earl of Hartmouth, the patron of Olncyi 
a fast friend of Newton. 

^•fge 87. On Exi'ysTUi.\fiON, see Memoir,^ 
p. xliv. • ^ 

Page 88, 1 33. Jcr. ix. t. * 

Page 91, / 190. 4 <>''*>ua v. 14. 

99, I 946. “ PccIgiJ,” plundered. So 
III Milton, “Paradise Kugiiincu.” 

/'age 03, f *83. Cowper, thoiii^ professedly .t 
Wlii^ alw.iys rcgardctnhe Americans as rebels, 
and (iclicved that (irurHc 111. wws light in his 4 
persistent endeavours t<i conquer tlicin. 

' i 992. Various naval eng.'igeiiiciits were 
<(ii||Bliltt‘n i960, wi#i great \gr»xtry, hut inde- 
risive resiiltN. Such were Kuilncy's in the 
West Indies, April 17; Parker's,^^'tli^logger 


ISank: .xiid Crates', willAthc Pencil, in the 
VhettTprake. bee Imrd btaiihu]«'s Hist, chaps^ 
Ixii. Ixiy. ^ * 

/ •91 On the violence of the laditicnl 
strifes c4 that time, sec the opening of rli. IxL 
of Lord Stanhoiie " Mean, shabby^pitiful, 
and itiiwarraiit.ibic,” were cpiiliets used by 
one speaker in Ae Jloiise of lands. 

/ yvj. ^le N.itiniial Debt w£ ndh'ly doubled 
during the /niKt'igan ^ar. In 1775 it was 
j£i^4.000,000: in 1783, /938 ,ooo,ooo. Hut it is 
Mow .1^740,000,4x9. 

^37#' "Trucked,” trafficked away. 

/ 376. The Test Act was {lassed itiyid73, 
will) a view of excluding Papists from jxiwer. 
Under its provisions^ all iiereons holding any 
jKMiiion of trust, civil or military, or ailiiiitie^ 
of the Koj'al Honvehnii, were to rcceiv<f* 
the .^aemment of the lord's Siipfier, accord¬ 
ing to the usage of the Church of England, 
declaring at the s.snie time that they Aad nh* 
belief in TranMilrsiaiitiaimn. One therafpre 
meets in the ncwspaitcrsuAhat day witluoticcs 
like this“ Vesterdatf his Ko]ul Mighiicss 
Prinre Frederick rcceWed th^Tjon^union, 
having licen ap|x>iiitcd Ranger 0^ lydiroond 
Park.” The Act was tepcaied in 1H98. 'Jli^ 
hishap here referred tois Wurbiirton (fi loucestcr# 
1760—1779) ; afi 4 Uie works. Essays " Pn the 
Ailiaik» between (tfiurch and State," and "'i'hc 
Necessity and Kqtifl^ f/t # 'I’sgit Law.” 

/ TM. Alh**'* linL printlltj o^^ese Poems, 
the following pa«at^ MIowedT ^8 q. After 
the edition was ivinted off, the author came 
to th« concluidon tfl^ it was objectionable, 

and finding NewtosagKetngwkji *>><’*> 

leaf cancmjed, and substitutea line* 390-413 
fur th^ omUfM pa^ge. 1 have a cqpy df the 
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A’i’TV' JT rd Pp. 96-,117.* 
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n^l 
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lli^l cJitiuii ticfitri^inv, uiih jhe can< 

^lerfcctl^visiMc. A. few cupics arc in cxisfbn 
• (iiit.iiniitK tjoth ihc •tiiccllcii leaf and tHfit 
substituted fur it. licre nt the |Mssa,;e. Few 
will dutihl that the sccfAd thiiU|{hth were bcbl. 
tl>4LiKh there ar^iiodcrn vdiiions in which the* 
is re)irc:htfnsibly retained, without a 
u'nid abutit liic .tiiihurs innissiuii of it 




lliwt tli<iii nilniJttfil w^tli u liliiiil, fund triiiit, 
'i'lii' lln tliiil liniii'dfthy frtthi.ni' to duat, 
'I li it lint nilpiilKwi tliniii ll••l(•tinl, lln 11 
ff'ln-lr ,■•1111) t^liaikv'ii niid cunHil llu in an 

I Wrrliitiirn ntniHi uf lln itiaKUtw, 
thi- ■ 


Si-y weiilt 

'I ln> 111! that r 

And (*xi*i riitra iiljuie alt othiT lli'*, 

'I III* III* lli.il ul k|M u link nil lii^i y'l 
lint tli« k.y In yini liiflrai nlil iimii, 

Wli-i inii'i* luai iiiifiil li^innlnlli-1 lirtli 
1 1 di*llli*d mill nIU iiiuiimi Ii lit tiirn*; 

'lln 111* Unit kiinviii iin kiiidnil, uMlm lln frlrliil 
IlHt liilii III it Krtkea It* Lirnur*^*, hi* ^ll|l■t 1 nil.. 

'1 11 il lull lAK aiiilt tiiili il ht^Mul, luiiki-M lluit u l•l•lw•t, 
ml • aiiniiluc* him lluit iilfi‘iU the unuitT • 

Away with I harlly thrtt imiitha a Ur, 

And tliriiahl llu* truth with mini ninl lUifA-r hy I 
hliiiliiH nil tin- krtiiilniir ami thv urni'lnil* kihiIo 
ll'•l»w'd nil ihniii that IlKht tli* inarljr'* Idle, • 

W hllv Ilirnli-lildm^lll III friiMM oklinnaid • . 

AtIriMN lint leiffi* thatriiduri'd that tent: 
l.raiit Uii'iii tli« rlidit* III uiuii, and wlillit thry crn** 
'III ii-xlln* |w4 i*nf nUii'r*. erulit tlH*iii |H*.v*i<; 
lint truntiny MyntH wniuai falM* xniil linn niailn 
'I (KrtLh'iy thi*ir duly, llmu art wK Vvtray d." 


i^ih of January, 173;), to Cmi-ulatui. ‘Ihc 
brulVircii, Ckrtk^tian rtbii'/if, Matthno Stach^ 
and Christian Utach^ hasinc met with many 
fricndu and fia^oiLS at Cu|)c»fi.icen, .set sail on 
Oic loih uf April. Suon after their arriv.d, on 
^ 2uth tif May, thev liuilt a house iiA far 
from the C'olnny of Godhaah. 'I'hey ^deavuured 
til learn the lanKiiaKe, and to enter into a useful 
iiitcrcuttrse with the he.uheii, hut met with 
many tlfhicuhies , ainuiix wlikli, th.it which 
seemed thnmustdistrrssMv a as, that.ilmcist all 
I he ijreeiiluiid(#» of Aiut disiridliiad be^i ear¬ 
ned off by the sm.ill-pt>x. In the > car 1734 they 
rett'ivcd two assistants, and agreed 4 ith one 
.iiiothcu that they would faithfully hold out, in 
liuiii;i.'i aiiA di**ircs.s, by h.u'il luid h.i/ardoiis la¬ 
bour, .11 lidst eonicmpt on all ■<ides, in danger of 
Tifc among the incensed savages, bv a siippoi^d 
(ic*;rtiun of th^ir friends at C'lxpenn.igeii, by an 
app.irciit unfruitfiiliicss, luy, impossibility of 
III less to tbc he.irts of the hc.ithcn, and_ in 
in.iii^pthcr liardships and dilh'-ultics aliciiiling 
the iinssioii in the first years. I'hey had, indeed, 
ihc joy ol baptising, in the year 1739, the first- 
fruits, Unmutl ^jarnak, and family ; but 


hi! Has sTKiii obliged 
Vi t he .ic(iiriu.d .igaiil 


flee from inurderers. 
ill the year 1740, and 


/4-j,j 

/’o^M* 07, I 4S0L 
llin I. 

- i” 


Jude, verse 7 * * * * 

'I'lic Sb'.iirdily of ^he idea 
ih.it ili^ l,aiin clement iii our tongue comes 
lioin the Koiii.iii m«iip.itioii of Itrilain needs 
t coiniiiriil. t ou per knew .ilfhosi iiothnu; of 
li.stoiy. >1% seAiis, further on, to dkiiik ilut 

.ics. 

at DoctoiN* 


• 7 


N.oden aud 
I .S17. 


were |lriti*Ji^le*,ic' 
h m.iy he Tuuiul a' 


'riiur 

Wine 

(. oiiuikuis,” Cow per .idds in a gute. 

( 

oS, / 550. AlhuUnx to the reign <if 
diaries II. See M.icaiilay'i>'Hist. ch. lii., 

ijt. 4 lk! of the N.ivy.“* 

t 5^4. I’rim-c i'harles'x manli to I'fcrhy. 

• / 5()S. "’lh.ii imiiiort.il plain,” leiinciy, 
Kiinnymede The baroiis there sur|>as.seii 
I'luebiis, bcrati^ he f^und only a i.uircl iiistc.id 
1*1 the iiycnph l>.iphne; they g.iiiied Ixiih the 
k'.Titrel bt viiiory, .ind the liberty which was the 
suIiAk t «r the warfare. 

/'a^ioi, /694. Sej note on p. 56, 1 362. 

/Vrfr»4o I.*/ g4(i. “ 'Rlih,” tillage, liushandi-y' 

(>hak.sp^iigaiid others). 

• /’•«■*• 1 205*. t)r. Cotton, xee Memoir, 

p. .\XK. He died in extreme u|d age, in 1^8. 

V«rAV lies / 4W.. thw^iote: 

'* The_Mor.iviarL Musigimiex in Greenland, 
i 'tJ 4 Kranu^i Tgp^work tKus refemd to is the 
Kiiglish traii^tinn, by Rt'Trolie, of Ihivid 
Knintr's •' History of tite MVavian Brethren," 
published in 1780. A glff'y of thi, work lies 
Wfore ui : an^,wc eatrget |n<m it the passage 
tcfeired to 

'* Th&sccond OUssion was undiftaken.fla the 


I drew iiKiiiy t f reenl.iiiders after him, to w-hnm he, 
on his thglit, hud prc,u'hcd the gos^-l, A great 
j .iw.ikeiiing arose, soon .ificr, ^iiiuiig th^ Grcen- 
< l.iiidcrs : and in a few* y|^rs thc'cuiigrcgation 
' of the baptized,•egiilaicu so ordcrU as C'u.ld 
' h.irdly have bc<'n tliouKlit ^lussible afliong 
I savage*, ill! reused to such a degree that they 
ft were ol>iigcd«t<> think of a scconcT coiigrcgAtiun 
g from aiiKiiig (he he.iiheii, which in 1758 was 
begun at Fi-shcrs* H.iv,'anA which i%)et tloiirish- 
i))g " 'I'hc whole histogy of this niivsion, 05 
well ,is that ot' the saeie body to the West 


in<)ies, is f ne of the most self-denying and 
lK*.uiti(iil on reiord. It was this wl^h made 
(dcciilAad a Christian country. 

iia, / 554. ** luiiiconnmus" f'coi'lic 
Whilelicld. Ikim at Gluuirstcr, l>rc. 1714; 
cdiic.iicd at Oxford : ordained 173^, and inimc- 
iii.iiely became famous as a preacher. He r.ould 
l*e heard. It is s,iid, at a mile dist.'UK.e (Rng. 
Cyclriwciiial. NV'as a inixst uiiimaic frien^ of 
ihe Wesleys. Ixith at Oxford and afterwards 
until he qiurrcited with thembn the question of 
iircdcsiination, Whitcfield tekiiig Cah'inistic 
viel.s. lire i^rsoiial hceaclr soon healed, but 
from that time they n^er worked in concert 
I ag.iin. He dmU at Boston, in America, Dec. 
1770. « ^ 

Pagr ti6, / 754. The last Uqes in all proba¬ 
bility a refer to Newton. * 

J'aigt 1 17. CHARITY may bAsaid w complete 
the .series of " Christian Poems.* It was 
writtcA in a fortnight, anc^iamptetra on the 
lath of Julf, i 7 S»* r *1- 

/ 23.,, C^lain Cook was killed kt 0 #hyce 
(Hawaii), Feb. 14, 17791 and the newrs was 

Mt ■etvif»rl€n Ftkffifttwl wirK «MMklirM*«irl 
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117, li 64. There ib cuiifiision in 
C'owiwr’h liisturital iiiemory her% Cotter qpn- 
•liiered Mexico in i5i9>3<i, and niercfvtre in the 
rei);n, not of Philip, but of Charles V. In the 
courMofihe war,thc Mexican kii^,Moiitczuiiin. 
in tr^nj; to persuade liis .subjects to submit 1/ 
the conquejU which he MW to be inevitably 
was mortally wounded by them, to the great 
«. Iingrin of Cortez. 1 n his last hours w*c are told, 

’* Cortez joinetl with Father Itnrtholtincw in 
Itersuading him reiiognce hia idolatxy , but all 
their argumruts were too no lwnK>%f And hc 
cxpirA, after having conjiiraa[lhe general to 
avenge 4 tis death." Francis Pirarro, in 1531, 
achieved the conquest of Peru. By^cts of 
treachery unparalleled even by Spannards, he 
gained uosacssiun of the Inca, Aiahiialpa, and 
having led him to )uiy an enornioiis niiisom, hall 
linn tried by Father Vincent fur idula^^y, 
avarice (*', and other olTences, He was om- 
ilennied to be burnt alive. The inouh priest 
afterwards ‘'uii^rto«ik the lnca’.s coiivcrnun ; 
and his arguments were worthy ofhimst^F. He 
promised that if he would die u Cliristuin, 
instead of ht*ing burned,^ should be only 
strangled, winch liad tlie desired effect, ai^*|tu 
the eternal dishonour if all conccnic^ i*tiii.s 
iniquitous proceeding, hc wa.s baptized in the 
csciiiuganV strangled next utoriiii'g.'* ^ 

f66. Is. jyv. yj, II. 

i ajo. Is Ixvi. 3. • 

/»53. Thonpon. .See Miemoir, xxiii. note. 

//390-311. John Howard, bom in London, 
1726. After the earthquake pt Lisbon^ liQp 
determined, being a nch man, to go thither _ 
to help ttn^sufferert^ hut was captured by a 
French privateer. The sights which hc saw 
ill the privjn hcipqfl to slApe hi* future 
c-treer of philanthropy. A few^ycars later 
h(Pvi*ttld the town and country jails in 
Kiighind and Wales, and laid a repfirt before 
the House of (-ommons. Afterwards (in 1777) 
lie published his '* Account of the State of 
Piisons," a-stotiiiihing the world by the value of 
his researches^ by his prodigioas lalmur, hazard, 
and self-devotion. He was immediately fell to 
lie not only one of the greatest, but one of the 
noblest charactersof the age. In the same pions 
i.i!x>iir he then visited the Netherlands, Ger¬ 
many, France, Italy, Sweden, Poland, Russia, 
Spain, andPort*^ Dangers or disgii^ never 
tuined him from nis | 4 hh; hc visited CoiRian- 
linonlc and Smyrna becausc^hey were plague- 


TO Jfp. 117 — 9 ( 9 . 
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ia8, /613, Tim "Prinfe^f Maeiiiatp-I, 
r« «iii**prdjecu durk^iid de<f for t% states* 
mm," Is the work mferrAl to here. See 
Macaulay's £.ssny on iT 

Z’/r/nr laq. CONVKiatATioN was originally 
intended for the iniriKlUciiAii to a seemu 
vulume. "1 am in the inidtile of lui uflHr 
railed ' Conversation,'which, as •'I’able Talk' 
serves in the present vulume by way of intro- 
(Mriory fiddle, I design slili|^ perfonn the saiii^ 
office in^ second." (Letter to Newton.) 

/’njCr 130, /ey. VcsirUwra* nn^iilian 
d-tneer of wonilcrful skill. He took a farewellof 
the stage’ill 1781, afkl was succeeded hy his son. 

tjj* / >98- Dari#was one of the fom- 
n.iiiuKisol A’aifa.s, and Kiiielliisa hiciliiiri. The 
ficr (.9 comb,St between tliese two pugilists is 
dr.NC^bed tn the Aliicid, v. 362-472 

ZVi^r 13^, i 24,3. Guy is supposed to have* 
flourished in Ihc reign uf ACtlicIstan, :iiul, be* 
^sideiniaiiy vicKirivs uver drapiiis, he is snid to * 
Hhscnccidcd ihc Ate of lhmk|pgdom by fight¬ 
ing an enormous Danish giant on Magdalen 
Hill, near Winchester. ^ ^ • 

f’iflt*' 135, / 3 m. “ Budge,'* 1. 1 . wearing .i/ur 
rolie to l^k like a pliilosuphiT. Cp. Comuf, 

• I. • * 

rnffnk 136, i y, 9 . * II n'est jamais pins difficile 

dc bieii jiarlrr que quatid on a lionte tairc." 

(Kochcfouc.uiI^.) 

/ 358.^ 'I'hcru was an Idea that the ancients 
hud ill? arL uf making lafflps Avtikh would 
burn for a nicaupiiid •.'cars, and placed them 
ill sepulchres. 

Z> 39 * ^^ 5 - Luke xxiv. 13-31. , 

“ iixatt, j. n.y to practise extortion.” 
in I’s. Ixxx. 22. 

Fixed fee-simple,” cxclu- 



fevCT 

m 1790. * • 

Pngt IPS, 1 4)3. f Cir. xiii^ 

Page fa6, / 40a Dean Swift. ^ 

Part taiW6o^ 'I’he Dapti«Mie dtjiped : 
all outer *Cfviatians are commoafy sprinkled. 
“Love,” says Cowper, “might make them 
toicrant of each other.” % & 


(Johnson.) 

Page 140,/ sga 

ftivc possession, ” ^ 

Page 145, I 824. Allusion to the profarte 
orgies of Mednicnriam Abliey. A picture is Hlill, 
in exi-icnce in whii h tlic chief actor in tlicsd 
evil deeds, Sir t Dashwriof!, i« r^>res8iitcd*a^ 
adoring the Venus de Medici. 

Hist., ch. xxxvii. ^ * 

/ 850. I Kings xviif at. « 

Page 147. Rutisbmrnt. view, in 

choosing this subject, 4 b 10 direct to the propu 
usftof the opfiorttinities it affords for the culm 
vation of a maft's best interests ; to cepsure the 
viccA and follies fdii^ people carry with them t 
into their rctreat^tStgre they make no other 
use of ttiei^ leisure than eff/* gratify themselves 
with the indulgedbAp&fthcirla'Alunte appetites, 
and to nay Ihcmielveb, by a life of | 4 easurc, for 
a life of Kuiiness.”t(^tter to Newton.j , 

Pag* 149, I idB. the ftrst two editions 
this line igp, '* Whatever is, seems £onned 
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iiioccd for tis.”,; It wia.jJtered to.iu 
form in ‘■.v>y < ’ 

Page I SI, I rfi. Covper’s own love, an we 
have hecii, was tItN>ined to end in mnyow and 
iiisa{i]x>iuiineiit. From tnat time tie never wrotc^ 
on 'i^vr, except in these bitter lines. 

'page 15a, / a7«> Dr. William HcbercUm. 
This most amiable and nilmirafne man wa.s Imiti 

Y * I 1710, and WAS ^<Ji>wper'H medical fiieiid 'a 
/>nuon. The )>rc!u;nt {uia^age Ls ineu^esfuMv 
ar'.*t;tiiij;, .earnest and true is the poets 
eynipathy witn liim on the cause of his retire- 
niriu. tic lived, linwcven twenty years after 
thi't, an«l dieil at the auc ortbiicty. tic is s.\id 
to have spoken often yfT his uffcclion for Cowper. 

Page 1S5, / 4ai. “ Mnlk,” the unplixighud 
rul,;>-s between tlie furrows, or at ilic ends of 
the ticld. u 

Page 157, / 117. Nereids, *’ sea nymphs; 

“ I)ry.ids,’^ wwxl nymphs. 

Page ifn, t MR., Voltaire, at his ret ►’at ■•t 
Feriicy, built a cnun'li, and inscribed on the 
{Kirch, ".Deo crcxii Voltaire." 

Page 161, /<^i. Allusion to Horne To ike's 
i.cttcr to DiiimmK, which contained the germs 
of the " Diversiims of Ihiiley." 

Ptige ifij. The /h>r<w». Written in M.iv 
178^1, ai^ sent to Mrs Newton, with this 
explaiiatrary note " 'ITie male dos'c was 
HiiiokinK a pi|ic,antl the female di>ve was sewing, 
while she ilc)ivcr>d herself as nbor ^ This 
little circiiin^anre may lead yoi.* jwrnaps to 
uucss svhnt {Stir 1 had ifi mv^ye." Of course 
lie III vans Mr. and Mrs. Hull. 

The f.il)le of The Ravett n^as also sent to 
Newton aliout the same time, with a letter de¬ 
scribing the circiiinstiince which suggested It 
"' I'l-sis A{»ril, as the bumpkins s-iy," &c. 
'nu* change of style had lieen made in 17? a, 
but iHF common iicnple for many years per- 
U'larinusly held tri.at they had licen che.ited 
vi eles'en days of their life, ami were furious 
with the promoters of* the change. 1 h.ivc 
myself heard an oM srom.an descanting on the 
Wlipiciy of it; slie ** had heard her mother 
say^ " * 

* r>r i\the I0c.1l n.itDc fiw a situirrel's nest. 

Ptipeif4. ‘*‘,'iweet stream,’* &r. Addressed 
to Miss .s>hiitelowi»rth, Mrs W. L'nwin’s sister. 

Alexander Selkirk w.is liom in Fifcshire in 
*070, quarrelled with his fnmilv and wenr'to 
and, his adventures on the'island of Juan 
retoande; are mid tc furnished the 

materials for IVjfvie’s' neuv ficUon. Some 
relics of jus aTudei” » g«B and cup, 

are still m thepnsscsswa .tf the lamily. But, 
after his return home, he ,pin^ for hu island 
again. And would nee no «rtl, only going out of 
dmirs after dark^ After {{raying nine mouths at 
home, he n-ent away again, and was never more 
heard at, t 


Page 165. Oa the PromeiTpn of Thuriinv, 
I'hls was wrilLrn for Hill, and sent to him_ in a 
letter, d.nt«l Nov. 14, 1779. no doubt with a 
natural desire recall hiins.lf and his propliecy 
ro the memory of his old, fnviid. bee Mcyiuir, 
{Axxvi. 

The Ode to Peace was writter, at the lie- 
giiining of his second attack of insanity, i77> 
Memoir^ p. xl. 

Page t€6. The Modem Patriot was in¬ 
tended fo4*Vt description oT Hurke on account «f 
his friendship dflth Fox, and the*line wl?h.h he 
took on the American and Komaii Caihol c 
qiicstinns. A few days afterwards, however. 
(Juwp<^ S.W how unjust his iioeiii was. " 1 w.is 
8>o well pir.ised with Ins pro|H*sals for a Keform.'i- 
*1011 rEconoinical Kcforin bprcch.Fcli. 9. 1780], 
that I though^ lictter nf his cause, and buft.t 
m)** verses." He nuist have kept a copy. 

Om olnertaMg tome 0/ Note. Cow- 

per had lN>rnkwc<l the liook from Unwia, and 
sent vvback with these lines. *' 

Page 167. Re^t, fkc.. sent both to Unwin 
and liill m letters. jH Sec Memoir, p. xlii. 'J1ie 
ongpal M.S. is in the Hrtl. Mus , with the 
following heading 

Nose Pir, Eyes Deft., . 

V III. Pliiwden, 
folio 6,00a. 

Hie house nf Lonl Mansfield, which was 
burnt by the Gruileii Kioters,.>was in Blciiiis- 
bury .Sr{iiare. See Mahnn, ch. Ixi. 

, “ The Vand.ds,“’alluding to iheoerrible havoc 

and destmetidn wrought by the Vandals when 
they .sacked Koine in 455. 

Page 168. JfAc Lofe^ 0/ the SVorld, Arc. 
Newton told Cnwperthi.. story, and he versified 
it in alKiiit n hour Newton sent the verses 
to Mr. Thornton, having inserted some tines-of 
his own. With this imKition, a.s Cowper'a note 
shows, they ap]ieared in the Leede Joumalt 
he hot ticing .ownre who put them in print, or 
made the additions. I ines 9-^14 appear to i>c 
those added by Newton, and in many editiiwia 
they are printed in brackets; but as there are 
110 brackets in Cowper's own edition, 1 have 
printed none. 

Southey suppo^ that ihv expression, *'g(Hng 
the whole hog,'* is derived from this fable. 

Pnge 17a tn the latter 'ferwardinfr The 
Nightingale anddmifwvrm to Unwin.Cowper 

f rrites, I onl:: premise that in the philosophi- 

al tract in the ReguRr, T found it asserted 
that the glow-worm is the nightingale's food." 

f ’otii.m. The following translation Is offered 
merely fur the information of thoM who do not 
read Latin. i -w 

AWISH.^., 

T« notnin dans, m briea w dtiqrt*,, tanlth. 
Tecmx«a.T* neui•nrtehril to genue ■tvi m. 

Ye ■nwey knollx ye ahsAM la deep-ranli Tales ; 

Oh that tbiMs liay* might omie wptln whim I 
rAt my «unr blitli-pUGs mmliltd midst ys slit 
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Fur UiMi no fesi« oiMir w eil, 


Ah tuippr i 

Mu ulsli fur t«tU« thliin, uu tliMwbi iif chaii[|iiK, 

Aiul uuw wliat wuutd 1 Imt tluit, all unktuturu, 

1 uiiifht grow ul41w«lda uijr cutMgu kN»rtli, 

And alMp lu pouM iMiiouth mi ntaiiurkuit turf. 

170, / 170. ’hrhe poor little GoldfiilA 
die<i next dtror to Cowper's house. He kept ihi^ 
IKKin by him for several months, continualiy 
reiouchiaif it. r 

/*i^f <71. ThtyPinta^^lcM the Bee. 
WrittenScuMiltber 1779,%nd 4 fdre.v«ed to 
Hiil.'^whu had given the poet the seeds from 
whith he produced his pineapples. 

_ 'i'he Translatien </ Honue «va.s inserted by 
him among his original poems fur the sake of 
the /ieJtec/iaM which fulluws it. ^ 

'Page 173. Vincent Hourne nas usher ol^the 
fifth form at Westminster when tJowper uiivsed 
through it. He was famous fur ins skill in 
h.'ttin poetry, and is described iis slovenly, 
dirty, and good-natured. One of his pupils, * 
the l)uke of Kiclimond, oiicc set fire to his 
greasy wig, and then b<>x||l his cars to put il 
out. '* I luve an alfeciiun for the ineiii^y of 
Vinny *BcHirnc," says ^uw|i*:r in onp ijT his 
letters. Hut he says also: *' I lost more than I 
M by hiniFfor he made me a.s kH" as himself. ^ 
He Wits*so inattentive to his boys, and so in- 
diflerent whdthef they hnnight him good or 
bad exercises, or nofle at al^tliat he seemed 
determined, a.sAe was the best, so to be the 
last Latin poet of the Westminster line.*' 

Page 173. The .Shrubbery was w'ritteii soon ^ 
after ihc Otte ta Pt^ee. (See note, iGs.) j 
llie Shruliblry is at Weston. It w.is afterwards | 
cut linwn hv a stiimd l^liff, whif iiusundcrstoud 
an order of Mr. 'ihrocRmortun. ^ 

Page f74. The Winter Noxegay. “’rhat 
sunny shed," viz. in the author s garden, sum¬ 
merhouse and greenhouse by turns. (Memoir, 
p. xlv.) 

Page 175. PriaPs Poem is in Anderson'.s 
Poets, vii. p 405. 

BtMuiicea w.ss written after reading Hume's 
Hiitory, in 178a | 

Page 181. In a letter to Unwin, announcing | 
the transmission^ the MS. of this volume, I 
Cow-per writes 0 * 1 

“The motto of the whole*is Fit turcnlut 
arbor. 
it, do 
I know 

motto talsMi by a certain Prince of Orai^e, in 
the year 1713, not to his own writing, or 
indera tojuiy p&m at all, but,4u 1 think, to a 
medal." . ^ 

Page 1834/a. ^^Pur sires had jynn." 
auth e has 'l^aio confounded 0ritoiis 
Englishmen. 

Page 184, / 54. " Crewel,” a knot.^ 


( /VypriRj,/sS. " lf.uinhcr.'’ livc»y edition 
ihhshed in the aiithiv’s lilUtioie read Umber. 
he correctinii w.ih nc%r nude until 1803. 
f 78. 1 1 is said thiik-a Saxuii king conferri'd 
the distinction of royalty upon the two r'licf 
niagi-viralcs of this ancient town, who wwrv 
originally elected from the two principal crafts, 
vu. millers aiib tanners. I'hc first nulice ol' 
ihcm in literature is in the,puke of lliickiiij^ ‘ 
li.im'.s of the Jtehearsal. 

Page 186, 1 154. Yon cminei^.'* A hill^n 
the gnninds of M cslun Huum;, two or tlirao 
fields west of Cuw^icr's re.sideiice. 

/ 173-6. The suiiare tower of Clifton: the 
tall spire, Oliiuy; uic vil&ges remote, Lmbcr* 
toil, Stcvciituii. 

Page 187, / 337. "'Fhe peasant's nest,” a 
lictici sort of f.«riii cntlaKo ; now, however, tiled 
instead of Uiutchcd, and the trees arc ail cut' 
down. 

• 188, / 3^. "A niloiinade," a firtc 

OTctiue of chcsiiiits in Wcsloff Park, ending 
at the rustic liriilgc 


The Alcove"ds be^^md the rustic 
view sr.ii of six sidc^, three of tliCiii 

nabli 


/63^ 

Islands. 


he motto of the whole.is turcnlns his rctiirh home, ihmiffh it was « 
. 1 f yoiian put the autWs name under , 1 i^r^^ced as a vehicle for aatire 

?"*• °r«- frivolity It wits afterwards rela 

iw not to^wbdhi to aswbe it. It was.a entreaiid paiheli.|all3t^ be carr 


Our 

With 


/ 378. 
brid|^, a 

open, (hilya visit to the pt^iLC can 01 
tlie rcilUrrtii rv.ilirc the wonderful trulhfuliicss 
of tne whole descripriun. 

Page 193, / 534. This was a porifait fn^m 
life. An engragitig taken from this description 
was sciiuto Cow|icr, who reijlied : ” 1 { annul 
say thalfourJvaie iiiui-h rcsemlildFiheoriKiii.il, 
who was ncnliwr^M) TFning ntjr so handsoniu 
as hrre represented ; but she has a figure will 
Miitcd to the aatotini given in i'he Jnth, and 
a face exi'ccdiiigly expressive of dt-sp.iirir|( 
mchiiicholy." • 

Page 195, /631. I'he Society and FAndly 
1 stands. , 

"Omai" was a native of the Fricndlii 
He acted as illtcrprelcr to Captaid 
Cook in hui third voyage, and came to 
England with him in 1775. He was natursllv 
an object of very great interest in LondoW- 
circles and charmed evcryUnly by h'^ 
gcncc, modesty, and scif-l'eliance. Ih. jAin« 
SOB was delighted with him ; ^fid Kcynolds 
p.(inted him (.'owjier was < orre^t in supposing 
that he pined after Engli'-h relitcmf-nl after 
his return home, ihmiffh it was only a guen^ 

on our own 
related that iw 
paiheti>|^tvj(p be earned back lO 
England .ugain. 

Page 1071, 1 700. „ if our :pifter this was 

written, kranolds, miff' to give lip painting, 
owing to failing sigl^ 

/ 703. Baixin waif B frieiid of Ndwton, 
and, 00 the stren^h ilf this, the ofi^r> 

tuniiy of e*wcs»ing to the tKiet his admira¬ 
tion df his nnt vlluine, and also |[BUt nim 

t 1 



5« 
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^NOTES^TO pp. I97-*233j 


a j>rint <<if lif*i ^icwly fl^ii'.Itcd monumept fo 
Chatli.ini. C'i»w|i(r rcKirncil tlic cix'tlity iif' 
iiitrridiiunK the jircseii^'lines, liacon's IcIIcts 
to luiii lire almost the only ones which have 
hiir^ivcd ainuMKs(. thu«e which he received. ^ 

197, t 7j 6. Another severe thrust at 

Uivc. 

' Pngt iryR. Coi^>*r thus explaiii.s the Tit/? 
of rhe in a hotter to N^-t«in 

“^•'hc IkmiIc t(( which it ta'longs is intended to 
strike the hour that gives notice of approaching 
jiulginciit." (Dec. ij, >7^4^ 

109, i 'I^e decisicin, th.it “slaves 
r.tniiot biTMthe in Kniflaiid,*' was given by the 
.finh'cs, June b», lyya, on the rase of .Somerset. 

A |Hior slave, Gf that name, was brought to 
l■'.ngl.'UHl. hut on aecoftnt of ill hcairn, was 
f iiirni*d .idrife by his master, ily the cli.irity of 
(iMiivillc SHariic he w.is restored (o lirMlth, on 
' which his brutal in.tstrr rciUiined him. ,The 
I laiin was resistedtrial ent.ueil in the (j'l^cit's. 
Ilcnch, and thf decision ums given as stated 
here. Ill 178(1. the >'ear alter tneso lines were 
wriiien, Knglilhd Ws employing ijo ship<^ 
ij^hlch carried 4a,oo.a slaves ; but in the f<tilciw* , 
iiig year the Society for tlio Siippressiuii (>f the 
Slave Traile was institiircd, and (ht <|acstion 
w.)s opmied ill Parliainciiu In April 1791,‘tVil- 
bcrforic jn.iite a direct motion for .ilyditinn, 
which wm lost by 88 to 3 j. Lord (irenMllc and 
l■'o.v took up the iiuestion as Mviistcrs in i8o(i, 
and the sUs^^trarc was abolished in *^7. ,, 

aoo, /(t4. Thef: w%iq(r£;it alarm fcU 
alxiiit this fog, iipprehensions being felt that it 
I'Mirlcndeit an earthtpiake. The great astro- 
iionicr loilandr wrote a letter from Paris to com¬ 
pose the putilic mind. 11‘ .seems to have been 
caiiseti by great heat following heavy ruins. 

/ 74. The calamity which is dcscrilicd in 
the lines which follow tixik pLice in Feh. ijSf. 
.iSee .4mm Kfg.) Thousiutds of persons per¬ 
ished in Messina ; and the aged Prime of the 
• v>ta< c pcrsuailed n ciwnt number of the sur- 
ui\urs<hat they would be s.\fer on the open sea. 
^.Xccordyigly they went out in fishing Iioat.s; 
bifl^hcisea was suddenly lashcil into violence, 
the Ixvfrs were sw.xmMd, and fresh multitudes 
lieriidi^, tli^iPrince aiCong them. Sec line lai. 

/Vij^ pojp i ai4. AitjifMta, poetic name for 
x^taly. * 

'' i aaa, Wolfe was killeduin the momer't of > 
victory, at Quebec, Sept. 1^, *1759. 

Aifc *05, / 351, tirfy-^bjeci of lhi« satire 
is Pr. Trusler,' s^ljp.lbiWdcs making a large in¬ 
come hy writRig cmhtiendtiufis of impttlar books, 
mich as Ciutk’s Voyagm, atridgeia the sermons 
of cmineut divines andrgrinted the residuum 
in MS: character for Hmc in the pulpk. The 
degrading tram, iinhaPpilf, still flounsheic 

/<,Go, *' In score," «.e. with a)p?ks of accent, 

&c , attached to the wimlA * 


Pjtx't ao6, 1 “To dru^," to play the 
biittuon. Nom^bsolete. 

Pagf aio, i era. Lustruiff, a period of five 
yean. 

V 595. Mentor, the ranfidential friend of 
Ulysses. (Odyssey, ii. 390 ) ,, 

Ltuutiut, A celebrated Roman com¬ 
mander,(iinous, on his return front his commaiid 
in Asia, fur his luxurious living. Plutarch 
tells how dR actor onceasVed him fora hundred 
purple rubes; i'.uculhis replied,that hoKuight 
have twice as many. 


7Vijrs.aii, / 65a. “ Hackneyed,’’ i.e. taken 

home ill a nacknc-y-coach. 

» Page *'O.Hcitancy,'* sleepiness,stale 

of vawiiing. , «■ 

1 780, See Memoir, p. xxxviii, 

Poge 315, / “ N iirou.s air," the name given 

by l'f.v-"stlcy to oxygen gas, ti'husc ri-M:.irchcs 
iiilii its natun were nearly cuntciupuraiieous 
wall the writing o^hese lines. 

/’or 319, / 315. “ parallax,” the apparent 

ch.iiigc III jHisitiuu of a star when viewed from 
ddtcreiit [mints. 

P'tge 230, 1 351, “ rastalia," the fountain on 
Mtiuiit PanuLsetas, sacred tui Aisillu and the 
hi uses. ^ e 

/ 357. “Themis," wa.s the'goddc.ss of*law, 
oriler, and equity. 

Newton (^ir I.) 1643-1727, *ftIi!tou x6o8- 
1674, Hale (>>ir M ) tboi/-iOjCt. 

/'n^v 231, / 334. TBe “onqKire" was 
“ Puss." Sec ][is celebngcd account 

Piige 334 ^ / 453. Ailtiding to the Cnle.v and 
PatrtuAoiiij’omncAta, isieins attriisitcd re¬ 
spectively to Virgil and xlonicr. ' 

/ 4s 6. “The Splendid Shilling’* written 
by Jorin Phillips, born 1(76, died 1708 (Ander¬ 
son s Poets vul. vi. p. 539)1 Cowper was a 
w arm admirer of this [loein. 

Page 336, / 579. “ Ficoides," the Ice-plant. 

Page aw, “ Voluble,** rolling. So used in 
hlilton. aliis meaning is now obsolete. 

/ 766. “ Capability Itrown " realised a hand- 
son e fortune by bis ducc^kes in landscape 
gardening, and died ^st before these lines 
were written, 

Page 331, t e. *ftus -bridge bestrides the 
whole vaUey between Olfiey^and Emberton, 
this being needful in conseoiienciT of winter 
floods,«which frequently lay the whole ground 
underwater. «■ • 


Piige a3}, / 86. Katerie]^«?wa.s a quack who 
used to eioubit in Londc^in c .^pany with a 
black cat, and began his advertiacmenM with 
“ Wonders I wooden 1 ** 

^ / 8& Skilkt," a small kettle. 



brAiKlici Hair broken, aiid thcn^tcrwuven wuh 
utbcr bninchca. 

Pagr 238, / 364? ** East, ihSt breathes t!y 
'•plL%i," that Ill-uses fieiarxjMtIyaiul irritabiltly 
into the in/irm. ’Ine allusion is tu the old 


\0TES TO Pp. | 33 —§ 9 ;- ^ 523 *. 


into the i^rm. 'Ine aiiusioii is tu the old 
curijcctiire*hM the spleen is the scat of vexa¬ 
tion and despondency. Compare L 455. 

Paf^ 240, I 428. Mr. Smith, the first I,ord 
Carrington, is^he lafnefi^tur^ercfcrcrrcd to. 
Cow|Rr says* so in a letter ui Unwin. He 
writes flow 1 love and honour that man ! 
Fur m.anyreusons I dare not tell him how mucli. 
'13>at line of Horace, ' Dii tihi i/iT|i/r«K> •it'ilf' 
runt /rufmh^^ was never half so 

.'ipplicable tu the poet's friend as to Mr. binitin 
lify bosom burns tu immurmliz^liiin.” 

/ 101. 'I'his is a description of Lavciiuoi) 
Mill, almut two miles from Oliiuy. It w.is 
destmyeil abouUtwciity years after thc^* lines 
were u ritten, and its place is now filfuff by a ^ 
toiton-mill. 

/'rtjfi* 250, / iaC>,jf. icc-palare of St. 1 
retcisbiirg was coiist^cicd by the Kii^lHiss 
Anna in the very cold winter of 1740.* lairge 
blocks of ic^were cut from the Neva, sutured 
siith nilgaiHlcrinip.iss, and carved •< .'.ii figures. * 
When each |i-aS(ready, it was moved to its 
pl.ice w ith cranes niulfmileys, and at the instant 
of fitting it .1 Uttic water vMLs thrown upon 
the block to whiam it w.as joined. I'hls instanily 
frccring, the s^iole was literally one block of u c, 

“ proilucing, without C'lutrudictifht, an clTcct* 
infinitely more lieaiiliful than if it had liccn 8 
built of thk jgost c-istly marble, its trails] lareiicy 
and bluish tint givins il rather ||ie ap|)car,iiicc 
of a precious stone?' ^See an article in the 
Penny Magazine for 1837 (p. extiacted 

froA an Scconni piiblislied at (he time at St. I 
Petersburg. 'I'here is an engraving of it in the j 
.same page, from the same source. 'i*he toy 
lasted from January till March. 

/135. Virgil, Ccurg. iv. 317. 

Pa/^ 251, / 178. Probably alludes to an 
intendon in ancient times, which was abandoned, 
to diew Mount Athos into a statue of 
Alexander. The Egyptian Sphinx is the nearest 
approach to what lias actually been done in this 
way. The neaiAnc, of counie, refers tu^the 
I’yramids. # 

Page 253, / 322. Judges i*. tmjf. ^ 

Page as4, 1 361- ^ fAdish distinction. En¬ 
lightened patnolism is attachment to imtitu- J 
tiens, aiKirtherefore is not impatient ofAbort- j 
comings in tho«e#rho reprcMnt them. A letter i 
to Newtoai written just at this liAe, speaks with | 
some sevdrityo fX>e orge Ilf. for his con^ct in 
the overthn^ll^l^l^rox and coalition, j 

Pt^ »s6r IU 4 - ,Manes, the founder of the j 
Manicheans, livw in the third century. He | 
taught that there were two gods of cqtml poweft j 


. * a % * • • 

that is, with the me mic good, the otner evil. •It is ascrely the 

ftitcrwoven with mlim of all ignorant and iftpcrstiiioiis iiiind.'.. 

'flic god of evil is olwcoiirsc dreaded for the 
liarin he can do, aniLliis wrath is deprecated 
by his terror-stricken vniarie^i as in the cu^ of 

• Itaai aud Muluch in Holy Scripture. ^ 

yWer *S7, / 4jd. John Hampden horn 1594, 
hiUed at the battle of Clialgrovc Field, if'43 
jWgenion Sidney b)^ executed 1&63. '* 

Pnge^do, iCjs. I'hc tA xaXd^of the Crftk 
phiio.suphy. 

Page 266, / 66. ji The emliattled tower "—i.! 
EiulM.*rtoii Church. 

Page 267, / 84. ^ “ iScdilatlon," &r . f.e. 
1'..'iri)est tlmught cuuscb hours lu sceiii but as 
moments. ^ 

/ <J8. / e. Hooks fiften exert a dccejilive 
iiifliienrc on an tiiiiiiinktiig, uudisi.eriiii«g* 

^ leader. , 

• 'Ittriciini,” St. John’s 
“ Mcrercon," spurgi^aA-ci; *' Altliau,'* 

iii.’irdi-inalluw. ^ • 

Pt^eajt,/a 6 j. I.anKroifl,a famous auctioneer 
in articles of ivrtu. • • 




Dciit. xxii. 4, 6, 7. 


_/'rtg»‘^a75, f 485. 3'hc story of Misagatluis 
(dneJt. sigiiir>iiig “ hater of gomi'^ is ois- 
ugrecable and very improbable. 


ice AS, 7637, The Haitfcl 
heiu in Wcstmiiisu-r Ablwy 


IclT'or 

-■yff* J 


ommemor.i- 
June 17R4. 


/We AS, 7637, I’he HaitfclT'ommemor.i- 
tioii heiu in Wcstmiiisu-r Ablwy ni June 1784. 
The lines were ildUed nuring the revival of the 
laoofs. I'hcre were thousaiidH of listeners and 
525 voices ana inhlnirncnts,” § 

7Cji8. ITie iiewR'of the liaitlo of (.'iilloden 
is .said to have reached the ].oiidffii co^rega* 
tioiis on Sunday, during morning service 
7fi6o. William, l)iike of Cumberland.* 

7678. Alluding to l)ip Stratford Julnleeft, 
1769. 

Page aSo, 7 773 " I.ihSanl,”oId fi>rm of " Ico- ‘ 
pard," found in Sbak>i«are and Spensei*. * 

Page 2S2, 7 884. Tlig Unitarian %ccAfni 
from the Churi.h of England. » ' 


Page aP6 See Memi 


glana. s 

if>ir, p. » 


Tetter to 


Unwin, Nfivemher 24. 1784. C'ow|K;r^. ivk, “I 
wrote thin F|>istle to HiH on Wednrsil.iy fa.-*!. ^ 
tribtte so due, that I must have disgraced my-* 
self if I hadnot^ayed it. He ever sesves me 
in alFthat he canwitf’i^ he has not seen ihe 
these twenty yearJr^ % , 


to A written just at this liflie, speaks with | Page 388.* Thent eLfff ahic cAtirinm on tfiis 
evc47iy o f .Geo rge Ilf, for his coudnet in Poem, answering* C^n^r's strictures, and 
rthrtm^dm^Iox and Noi^h coalition, j pointing out the impgtoicahility of .some of lii.<i 

. ; own ideas, in the pamMdeteer.. vul. iv.‘. LuiuL 

s 6 t 4 . * 


anting out the impgtoicahility of .some of lii.<i 
vn id^ui, in the J^^fMeteer^tA. iv.', Lund. 

Pagf 291, 9 ^ 31 . Aloho Cunyan. 
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J*agf jn 6 . iHb ortKiniil Jnhn Gilpin iv<iiiv 
to h»vr liecn a Mr'. Ileycr, a liiiendra|>er livii«i; 
at tlie corner nf l*.iicriA5sicr Kow and Cheap- ' 
side. He cited in i7<>i, ^t the .-i}te of g 8 . .Sec ! 
NiitgH and Querias, and wries, viii. ixo. ! 

the wonderful i»>|>iiiarit)| of this poem we ' 
h.aVc spoken in the Mciiinir. Thu orieinal MS. 
and tlir first printed copy arc in Hrit. filiis., and 
he CalaloKiic Imm several pages devoted to 
hifTerent editions, *translat' •ns, and runtinud’- 
tions of it. 'rhe latter, a.s might be e< pccted, 
are mere rutifitsh. 

In UoHe'i 'lablt Jtimk, p. 454, there is a 
ludicrous ciigri\hiK of an ild wom.'in with a 
huge bonnet, in the st^lc of Mrs. (•.'uiip's, sitting 
astride a g.itc, .iiid iinocriic.iih it is s.tid, *' '1 be 
nkctch here ciigrived (pru>.ibiy from the fxitn's 
friend Komne.> was found, with these three 
slan/as in the li.\nd-wrii,ig of (..'uw|ier, aijiong 
,„lJie |Ki|K:rs of the late Mrs. Unwin 

“ Then Mrs. nitiiln swevtljr snlil 
liiilit liiT iiiililmii lliriMi, 

* 1 It rluiutigyr n ur tliis(^yln an liinh. 

Anil }.iii I'llnib attor 1110. ^ 

,*liit liiisliiir l■lllll>Wlt until the tnp, 

Mill!*' 'iiM iip.tiirthi'i ms 
Ilut Mle, til ct ary lumci -by, 

,, A NiHSilHvIr Hliil aliiisr : 

Who nail?. ' Voiir siMiusr ami vnn Ihl* day 
Ikilh show >oiir liorsviiMiisliiii; 

Amt It yon vlny till ini csnmw ho k. 

Your hursa will iicssi nu whip.'" 

Hone goes on to say, that pmbalily Cuwper 
intended this as lurt of a con(lnu.ition of his 
hallail. Mrs. (It, finding time hjfig hc.ivy 
on her hands during Jirr lii^liaitd's iiivolun- J 
tary exi'iirsion, goes bm ft>r*a walk, and thu.s , 
comes tu grief, in a manner thf very contrary 

h(‘t husbanJ. 

** Merry i»in," /,r. merry humour. TTic 
expreMon w.is derived from fhe custom of 
drinking from mugs with pins fixed in them, 
to rciFulate the cpuintity to be drunk. 

.r 111 (I’oKMs, 1794.) Written Stmtem- 
lier 17SH Mrs T, waa the wife at Mr. 

' ‘ (altcrwarda Sir IVeorg^). > 

jia. 7 'At‘ JPrw (Gfnt. M.ac , 17PX, , 
an<^for,MH. 1704). jyritten June 8.178J. .^ir ! 
J. ii(ctil;:n thinks that this was a gentle rclnike ! 
of Nci^fon, 4‘whose ui^-{cntle touch was oci'.i- | 
sionaliy put u> :h at the vic.aragc to dry no I's 
tears.*' ^Ksf^ys. vol. ii. p. 113) He '■ right ) 
ndouht^ly This was just the time when ' 
Cow per f^rlt Newioii*!! roiigtineas most. 

,Wnc*i ihis pMm appeared in the tTfHt. Mag-^ 
iiicned with initials »;sne foolish woman 
toTd her friencU that irw Cowper heard 

of the laixenv and "waw veiv angr^ and wrote 
to a friend, Wl%n abouivj publim it among hU 
w orks. that he was goinji^ to* teach her that his 
rose had thorns. . “ 

OJe ta Afaiiz (PoF>rg, (.-794.) 

Frgt xtt Tk* PoeVt AVn^Var** Gift, 
'written fjjf New Year’s Da^, »7Sd. • 


Page 3x5. The D<tg and W•titr-lily. The 
inciuent is also told in a letter to Lady Hesketh 
(June 37, 1788). 

Catharina <f OBMA. 17^). Written in 1790. 
Soe Imcame l.ady 'J'firocvpiorton on the <' aih 
of Sir John, Iter husband's eldest brother. 
('rrimshawe’s edition of Cowper- is dedicated 
to hur, with warm encomiums. 

Page 3't6. (Pui!.M.s, X794.) 

P**g< 3'f- (Ibid, bpth ^cce*,) 

I’hc last staK'za but one of The Faiih/nl 
litni originally stcHwl thus:— 


** i at, xettliig on bi« eiHlMl runf. 

Ho fhlriMil Hiiil kiMwil him. gl\ln| proot • 
Tliwt lie iteoinul iiti imirw, 

I N<ir wrisilU fiirinkit bi» 1 ago si IwU, 

TUI griitlv wlioil, i iitiut hlui up • 

A priMiiier u Iwfuiw." 

Page 3*0. (Published with The Deg and 
U'ateft/dj'u^ separate form, price 6d., in 170H, 
as well as in the culiected edition of that year.; 
See Memoir, p. lay. 

Page 333. (Gkn .. M ag., January 1785, and 
PndSs., x8oo.) These p'{liars were at lavcndon 
Mill, near Glncy. Vresh trees have since 
grown up from the old roots. 

Pafy 331. Tlie epitaph pn Mr. Thomas 
Hamilton (Pokms, i8uo' was wriilen for his 
tombstone in L«.:w]Nirt Tagqpll Churchvard. 
Me died in 1788, aged thirty-two. 

* Page 335, The F.fitaph 'Vit a Hate 
(Tokms, i8<xi). It was written in March, 17S3. 
The MS. is in the Krit» Mus. Poor Puss, 
who is referred to here, lived .hree ye.irs 
longer, as the following memorandum snows, 
found amon" Cowper'spapers after his death:— 

“Tuesday, March 9, xySG: This day iHcd 
noor Puss, aged eleven years, eleven monuis. 
Me dieii lietwcen twelve and one at noon, of 
mere old age, apparently without pain." 


Page 337. (H. iv. 366.) The awe-in.spiring 
incident here described took place at loreds. 
The preacher was a Wesleyan, Mr. Edwards, 
who preached irom Isaiah iv. a. 

Pa^ 338. (Both these pieces are from 
Havt.bv, i. isjt I.atin inscription w*:m 

WTii en by Unwin, and seM to Cowper fur 
his opinion. He retuRled it with the traiis- 
UtioD. 

Page 339. fH. i. Pits riddle was sent 
to several friends, as the letters show, but 
was f*«t puhlisheil in tlie Centlemae’'g Maga- 
gi'ne for 1806 In the following number it was 
answered tltus. 

,, “A tI 4 iI 1* by Cuwm 

Mi«d«mssw*s'‘^atrM|i«r, 

Kst my inter. alae^knM ♦—‘Mn; 

For rxiianalwrlng tbe bUm 
Of bmixty's (oft kfau. 

, I ao« loag (iw sacli rMUm again 
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S^S.. 


'agtyq. fo Stry. RrjrH<>Ms. (Privatb ^ i¥>' (JoHA on’s Co^’wtR.) ^tincloxed 

kkksi'UNdAcb.) Th« luAor intend«ft to a anettcr. • 

cc this in his first vulunie , but iu predictivn ^ *l'he simile which C^wper has here latinised 

iij{ falsified b^thc miscarrigse of the ruyat was by the Curate of Oliicy, as Cowper teiie 


Pagt^Tg. €'a Sir y. RejniflMs. (Privatb 
CuNKKSi'UNDimcB.) The luAor intenddU to 
place this in his first volume , but its prediction 
ueinx falsified b^ the miscarrigse of the royal 
ci^tf in America, he threw it aside "It w^ 
prcffuccd,'* he saysjf'by the succesMB we met 
w ith aboi< (hree years ago. tint, unhappily, 
the anlour t felt u^mii the occasion, disdainina 
to lie confined within the Imunds of fitgt, pushed 
me upon uniting the propiieiical with the 
iHictical character,^nd defated 4 s own pur* 
I)os%" " IbAia " is Sjiiin. • 

/*(!/;♦ t3o ImproMptu. (Gent. Mag.. 1781. 
^S.iid there to oe by a genticpiaif.”) Sent 
'Tn .1 letter to Newton. 

>>M ft iit—inu. Also sent to Newton, a||d 
hi "t ptiblishetl in Cowper’s I fitters. The Reptetu 
Ik re referied to was the Matkhly; the aiticiv 
was written by a Mr. liadiock. 

(>n Mttdrin's Anrst>t‘r. In .1 letter to Newton, 
May 13, 1781# A great tiortioii ofet^ third^ 
vrditme of Madan's ImkiIi is occupied with 
replying to Newton's coiiunents. 

AuUiAtiyfhtkitra, bdi^l«.nioir, p. xliii. 

3t5. Ltnv (IIavi.ky, v. 3 O 1 ) 

'I'he Jinught was, of course, suggc.sted by The- 

lyplithiir^ • 

/« ^efi*ti*wpm AorrendatH. (H. i. 7^ti) * 
f'ow}x;r h.td reld iu the ncwsp.i|K*r the fool- 
I'h suggestion th.iT the Gardon riots wxrc 
rc.itly planned 4 y Fr.snre, and set on ftait with 
I'rciich brilx.’s. it is .1 ]>iiy he gave another 
thought to Aich an absurd sureiisc.^ I'lit th 4 
w ickcdness of the plot so horrified him that hi^ 
wrote thgsc vrrscs. file .»!ways wrote verses, he 
s.sys, when violently moved, iiecaiise his prose 
was apt, under such^rumsunccs, to be " ver¬ 
bose, iiillatcd, and disgusting." ^ 

136, A Cnrti. Veslris, as wc h.ive else¬ 
where s.'iid, was a celebrated d.in< cr of the lime, 
llic jwrsent poem wa.s written w’hcii he 
leave of the st.ige in favour of his w>n, lieiiig 
tillable to perform as heretofore. The hues were 
sent to Unwin, Kch. 27, 1781. 

On tAf Higk Vrtetf Ac. Sent in a letter to 
Nrwton. The cocoa-nuts were naught in¬ 
deed : ** they contained nothing but a (nitrid 
lupior, with a round white lump, which in taste 
and siilistance iqpch resembled tallow, and was 
of the size of a smallpvaliiut." * 

Page 337. (Havi.i'V. ii. 3.^ Written soon 
after the arc(iiaint>mce#.tli Lady Austen begatw 
See Memoir, ^ I.w 

Pagr\^. *'Sihtr-End^ a p.irt df Olney 
adjoiniiw Cawwer's residence. 

" Samerre, Lady AusieiTs residence in 
France.* • 

P^ge y^\Th^lattin^ MilL% (Johnson's 


_ PMKf . . 

Cowi’ER, 1815.) wntten in Dec rySt* and in¬ 
tended for the fimt soliimc of poems, but 
omitted by Newton's advice. * 4 


was by the Curate of Olney, as Cowper tells 
Uiiwui in Ute letter nAiicJi cu^itAined it. ^ 

Page 34T. The note from Cow|>er, .it#ho 
bottom of the (Migc, is addressed to Unwin, 
'i'he original ct 4 (>y Ls in the liriiish Museum. 'J'he 
Aoitia verses were by Dr^ Vincent, who sua* 
ccedcd^.luyd, anoNi-aa afterwards head-master. 

Pt^ 34a. litis poem also w 9 s intended for 
the firot volume, but Johnson <lid not like it. 
" I shall nut biitnWe him for finding fault with 


it," said Cowper (DeCj^31, 1781), "tiunigtt 1 
have a liettcr opiiiiim oMt myself ” (First uiib- 
blished by Hull, ^itli tite translations from 
Mad.uiie fiiiyon.^ Haylcy firinled another 
version, dilTcnng in many places from the pre¬ 
sent ; and among the Unwin M.SS. in the lirit^ 
M us. is a third. It shows how Inucii labour 
th^l'uct Ircstuwcd uti his work.) * 

• /’^re 343 , ra/. f. " T.ntftrsfd’ Prov. xvi. 28 . 

>" Haiul-in-ll.tnd insiir.iiicc pl.iii^." The 
"Iland in Ii.iiid,"whul\piillis 4 hL-sthL'scpIates, 
is iIbl- oldest of the insurance conipunies, daiiiig 
from ibijO. a ■ 

4 '"^'’ 1 ^’ ‘I'he Chymist's Gulden Dream," 
Aldicjiiy. • 

/’rtj(;e34s. Ta Lady Ansten. (If avv'V, ii. 18.) 
The bencvolcut plans of L.'idy Austen to flisf^l 
CowiK-u iiicMiiclioly led l^r to jircseiit hint 
with a^mdl priiiting-]iressr iViiiiiig a tioral 
wliii h V'revcii iiit^Ci>iirsc between (Clifton 
and ( 7 liiey, be wrote these lines, printed llieiri 
hiiiistir, and s«it ibcni to her. ^ 

/Vr;fir 34G. TAr Qalnbriad. (Havi Rl* ii. 40.) 

" Coliibrijd ’*ls from "colulier,"a snake 'Jlic 
rircMiiistaiicc U ricscrilicd in a Iciicr lo^nwiri, 
Aug, 3. 1782. Count dr (t’ra*se w.is tliej^'rciu It 
admiral defeated fry larrd Kixlney, in Amil 
178a. 1 he present cnVnparisoii W'as no doing 
■suggested by the caricLturcs of biiii wliuh were , 
in cin ulatioit at this time. 

• a 

Page ^47. The yauttg lady to who^afle 
Cfukucmh were sent wan, accordiim twNlr. 
Hriice, .Miss (irecn, f.|dy Austen’s n|kcc.* Fix- 
c<;)A in the Aldine cdiluii,thesefcrsewhavc not 
been limited before. 'J'heir s^«.irlnce in the 
firesent eibiion is cxj^aiiied iu Ai; f'rcface, p. 
xix. There are a few variatious Iretween offg 


)' to who^oft 
LCordiim toTMr. 
ten’s n|kcc.* Fix- 


c<;)Jt in the Aldine cdiloii,thesefcrsewhavc 
been printed before. 'J'heir s^«.irlnce in 
firesent eibiion is cxj^aiiied iu Ai; 8'rcfac( 
xix. There are a few variatious Iretween 


By and the ^dine. 

Ihe .S/wge O^vLKV, ii. ft) were writtemfor 3 
f..ady Austen to^!:%s.^ airs which she waa*-- 
accustomed to play int Ry harpsicliord. 

Page 3^. (H,*ii.v 


the |<oem, and tb^ Latin transhitiort which 
follows it, arc in Am Hrit. Mu«.) Wristen for 
the same purpoM assghe pnTedinjg. Cowper 
did not like the metre which the air compelled 
him 40 u»^ but^by coouuou con|«it, ne has 


The^rriginal MS. of 
in transution which 


NOTES TO rp. 349 -‘ 36 S. 


prodiicr\|, on# 'of the songs jn» ; I 

Kiiigti.igc. I'lii* sild event «>i‘c iirreU on tke isr.i 
of Atigiist, 17R3. 'i'h^ editor has henni fiTis 

gruiidlathi'r, wliu was /me of the witnesses, 
cle>|^riljc it. It,.is wcK descnlicd by Lord 
byiiliopi*, <,li Ixvi, ** 

Page ')4i> 'riiis htimorcnis picre was dis- 
jCovcred hy ffayley, rolled up uiih the hiNS. of 
Ihe other songs •'.vVittfti >t J..idy Aii.steif^ 
rtmiiest, as if the author iftished to l»y asids*, 
kni not to fiestroy, the iiiciiioiics of their 
friendship. Wiiucn lyflj. <’hflon Keynes was j 
ahont a mill* from OInry, the residcncu uf Mr. | 
Jones, Lately Aiistcii’s hn>tht:r-in-l.iw. I 

u> I 

T5I. /« Hrr;niuli'nt, &c., with Trans- 
latirn. (HAVi.ftv, ii. 157 >- Lnclosed in a letter 


to N'eutiin, /.in. 24, 
lowing jingle : — 


prefaced by the ful< 


" Tlip lilt* Ttr .Tiirtln I 

Hail till* HihhI f«rtaiia ,1 

T» wiitp vena* I 

I'jHiiii/iiiiilsi • , 

Mlllnii t, lielM); jIliHlmli, 

Until iliiiitt liiUi UjiglU)i.'' 

rirJlirnstniccs whi* h profhxrci] 
t'llH cAriisioii .'iie,eeisirdvd in the Memoir, ii xhx. | 
’I'lic tiTsrs were’ st>iu to Unwin, No* eii'lirr lo, 
1783, with 110 other injiinrtion than ih.i* he ' I 
Was not to print them. ' llayley pnn'cd the I 
hitter pMiion {fruin the top of p. .15 jX After j 
the dciitn of I'liiirlow (tjohii.in liad died in 
1704), there was nu reason for CupprckMiig the 
rcm.tiiider. , ’ 

^i»tv 354. (BcLX..) ' riiis^Iady was a Mrs. 
UilhiLoys. 

*’P**Jl^3$S- To t/u Immortal, fee. (Private 
CoKKKMs)NnK.scB.) Sent'in a Inter to Unwin, 
April g3, 1784 

To a Lady. Printed here for the first time, 
or (sc.ai interest, as being the verses which 
t*.tl lotdy Austen to think that Lowficr loved 
• her. Sec Mciiiotr, p. liv. 

Airvir jsft. The poem at the top is here phiced I 
(or thetirst time am/mg Uowprr’s Pociiis. It 
sired in the Keeord ncwsp.ipct of Feb. | 
ao.>-8t.^. and was sent hy a correspondent who I 
copied if frmi the poet'.s Ms. I 

In i»f.4 Newton piA.ltshrd his AM,^a, a | 
dcfciirc of Ms p..siti<in .as .1 clergym.an of the ' 
^•aahhslfed chiin*h. 'A reply soon foUoweil, 
s-rnlitleil An .^ptdogY/or Pr.^testant Pisten ‘‘rs. 
Ihis w«s n.Hiced in the Modikh Rer tno. in 
wSuch the CTUic s.iul .-ji* J o >.p|v to Mr. 'New¬ 
ton s f ...nh .irciiincnt^V fer.ch h'e pleads, in the 

osimI s-.ant „f thest- Kefonners.’^ Ac. The 
MoHt.,ly ke^.no w.ar eheb read'at OIney, 
i).issirig fnmi hand to hand ffi a small circle of ! 
friciiqc Cowper liein>'r of ib® numlicr, he ' 
marked hw dh-pprisKyioiv. of the sentiment. | 
and his regard for Neumn, by writing Uicse • 
lines^tn the offensive |Mge, I 

on yonnson (f, ii. 975), written ' 


Jaiuiary 1$; 178$, just a montif after the philo> 
supner s doath.^ tsent to Unwin. 

On the A utkor, &e. There Is a long letter of 
Cowper to N-rwion, speaking of this writer 
%;ith mingled indignati<>i| and contempt.,; ■ lie 
had asserted that "Virgil iicser wrote a line 
worth reading,” whereu|Kin Cowpi.* compares 
"the iinrortiiiiale man” to Krostratiis (ihe 
iiiecndhify of the 'I'cniple of Kphesus), and to 
Enii)c<loi.lcs, who threwhiniself down tliecrater 
of Ktiia, ^oili Joadv to* do aiiytliing lo get 
Ulked .ib..ut. ^ 9 

Pai;e (H. hi 17.) Miss C -iX-a-s Miss 

('rcii/i'! 1 jic name is given in lull in the original 
M.S. in.w ill the llritisli Mnsciim It n',is 
/vrittcii at Unwin's request. In the letter Coii- 
tatniiig it, Cow|icr s.iys, " It is scrums, U'lt 
cpf,;r.iinin.iiic,^tke a bishop at a ball.” 
Oriiftinde. (II. ii.) bee Memoir, p. Ixiv. 

Paf" 35S (PoKMs, 1803.) ^Vritten to Unwin, 
Uec. I 77 q. Ill rufereiicc to his coiii]ilnnit of llio 
disagrccaliieiiuss qf eollectuig his dues. 

J\^e ISO- The Sonnet to Henry Coirfer 
I (his bis^ (oiisin) w.is sCit hy the niiihor ani>n> • 
nionsly to the CenllemaHS Jifaxozine wi:li a 
view to getting the unhiassed op .ions of his 
relativesii|Miii it, ‘l'hcrii.se|w.isstiecessrnl,riirilic 
Uc11cr.1l copied and sent the Iinc.s to Cow]mt, 
saying th.it he l^umght tnem good. II.^C. w.ii 
reading-clcik to the House ufi.Lorda. 

. Page yfn. (Ukst. Mao. 1789*) Mrs. Mon- 
. tagiie (1700-1800) was theantliorof " dialogues 
of the Itead” »nd the " Defence of Siiak- 
speare. ” 'I'he lUuc Stocking Chih met at her 
huiiM in T.ricOsier SqiiafTe. Cowper knew her 
through L'dy Hesketh, of whom ahe w.ia an 
intiiii.'itn fifend 

Pago 3^1. T^Ls and the two following poems 
kxire written in lySS. The agitation on the 
.slave trade was now in full force. Cowper, in his 
p/icm Charity, h.\d written on the righteoiis 
side. His rel.itivcs now begjjred him to write 
a ]x>em on the snli/cet He declined this, but 
wrote the following h.illads. with a view to 
getting them siinc to popular airs. " 'Phe 
Morning Dream." Sir example, was intended to 
W Sling to the tunc of "Tweedside ” None 
of *hese were publislied uiiLl 1803, after the 
jioet’s death. • 

Page 36r. (Poi/ms, 180S ) The misehieroMS 
Inli was bfr. Thmckm/>r»pn*.s, and hod, of 
course, lieen dwelling in Wfrston Park. 

' r 

Page 3<S4. (Poems, iSoS ) Anmtta flf/rati/it 
was written in March of the year spoken of. 

/’.f; • 3fis. Hymn. He had 

been apt.lif d to. some h»»e ti|r«i before, by 
Mr. Kiill to write a hymn of ibis ch.a rier, 
but the ayiplicatton re.achcd him in one of his 
r'elaiifh* 'y hours, and be declared it to be 
impossible. Nest year, however, the curaiouf 
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Olney, Mr. B<^n, m.'ide .inothrr applir. ti<>ni 
amt wail '•ucccssfni, for thin iv-^ult.^ 

Stanzas, (Uirn.. and i’tmMS ifiu.i.) 'I1ic 
origin uf ttiit pocii^ and of the liy; wliicii fuiton , 
funm one of the ino^ .mitisinK eptNodes in thi 
|)oe^ life, (fc thujdchcribc^ it ui a letter to 
Lady lleskL'tli: 

** Oil Monday nioniinf; la<>t, .*^ni brought 
me word that there hun a man in tlic kiti lien 
who dunired to speak ^itti me. 1 oriicrcd hiiii 
in. A pKiin, deertft, elderly ti£;ui% made iu 
apiicvanoe, aAt, licinK (ft^sireffto sit, siKike as 
follows^ ‘Sir, I am clerk of the p.irish of All- 
Saints, III Northampton, brother of .Mr. t.ox, the 
puholsiercr. It is cnstoiiiarv for tlic jiAson in 
nfy (iftke to annex to a hill uf morunity, nhieli 
he publishes at (Jhrisiin.is. .a ropy of M-rsc-w 
\«>ii will do me a j^rc.it fav»ir, sir, if ymi would 
furnish me with one.' To this 4 replied, *ftlr. 
Cox, yuii have several men of {;enius in vsnir 
town ; why h.isc yon iint applied to some of 
them? 'riierc is41 tiaiiicsake of your. irwisrlK ii> ( 
lar--Cox, the statuary, who,every IkmI)* knows, 

U a Arst-ratc maker of vuus. He surely is 
the man of all .the worldW>r your piir|M>se.' 
‘Alai! eir, I have lierct^nre borrowed nelfiti'Ain 
him; hut he is a Rriillemaii of so mne Ir reading 
th.at the penile uf unr town raiinoi •inder>:l:iiiil 
him.' ^confess to you, my dear, < lelt nil the * 
force of the ^ninpliincnt implied in thin speech, 
and was almost read^lto answer, ' I'crh.ips, my 
friciid,thc^m.ay find ine^iiiitelligibie tiM>, 
lor the same reason.’ But on asking him 
whether he }|ad walked over to Wc.ston oi^ 
purpose to implore the a-vsistanc^of my muse,* 
and on his replying in the affirmative, I felt •! 
my morMfigtl vanity a little consoled, amt 
pitying the poor man'i||<1istrcsi,4S'hich appeared 
to he considerahie, p0r>miscd to supply him. 
'llie waj^n h.as accordingly gom^lnis day to 
N9rth.an^ton loaded in part with my efTustonr, 
in the mortairy style.” 

It will be noticed that ttwre is no poem fir 
1791. Thcohl clerk died, and Cow|>er Iviiici.t 
that thU would put himself “ nut of uffn e ” I 
After a year's interv.al, Imwcver, the new clerk \ 
came to beseech a continuance. I 

I 

Page 370. Impromptu. (Havi.rv, iii. ai.) In \ 
a Immoroiia letter to Unwin. He Iwgins by j 
.saying that he has been trying again and again I 
to lind soinethinipto «mte about, and then^oes 
off into these lines, w 

The Ltnea an tka Queen'^l^isit ia London, 
to see tha illiiminatioBS, after%hc king's rcg| 
eovery, were writwn 5l the rMjuest of Lady 
Heskethand paesented to the PrinressAugusta, 
in the ei^cuiion that they would be*showri 
to her Majesty^ but Cowper never heard any 
more o(«4hem. * 

Page 371. ««•) THI' 

Cum^ance'*^ narRited in the Tfronilrntan's 
AfnJpztiH/ for^ April 178'#, but contradicted 
in the following month. Howeirer, it is ad- 
mined that the subject concerned tiid tbrgw 




wsiiccessfiil birdon thi%/iw,4iiit k esca^H'd 
lyits iMliir.\l, nni'<>nlincillligility.'**llc soon 
erwaids drank hiiusglf into a fatal fever. 


373. Lines, S^. (Haj^i.fv, iii. 188 Mu 
10 Rose. “My Luusin and I divifftcil 


/’«»<:«■ 3; 

#a Ic'iirr 10 
oiir.si-hc's by imagining tin* in.iniier in wlflK.li 
lluiiicr would ^iivc de.scrilicd the scene.'* 

173. 7 'o^hv. 7 i ^(H. iii. 903.) llsgr* 

Ode i>f Lloracr wasWuiiiid in one of the Roman 
libr.iii«"riii 17H8. (.'I'Wpcr askifpl Mrs, 'l'.»*to 
Copy it iiitii the fl)’-l<.ir of his Horarc, and her 
execution uf the task pioeureii her this cmnpli- 
iiieiii, whieh he wfole ill u blank page uf the 
s.iiiie book. • 

/'age 374. (T’RrvX’‘'‘i»itK^>’ONnFNCR.) _Mri. 
Kiiijf, wife of the rceior of I'^rieiiliall, intisi- 
diKcsl herself to hiiiPon the griaind of lieing 
•a friend of his hroiher. He gl^dlv opened# 
c oiTcs|iiiiidencc w*ith her, and it w.'s warm and 
constant on Uuh sides, 'llicy never met, • 

• ^.TT^Sfis OH thejatc, &c. ^(Havi I'V, iv. 7f'4.) 
coffin of Milton, bnrK*<l*at (.'npplegitie 
iireh, was opened,and a panijjjilel puuUhiicrl, 

'ilnKx' 


% 


describing the .ippvar.iiice>uf tlr 
On Thornton, 


•ee 


ody. 

s 

Memoir, (t. 


375 - 

XXWI •!<>*. 

V^iifC 376.^ To ^Pr. Bagoi. (Havi.rv, iii. 
afiQ ) Tltis is the o|iening of a letter— 

The Tour Ages (Havi.rv, iv. tsi) was 
suggested by*his neighboiii% Mr. lltichan.in, 
ciiniie 0 Ravensione, whcAkmchcd out Ins 
idea of whiS woik should oc. Cowper 
replied, " V'ouwjlvc smit men lieuiitiful {mem, 
w.iiiiing nothii^ but metre.” ('uW|M!r tried, as 
we see. to write it, Init the trotililc.s which ca^c 
upon him forced him to ttUuidon the idea. 

Page yj-j. (IlAVf.RV, iii. xrj4.) Th# “two 
nym)ms'* were May and June, and (he poem 
was written in coiiscqiience of the iticliAici;4^ 
of the former month in tyQi. “Oh I wh.it*i 
month of May this has larim t” lie savs, in a' 
Iciterto John Johnson. * 9 I.et never poe',EiKlish. 
|«oet at Jea-st. give himself to the piaiMiso. May 
again.” 

Pago 378. On the RrPtsal, he. 
letter to Mrs. l‘hro(kr|<irlon. 

Mr. ThrrH:kmortriii's hiffl in.ade Ur 
and C'twjicr fell the refusal kcenig. 
nrtt a little cxiraordin.'sry that ]icrcrmt so noUv 
patipL>nised. themselves on the score (if literaliir>> 
should resolve w> give no cm-otinigctn^hl to it 
in return. ShoHl^ J find a fair opporturufy 
to thank them hciMniejl f will not neglect it. 

Tie reiiird Cat. iii. 72.) 

^ Pn^ 380 f afiltt;ffOak (H^ id. 423) was in 
Yardicy Chase, neai^Obiey. A memoranduin 
in (.owfierN handw^iling says, “ Vardloy flak 
is 29 feet 6} incheain mrth.' ‘It is said tohave 
lieen planted hy Jii'litn, tlaitghter of William 
the CwnquelRr, aij^ wife uf lilail Wjiibiieel^ 


riend of 
fiication, 
semis 
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/Vi;f«*78o, •‘«The /ablcd Twins," C^xst^ 
and Puliiix, h'liis (A l<eda. ^ / 

/4t. At Dodona w#ian oracle of Ju|titCr, 

I he responses of which were given from a 
hoyuw oolc tree., * 

f '’''XT'' 3*.1- 7*0 thf NigMingnlf. (H. iii. ^i.)* 
inie •iiithor mentions the urctimstance in a 
I'-tter to Johnson, and, as in tiie poem, hopes 
•Ju is a happy onicji.. unfulfilled; 

Tir he says aflerwitnls thaoiyQJ is the saddest 
yt; ir he has ypt known. * 

Pagf 184 The J.infs written for Insertion 
Kt. , were altered more th:^ once, ‘ihc origi¬ 
nal form wav— 

" III v.iln l<, llviffrii^ sr<> til neo 
Wo iiiiwli*rii linrimiii(t<'ivi»ur: 
lint III I^Mty H iHinlc out* 

Y»u icsiu yuur |siiiil (ur user.'' 

The fiii.d version wah due to the Miggestion 
of I.:idv If'^skcth. 

• '/i» U'ti/irrforte, fll. iii- 27^.) I* h.iil Iwcn 

riiiii(nirt.Hl aimiit in the coi^pty that (-'iiw\ cr’s, 
Mews n|Kin thsk sidvc tr.'ule were i]ncstioiia'.'ie 
111- rcfiivd the rhanie hy ni»Tcly insrriing' lie 
pirscnt sound in the Nottham/tton Mcrcuty, 
jiiil look no fnrthirr notire. 'I'hc hist two lines 
hri',;inally stoial thus ; - 

"'I III II let lliMiii iH'iiir two |irir(>« IhnU IliiH? wVili, * 

ItiiihIiiIU fur Cil|>tiii-S, Hlul Iky limr* Uril ikil/uS*'* 

}'*r. .^steH (II. Iii. I'jf), .> friend of llaylcy's, 
caM* untniioii-, assist.iin'i- 10 Mrs Unwin in 
her illness. Hr dn-il in ly-A. and t-’owper 
write a vci|' tikichliiij leWi-r of syd^'i.ilhy to 
K.ivlcv, in which he calls hiia “uur good 
.S.viiur;ian." ** •* ‘ 

, i\ijir jSs Miss S:illy Iftir^'is w.is sister of 
Krv James Hnrdis, a niinyr poet and Profes-or 
ol I’ootrv at Oxford), and oik* of Cowjrcr's 
corre#,K>iidciils. 

I'oiit'orning his friendship with Hayley, 
sri; Memoir, p Ixviii. H.iyU-y, as seen Hy the 
ftoimrt, had just visired nun, .tnd during his 
‘ visit Mrs. lJiiwin*s .att.uk li:ul Liken place, .and 
. he had been most HnJ and useful ui the 
«tfiicrgiiucy. 

^Xi’na'iTflSrt. (Hayi v\. iii. 406 ) Mr roiirtenay 
w.a\. Sir John Throckmorton's brother, and 
succeetl)*d him in the ude 

(HAry,KV,*,d. yp ) sriie lines to Dr. Darwin 
were wiittcy..'u V.artham in August, (79a. lie 
was a wihxk friend of Uayley. 

T’lW jjbjr. Dw ^is rtO/r»rfcA/#»jf,^ 5 &c. 
UlAViTtvi in. 411. The openmg of a letter to 
mm.) Hie flixMsand ^jj WJ Tcfcr to the dread¬ 
ful nervous fits ,hc ,)n(/s'^d concerning this 
jtuimey, which arc Ctcscribe*1 in thf* letter. 

(Havi.fy*. iV at) ‘< 3 to^ctnct to Romney 
Occupied three itionihs ip wnting, so depressed 
were-the poet's spirits. » 

TV (rnwjpr A’ onnej, Hi's picture is now in 
the possession of Mr. H. R. Vaughan Johnson. 
It sitipefijfed in the Kxhil^'ion C* Portraits in 


1868, beside the portrait of hir mother which 
htsCincs have saiue so lamoua* 

Pajfe 388. Kpitaph on Fof (HAVi.iry, Iv. a^ 
written at Earkham, and sentMrs. Courtenay. 
*’ I'hc two lines to I.Arli' Hesketh (Ha]^'.kv, 
iv. 39) are the heading llT a letter, describing 
his condition. Without liis nigmly dose m 
twelve drops of laudanum, he says, he is 
devourci* by melancholy. 

Jipitaph^on Mr. Chester (Havlbv, iv. a6aX 

389. CXr. a Piant, Slcx (Jomnsijn', iiu 

yjn. The young/rUnd (Haylev, iv. 
fiy) W.IS J»ihn Johnson 

Jnst nation, &c (Havihv, iv. 364) Tnis 
rvas written for a rough house which he intended 
birddiiig, hut l^is intention was fnisiratod hya 
iiufoh finer one being IhiiIi, for which these lines 
would have been unfitting See his humorous 
account III the note to the Epigrams at p. 397. 

yVf Mrs. Unwin. Whcfi this exciiiisste 
sonnet (HAVi.iiV, ii ) w.*is written, Mrs. Unwin 
W.IS a sad wrecks- C'owper de>rnlK:.s, at the 
liyie of Hayley's '-visit, now they sit reading 
lo,;CTlit-r, and adds, “ Eoor Mrs. Unwin, in the 
iiK-amiiiie, sits rpiiet in her comer, occaskmully 
l.iiigliiiig at us both, and not seldoiik mtemipting 
me w-iih some remark, for which she* is tewarded 
hy me with ' iltish, hold yoiii iKsace."* 

To John Johnson, &ci (H. iv. 258.) Cow- 
jier had express'd a wish for 2 bust of Homer, 
and Johnson made sescrnl attempts lo procure 
one, .ind .11 lyugih siic<-cetl^ V still stand** in 
the grounds at Weston, with Cowjier's inscrip¬ 
tion. See p. mi. 

Voseym. p^it Porir-yftof //mjrc^X’fHAVi kv 
hi. 410I. Written Julyits, 1792, shortly before 
st.-iriiiig fo'^Eartham. The {lortrait w.is taken 
at the reqiiest of John Johnson, whcra-anla Jit 
for his aunt, Mrs. Rodham. Ry universal con¬ 
sent, it W.I-, pronounced an excellent likeness. 

'I'he Thtxnks for a Present, &.C., was sent 
in a letter to Johnson, Deccmlicr 31, 1793. 
Co)irm:in was a friend of Johnson. 

'rbe sonnet to Hayley (H. iv. fi8) was 
in iin-.wcr to a proposal that they should un¬ 
dertake a joint literary work, (.'iiwper added, 
that he h.id other rcn.sons fur not entertaming 
the proposal. “ 1 am nolwdy in verse, unless 
in f comer and alone, and Cbconnected in my 
ojicrations " He afteiC-ards however, enter¬ 
tained a proposJkl iliat he and Il.x>1ey should 
complete " nie Four Ages" between them an 
a vehicle for tllustra'Aone hv Ftaxman and 
lAwrence. See his letter to H/iyley of July 7, 

1703. ’ Rut the increased glooniinesS which fell 
on him, at the end of the yegr, put the whole 
pt.in nut of possibility. • 

7 *'»j|F 393 - (Havusv, iiL ' 

Pa^ 39f. (Haylev, ff. Catharine 

Fanshawe was a co-heiress with two )><^rs, 
and was known among her friends for her talent 
(srgracefol pleasaalry, both in prose and verse. 




.XOTtF.S TO />. 3fJ4-'453- 


»•* Ufit as for h(‘f|skill in art. tlie aii- 

tlioiesa uf lire wi‘l]-kitO>wi nJvlie uii tlic lcn<T 

*“Tw.ta whiitiwiyil III 'Iwi# uinUereil la 

IKil.' M "I 

'Inhere .1 ln<»i k 'Hlf of hciA in MUs ' 

J'luriy's J'juiti.u, .'iiiii HU vijiiaily l.uiKhulilc Icticr 
w.tli it, veil II in*. jS -til • 

I lie *'sliin/.is ssliii li -he uilil^svd to 


till li -he uilil^svd to 


. Illy lfv'■k.(.■lll ot'rv ^inliii I't.l iiikIlt die lollow- 
■i' riri;ittii->i,(ibj|.,, iToiyy If'.l^th liSl Iciii ln-r 
.1 Si> 1^1 N*III iiM nil I oiKhtioii (hat site 

^-ii iiilii i^'iiliei sli'iiv nor lopy it iMi". Fan 
-n.iwe lu-r ihoiiiim.* m tlic Iciicr, Uyl sent 

ifa^ck wiili iliv K.lioMiii^ ’'t.iiiAi^:—• 

" U li-it u..|iil.-i if III) «ii\vriii)( ti.uiil 

ll.wl ■lltji'li Ik (luuili^V. ^ 

• Will'll It'An! Ill i 2 «ki'- 

.^lul I <>» Ml Ii a nnira)’ ; * V 


5^9 

I , 

-, 

'kyt%Cns/inifay. On this vtfilflc biA t;ranil 
I» .^11, see Memoir, p. l.'^ii. 

Pit^ 403. Jeanne ^lAirii* Ronviircs dc )u 
Mothew.is iKirii in April/164!^, al Montales, 
a (own uljoiit vt inilrs Miiitii of (^lri^, in il(y 
province of Oricanois. l.iitle is known of her 
li.ironiK hilt ihat^lliey were wcll-io-iio jieiipic, 
ai'^ of piouH Iite. ^Iie> Inifl luitli iiuirricvl, 
h-Tiiii-, and eai.h Itawaa faniif^ : an«i one of her 
li.ilf sihtefti, a mill ill tlie Lisiilni'j t.on\cni ■*! 
Mont.iri;is, was the 1 aiisc of lirr fieiii^ nl.ireil 
for O(ln<.«tion in tlic iianie lonvent. Whilst 
their, the widiMvrdaKiiKlish f|iit‘t‘ii, llciirirtta 
M.iria, wished her to Lici^iin: in.iicl of honour 
to her d.iii|thirr: hut Iut l.iiiier irfiised the 
iiiirr She rally furtnjKI the rrsnliilii’ii nf Kiving 
li'. r>< \f to (ji)d, and hits ni>i'unli-il Itt’i enclcavuiirs 
lo do v>. her Mtc« vssrsend faihirvi, in her aiilOA 


Till II Ltki' til s li'iii|i(iii/ s>ft of thius, 

III |A II nil. Illlit'll >t i, 
ll.il, ■Miisulii-n iM'iii .ry l•■llrale. 

Or t>':k.n nil tn r>iisi'tr 
.tlmv I lAinic U.rfii tilt. Oiuih nt «rt 
Hi r < liaiiii W iR irin i^B 
W III II wrilli li liv n Ii i-mi^ lie iTt 
' lilt Ltlili lo Ilf ili|^<ritiu. ' W * 

T!ir ** / <■".*1 " v.'.is Olio w'hiih Miss Fan- 
sl:awe wrolc^ii I.Aidy lltskrih, wli '.tiitt/ow- 
jirr .III ■"lAi.ii.'t ff'iiii It —d'liiIitlLSk 'Miiiii; proiiy 
ti'Ui|>liiiiciii iii»li]t*‘ Slj.ii/.is.” 

/V»j,T' •.<>4. (Ut /Vw//<»/V. 

(II w Pi'\. iv i>2 • .Srnl 111 a IcUci to II. 

/Vi^i* ti|i; yiwiiir, iv 143) The cahn 
of ]>.issi<iii.ite cKsjkJir .>,fiiis t-i over those 

rt'p.isiir \riMs J I'ev woic wiiiicii shortly 
lii-tutc Itatmij^ Wcsii’iiAir ever. 

f'liCf .»</». rti^.’tug, 8 m (.foiiNsos', 

111. a'.>s-) • ^ 

for n CiA. k I'his w.aW a chn k 
^ciilfinrcif li^ Ihiooii for Kin;; Oeoree III 
It IS iiuw' in the rre^mcc l.haniber at 
Wiml'ior t astle. 'I’lir translation is hy tlaylry 
/« ii /.wi*, ecc. (Havi Kv, ii. 13^ ) Written 
Inly 7, lygt Ilayley' was a man who souiflit 
rntich aiior sliatic ; he “could not bear a buii- 
beam." 

/’,ye 307. flTtviFV, iV. 77 and On 
hi-i return from Kaitham, Giwrper vn'd to hit 
favourite dtmiestic, “ Sam, build me a shed in 
the itarden, with |y;iythinK you can And, and 
■lake It rtide and roiii'l^ Tike one of those*al 
K.irtham.'' " Yes, sir," said Sam, and straiKlit* 
way, la)'iiig his own noddle wit)# the village 
carpenter's, Iniili a th^g ft for Stowe Gardens. 
(Fetter to Hayl^, ^ily 34, 1793) Tlie poet 
wm, eoing ^ piit'he Arst of the epigramsgover 
the door, but that he feared to “break Sam's 
heart, and the car|itnter*s too/' « 

Mamies f^ituiales, (H. iv. 367) , 

. Page 400. heard of my nether 

Mrvr^^joiq/KAyqiiaiters," hewrhff; “1 have 
accordingly tatirited myself in two stanras 
which 1 composed last night, while I la^uwake^ 
tormented with pain, and dti^ed with lauuauium.’ 


i>ii)|:r.iphv. In i<if'3 her fallirr rrimui'd with 
Ins Liiniiy III I'ariN siiul the ioliuwiii^ year she 
•w.i>, iii.irried to :i ruh K<-TilU'riiaii oi llie ■ oiirt, 
M^l#lu'on, iliiriy-mKhi yeu^ old, she lieiiiu 
niifllu* sivtrrn. rii r iiiotliTr if i.iw dihbkcd 
hvt vcartil>, and lo*-! no npporliniju of iiiMihiiig 
j hrr , and Inr liii^b.tiid, iln Miffrtrnes kimi, 

I w,IS limn: uflcniold .iiid li.nsii willi tier; hilt 
j these SOI rows iIk) but th« idc herf he iiiorv e;irii- 
j*g'.lly lo aecf rest in n-ll^ion 'I he Mews wbirh 
sin* tfiiitiaicly triok iije .Old found siiliir ii-nt (or 
her spiiiiiial needs, wcic giicii to lu-r by a 
Fi.iiisctscan (his name diws not appelf), who 
had spent five ygAiis in soliiude, and lo wliuin 
she now le^irtnl for 1 onA ssioii^ ( ni ir lling her 
sc'lf-dissaKfuc^on lo him, tie “ n iw.oiii-rl silent 
f f.ir some time ingvdil.mioii ,in<l prijf’i,'' and 
then h.iid, " Voureflorts have bei n iiiisii<.tehsrii| 
because you luiA sought without, what >(iU| 
(..III only iind wiibin- Aiiiisiom voiiivlf tif 
seek (Joel in ymiv In art, and loii will not (ail lo 
And iiim." .She says that Ilirse words dfrleii 
ii'lo her soul like bghtiuiig, and she never i(i.st 
.sight of them, 'i'lie poeni^ntiih'd “l.oviftiid 
(iratilude" (p. ^13) was wiiitcn when tbce/Tetr 
of them was atill upon her. I'roni the day of 
lliih s|jee(J), July va i6(>tl,Ahc aJw.iysdated her 
Lonvertiun. , « 

It would be out of the question here |u gi.vM 
ti dciailcd sarc'ount of her^vicws, or eatrad^ 
from her prose writings. Cowfirr's limuitmil 
translations of her vcrM:<i|;'ilI anipli^nsfgr the 
purpose of showing what^ iicr tlkrologY was. 
Ouietism i.s the name which w'as jfikwi to it. 
It might lie summed iip^n the wordv*“ lJeu». 
eat KiSoimum bonum. Rest i» to l.ge fbund in 
the mind reposingf itself upon the love of God.", 
It ImioHgs lu ihe sadjiaiL.* ^ ** S. Augustine's 
(.pnfewiKMis, or T'liotiBis^ ^empis's “Itnitalio 
Cbristi,"^ or ^.^igbiM's Cammenmiy— nut to 
name living writa ^ 

Hw incrcaaed fenrou met with little favour 
from her husband. she went to her t>ri> 

vate devotions, she montglains, •**? would time 
her with his watch, and if she ivas more than 
half>an-l^r mtl tim^e would be vexed/ A cr 
only troiwly joy her threefhildi two 
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NOTES TO r. 4^3. 


these the eldort 


was for a wliilclificnay^d from her through/’le 
irilliiviicc of her mothn''iti*law, and the sniall* 
pox, after destroying owrn great l>eauljr rif 
la»'c, c arried OsT her younger and best-loved 
boy. " i loved my boy tenderly," she wrrites*. 

^ hut thcaigh ( waw K*'Otly afflicted, I saw the 
hand of the Lonl so clearly that I shed no 
^tcars. 1 oAcred hiiu up to Ood." It was rmw 
that slie wrote *“ Divialf Justice Amiabre" 
itw as nearly at the s,im* tint: that bhe 
first hcranicT acquainted with Fratu is de la 
i'ombe, an eloquent Harnabite friar, _who hail 
lieeii iiUnKlticed to her her cousin. _ She 
was the ine.ins of iiiY^ring him with her views, 
and he hecaiiir tin: fori:nWst preacher of Quietism 
in Fi.iiii'c. After a fcw\ears he was seired by 
a /r/frr lA* cafket, and sent to the lia.sl:lle for 
heresy He was afters ards placctl in another 
prison ; hut a prisoner he remaiiicit until his 
death, twenty-two years after his first arrest, 

fii lAva another heavy blow fell upon her—ns 
twid’oM blow. IJcr father and little t^ftghtq'' 
died nearly together. becoming coiivuibeil 
more and more that it was food’s will to pcIYcc t 
her by afflicituns, she resolved, by the advice of 
a’nun, to nMrk the fourth aiuiiversaryijf her 
‘'cinivrrsioii by drawing up and signing what she 
L.illi-d a “ marriage uQvcnant with thj Hiavioiir.^ ' 
Here it is: — « ' 

“ I Imneeforth t.ike Jcsiir Christ to 'i)c mine. 

I prornm to receive Him as a liushaiut to nu: 
Ami 1 give myself lo Hun, mis/orthy thoiit,h I 
am, Ki lie Uisk^MUise I ask of ttw, m thi^ i 
innrriage of spirit with sjiirit, lU't 1 Yiay Ijc of 
the s.inie mind with Ht,ii—filelc, pure, nolhing * 
in myself, and iiniieil in (hKl’s will. And. 
t 'K'dged .IS I am to lie His, I*'acccpt, as a (sirt 
of my inarri.ige pnrtion| the teinpcatioiis aiiil 
burrows, the crimes ami the Contempt, which 
lell fiS Him. 

Ikannk B. OH I.A Motiik tiVVON. 

1^" Se.iltid with her ring.” 

■ 

This document is a sufficient explanation I'f 
the poem rntulnl “Atspiralions," A-c. (p. 410) 

, Soon after c.iinc on what she oils a "state 
.nt.^leiyiyatioii," which lasted for .six years—a 
^hriwition not ofjioly desire or ^>urj*<>se, or 
tiKh *.r ho|ic, but of irwWrtf/.u* in religion 
It Wi'a^ltM t^iv ji her, . 4 i she afterwards behcvetl, 
that rrKgiuiiA ioy must not he simght for its own 
vike; it can only Im possessed with safety 
.when^ii? possessor ores not for it, but rmly 
f»r Ve'sl? , rhc poems .si jjp 408. 43^ 43;,* 
^re descriptive of this phase of her cvifriem e, 
anil there arc inaia 
" I'he Joy of the I v 5 v»V’^t 
as die soiisou u.isp.issing^way. *Thcnirnii»n, 
from time to time, of fof ?(t and its songsters 

IS explained by her (rquent retirenicnt for 
praj'er to a forest neaialfbr home, where, more 
than ailywhe^, as bke wiriies, her soul found 
peaM. • 

fter^sband died in *rhry luw! been 


references to it 
p. 4x6, was written 


she had ref used I Ins is the lianishn 

which blie refers in the last fxiem in p. xi 
in p. 411^ •* 1 Lsppy Soliliidc,’’,iii Raid 
been wTitteii oirthe I &kc of (.ieireva imm 


much estranged, but not separated: but they 
wme entirely Heconciled 'in nis bst days. She' 
noon after left her moiherin-law, and devoted 
, herself to alitMlecds and dorks of love in dif* 

' fereiit part< of France, afterwards in^taly, 
being forced to move coiVtantly in consequeiu e 
of the iK;rsc('iitinns of the BmioII of Geneva, 
whus« retpiest that she would go into a convent 
she had refused This ix the ** llanishineiit ’’ to 

I a. Tii,it 
to h.ive 
imme 'iaiely 
after her sm cess in freeing a gir! from the temp¬ 
tations of a wicked ccclesi,istic ; and that in the ' 
follow*ing«page, "The Triumph,*' Ac., was tbe 
Oiitiiourtng of her heart on crossing the Atps, 
•raiia looking down for the Arsl time on the l.uid 
of. the Po and Adi{v. < 

* 1 n July ifjJIA ^e returned to Paris, and 
soon after occurred the arrest .and imprisonment 
of lot Cnmlje, already mentioned. Soon alter 
she (' M’.sclf was seued, and k mfiiied for eight 
months. Several iiociiis tielonging to this im¬ 
prisonment haw: not iieeii tr.-inslated by 
Cow|)er She appealed to her enemies, luit 
tlify replied w iih lauqfs: then to IVre la Chaise, 
the King's confessor, but no .answer wi< 
rrtiimcd. Ana)iplicaliuii by her fUa:nd Mad.une 
de Miramioo to Madame de bfainienon w-.-is 
more successful, and she ro'jfaiqpd tier liberts. 
Almost immc^altly nf rr this she ticcan her 
acqii.Hititaiicc Md corresixmcb'iu e w ith thg Alds'- 
Fenelon. As tliis rorrespoiKicnce docs noi lic.ir 
Ufsm her tKjetry, wo p.iss ii pv Hut It was 
apparently* the influem c which she exericd 
over Fcnelon which led IJussuet to uneasiness 
and suspicion of her. Ending ig h,v bringing 
the matter liel''orc the krig, and being appointed, 
wiili two others. comAissioiicrs to rsamine her 
writings. (* Whilst watting in sus]>ensc. aud cx- 
fiecting an unfavourable judgineiit^ she <,irnte 
"'I'he Acquiescence," Ac, at p. 415. No 
judgment was pronounred at this tune: and 
after the trial she retired for a se.ison to a con¬ 
vent at Meaux, where her life and i onvcrsatkwi 
won her siieh love and rcvrience, that the 
prioress enirr.(ied her to stay for life .She re¬ 
turned, howkver, to Paris: but soon after, the 
opimsition lontiniiing, she was imprisoited at 
\ incennes. 'I'he following fiocms L<elong to 
this lniprisonme.nl:—"Tha Entile Surrender" 
4t.5X *Milor>' If C*|/l HlOTe’*(p. aif>), "Self- 
love and Truiji,'’ Ac. (p 417), " I'he laive «>t 
tind,” Ac. f|' 4»7\ *‘Thc 5 icrcts,'’Ac (p. 419), 
and several not tran^ted by Cowper. 

Just at the same tiiWt Fcneloii was mtde 
Arrblnshop of fambr.iy. l.<hiis yiV. did not 
like him . but the apiiomtment was urges! iip«m 
him by the Uiike of Hurgubtlv, and renelon's ^ 
high posiiion made rcAisal difflcult.^ Probably,, 
t(xi,*the king expected tOoK^n him over to his 
.side. *rib? hope, howrvj^^wV;® Fetvelon 
nubti.shcd his Kjr/^fira/ifn afs Maxf^n dn 
Saimix, in which the principles of Qufeiism were 
eavowc^ and it wras immediately attacked a« 



.TOTES TO 






1 ^ - t ' 

I Ml tutor, Cnafipeli, 


“heretkid Bostsucl.* I'hat gtfat orator Aid 
O'litrovcrMaliM wu!> now at the height of hin ie> 
puiation; and though Kcneloii hat^written little, 
all iwn knew timt the controversy would be* 
a hAle between gpiits. It does nut fall 
within the ftnits of the present note, except 
that, as It iiru||resheil. Uossuet, igritated at 
being foiled by his opponent, Ittft his Jemper, 
and actually dcHcendca to Uirowina out insuiu* 
ations concernuw tliA relations of r'Aelun and 
Mad^e (jiiytC, and cAuiiaw the two to 
the heretic Montanux and Priscilla. Pcnelon 
‘ doubtediVhether to answer this ; hut his friends 
^^jre urgent that he should do so, ud A:cord* 
1^1 y he produced a rcpl^, of which Clurlcs 
Ituticr says, " A nobler cHusioii of the indigna'^ 
ti<ai of instilled \ in lie and jgpiiiiis, eloquence has 
never pruUoLud ” Piihhc opuiiull do l.ired tl|sl 
the great Hossiiet himself had found his ni.itch. 
iSiit tills did not meet the king's views, and he 
apjiculed tothcA^ope. Innocent XII ai/^s an 
amiable and pious man, and desired and en¬ 
treated tliat cuiiciliatiiry iiic^urcs niicht pre* 
v.tih But the king was iiK>i^;ent for Uiis, and 
denunded a < ensure alir|||M with iiicnaces. IRki 
it was jiioiiouiiced. and rciiel't'' 'ucepicd it so 
I ir a-s to te^sc from rontroversy any further, 
lie ceti^inl*nevcr chaiiBed his views: but in 
Ins preai lung he sivoidcd forms of e.xpressinti 
which were likely to (-ailed Quietist. His 1 
some of hisAhost beautiful I 


ere is that Milton uid I .. 

IvA some quarrel, thal the Master ol'the 
college had to iiiicrfeij, aud that Milton wai 
" rusticated”—sent Aray ft* awhile. ||le 
%puears, however, fo have soon conie back, aud 
to iiave been }>laced under another tutor. 

/'•tft 431, / sa# Ovid, who was K'lnished by 
A^ustiis tn Toin^n the liiixine. Milton tiro- 
bJbly rates him tdc diighly Hi the lines which 
ftdluw. • ^ 0 

^ 3*1 jf- 'iliese clmraclers nre all of them 
froiii'l'eience ; exr»ii thc*'ioifcd biii(ider,"ot 
lawyer, who is tami from a niudcni lauin 
I'loy* ^A’Wfirvrmia. whidi •as estreinaly |iupiilai 
at Cambridge. (Mawii, p. 186.) 

43*1 4S> ^ Konieokitid Macbeth, 

or Kichard IK. , 

five Sophocles' 


749. Kicoclcsaiid Polyriices. 

•‘Aiiiigone." • 

S / 5a. Cheyne Walk, Chelsea, 01 Oray’s Inn 

• • • 

Aft. Alluding to the legeno that T-ondon 
WU.V founded bv the 'I'rojans, mHlei*Hrut»a 
legend which Milton's " mstor^of Kiigiaiul ” 
sliowM that he half liehcved. ' , 

) /t 8 . '*'J be sightless Iwy,” ftipid. 

* /We 433, Blf^y ii 'riiis llcdel was Kichard 
Kcdoiiig, M.A. DicH Oct. i6a6. 

I.il:.st writings arc some of hisAhost beautiful 1 ra/ tfauaa ^ “ Suniinoiis clear,” rcf(pi to the 
He died in lyrs.^t the age of sixty-five. pradicc of Bedels giving public notice of Con- 

Mivdame was removed to the Ba.slille^ voiation^ ^ 

in ifiqS, after having had shameffl indignities^] am/ I-eda's i>aramai9,'' the swan. 

10 licar; and in this terrible place she wrote |l ACseu was, Bct^Kimite to the legend, made 

" I ruth alld ^)ivtne Hove,” Uc. (p. 411) and young again by nis Miighlcr Medea. (Ov. 

"The Tcsiimoiiy,” (u. 4ig). She w.is I Met. vii.) AfioMa'sson v,u*i 

shed to Bloib. Her 1 -,»/ tiMtam. Cytimus, llcmies (Mcrciiryg 

lOuiitTJ 


I 


I 


Tt IcaMd in 170a, but liAished to Blois. l-ler 
I •nxtitution, however, w'as brokciA and her 
life nras frAn this time uneventful, rlcr eldest 
.sriti was living III the iicighlionriiood, and seems 
I'l have treated her dutifully. She s|joke as 
krvcntly as ever of the love of ChnI, but 
strength for active work was gone. She died 
on thegih of Ji-<ie, 1717, after drawing up a will, 
the piety of which proves thi^t He whom her 
suid loved was sustaining her unto the end. 

/Vf 43*. See list of books, p. xviii. No. 7, 
and .Slemoir. p. ixvii. 

Deodati was not only a college friend of 
Milton, but they^w puch of each oihe#in 
London.and were fr^uent corrfypondents. Two 
letters from Deodati to Milton anon the British ^ - 

hluseum. The second cA them was sent from f T* ‘•T** 
C'hesliire, whither DAodati had remov^ after ' same 
taking his ^egrA in 16x5, and is prohnbiy that 
' referrvd to in Milton's answer, written m the 
spring of iftaft. * ^ 

// % 4. PcTw, the Dnwi^P>r]fip/mw is the 
Luin name of tblk^ Sv. * 

/ cell. Thi#Tcfien to 

some mddeni in Milton's college life, the nature 
of which has caused a controversy M com- 
^'cat-d to Ire diseward here. See fllssson*ir 
Loc of Milton, pp. 133-141. All tliat need tft 


I 


jrd $tana». - ». ■ 

who dwelt on MountTJvlIcne. Jiury/'nift, one 
of the heralds sent by Aganiemuon to Achilles. 
(Iliad, i. 3x0.) , 

I‘age 4 sa. 'llic Bishop was Lancelot AndrfWes. 
who aie«rMpt. 71, i 6 s 6 . 

/ 4. Ilic Plague ragyLthis year so hrrcely 
that Parliament wa.s aujoariied from laimlun to 
Oxford : 10,000 {(rrMHis died of it in laindon. * 
/q. lltf " fraternal pair" (lirothers iti 
were Prince C'lirkiian of Ifhinswick and Ctpnt 
Mansfeld. the two ablght supportersfuf the 
fclectur Palatine in tlif lliirt^Veam* War. 
I’hey both died in tfwft. See Dyfr^s^odern 
Eur^, ii. 5^0 'llie "heroes” are j 
number of rank and file w| 
campaigta. 

/aft.* The creatiAmp|^e sea. * 

/34. JberutHy SpMngl^ , 

/ 43. Ckbm^t goddess m flouKry ; identical 
with the Roman niDraJr AicinJit, the ha|r{ry 
ruler of the Phaeacii» in the isle of Schena. 
See the description* df his oldens ■ itf the 
Odyssey. * • * 

435, H^gy iy. Thoidha Young 
terwa/Vs returneiPto England, arMpbecame 

' iber^in i(>39| 


I Miarcntly 
xya died il 


afterwa/ 

vicar of Mowmark^ H^^icd; 
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NOTES, ro 435 - 44 - 


t-K* Ur'iiidi imiiriooii'<J t .1 moiiiil.iiii 111. 

1 <)' h}ii> Ii .n,,ti!Ul w<iH .iMvilIu r ll•llllt:. 

/fi />(«'/., iimhtT of llic Ncrrids, or ^ca 

/ itj ‘‘«li.irint"iSrawii by 
I rk)i('iii mils. iIm- iiivciilor ut 
k II- jiiiiiii;li .iiiil .i;:>qi (il(iiri;,^fii<l of (hr eivilo^u 
Iii(ih)miIi ’iinii,;- Iroiii il, Mas )»n.-v|jttriJ hv 

llif i>'iilili-'<-< r (fVrt'k) Miili .1 

* I1.11 lot M'lii-rcwuli 10 trjvi-l ovi rthr ti.iiili .iiiii 
(five men (he blr-.on^^ of .tlj^rii nltnre. 

/*•»!;<' 4/•. i /itm,!, :i jiiii'i'..im 's.ivimi, 

M.issiiil (nil i\t: liri-ii kii^^lhi-rc by .-x.iikinlei, 
u (..'iitihii.oi (I t.yii ,ii) I'lant, 

I *\, “'I lir Siw-rvtos. Tin’“ S'.tKvritr.'’ 

^ Aristiillr " .Aiillllwirs '»)n,” .vlrsu.nlrr the 
(Ire.il, ifrh'Ke inothf r, < ilvnipi.e-, w.is rep.itcd the 
•1-111141111 r i>l Jdpiici Ariiiiioii. 

t if*, 'i’lir tyjoTk.itf Ai hil'c-, 

I VO . h'niti, tint p.iit of Ibr ilia in wl0< h 
M.«s llelii-<:i, lAi- Miiic-. ioiiiitam. 

f 5 4 IViiclo^ic. “ 

417, 1 7 j. Hatties tictween t’ 5 'tcrtii.m 
Pii>(rs(.iiii l.e.i^nc .imt t^e liii|irri.tlists t«i'l<-r 
Tilly Sre S. hilirr's 'i'liiny Years' \\a% lii>lius 

Tta:isUtn>». |>- xoi. 

f 75. Jh^Hyo, the godde-s!! of i.-ir 

/ >>7. 1 Ki{i);s xix. 'J'here in a 4 ovets. allunion 
to I'harics I. ;utd his wife. »fi 

/ too. Aan xvi. There in an alliiNioii Ihtb 
I,' the Mlii|i|iiii);s iiiflic-tcd by the .Slar-cli.uiiber. 
/ loj M.i(t. viii. 34. 

/1V' 3 Rings xix. 35. 

//114. 115. aKmgssii. 6 l 

' /VijfreiB. The sth Klegy wan written jiint 
aoer he had taken hm H, A. degree. It aas 
. writteu in lairidoii. /eS 

. / » . The forkW lull." Helicon. 

‘jijfAfi- • the conntellaiiim j^fore iJic 

*■ 'in.igiiicd mlie the waggoner lirtvinK 
‘‘Cii.irlK^ Wain." ",Lesa fatigued," that i-^ 
he risre }ngh'.r in the x..y. 

^ stars appear le« niimerouc 

tecaune light increa-es. k!c givea as ikwuc 

■ reason, t^pt there is less danger of niimght 
aitarkit *- 

%» 

EaM at9, / 45. Ci*’,, 'Vwas both the moon 

and the huntrev.-gr,J[Uc«9. 

^5®- *'Thy ^^ithe^«l i»«te'^^fithonus. Aurora 
was renr^niedas hmvinp his side each morning 
to prodatm the coming tja» ^le catrieid away 
the youth Cep> ilus, tb'UUfjh admiration of hre 
beauty. 

/ 6>. *ra», i.*, Cybele, iHo was rq^aiented 
Witli a ex tin. I 


AatV'' 4 : f Wliili' Vroa'iff.Iiie w.is g.'ii)iei> 
III,; tl< Mi-i", I'lu'.ii r-.iiiir up iroiu the eirih and 
<.iiritd liff a».iy. lie is »i!lcd *'T-cnarian 
■111.," hci.iii-ca i.ivcriiin l,i.n.iruni (soiidi of 
i'cKipoiilu-ills) H.IS silpiio'^d to la l.illg 

f 84. Tttuyt, Mile of Uvcaini-r* mother of 
the rncr grel^. 

Pagr *( 40 , / <ii. Semelf^t R’ine Isrlovi-d by 
ZriH, lii,i-anie the objcf t of llir.i'-. ji.ilfusy. 
who iherttorc Hm’s. die loim at''••nirb-'s u.kl 
iiiirse. and m iminu-iidrd Ki-r to .f>k '/j'K\ i-' 
:i|i|H-.«r 1(1 h( r in ,ilt Ins s|il'-'id<iiir. J he ,;<i>l 
Uiiwillrioly did .o, .mil s!i..- u.i. m a nionif.-iit 
i(>risiinii- 1 l>y the light iiinii.- ^,p« 

/ya. *■ la;sl.*’ I-.v.i) eJiii.iii t.iibi rtn h.is rc.id 
.1 1 *. I h.iM- .dlrre-l it, lii-< .msc /,•/ mikes 11 < 
tin-iii'.in; : reftrt. ^iiis the iiii,;in.d unTu* 

i.iK-Ii. 

" Ni-i- lee -credn milil li'nsiit Mi-uirl.'ik (mIa. 

Ar'« (••iili'.. fiiii,|i;ii ■ .s\i> •iiiii. 

Ihlui tu, I'ImvIis, tiix isit'i* iiiiiik no r.* >kiii.'* 

He me iii«, of npirse, th u (lirre is no riaiicer 
«.f I'luetius setsin-j; 4ti<.* r.irlh on tiie, .is I'li.ieloii 
iliriTfi/r I'h-i-btis h.is tlirt ln.l^tcr) oMr his horses. 

/ 1/2.' St/ritiim, the wiM'il (;.■! 

/ imj. the goi! of s!n-jih(*‘ils. OtViii/Sf 

I'ynipiiv 1 he rom liisitm is tu>t v» 1 y e'lsy. "I he 
|> 'ct. ill lines I i', ■»*, r,i!l-^|Oii Jo\c (<> restore the 
golden .age, wliur tin re is prri>etu.d spring, and 
to retviin as of ..Id tii « n-th Hg.iin. If di.il is 
•itiyKissihlr, he goes (■ri. .it l<M-t let not tile yeai 
ha.stci) loo e,jickly. (five iis ii htc li> enjoy the 
dclighiK i>f ii.itiiu* liefnre Winter toinrs 

'lilts IS one of Milton's nio.l heaiil 'll! purm<, 
and h.id it Ix^n MTiiirn m I'.ngliVh woidil pro¬ 
bably have beui »e<.ousi‘-io none in isifiilaniy. 

44 m f 4 “ Darkness,” retirf'nie.nl. 

/ II. The g.imc of ** snaj'dnigon " 

/ i 7 . Hornee. tor Cilycera, sec fM i. 10, 
and fs*r Chhir, i. s.i. 

44>. f 4-7- That is, F.lcguic pmrtry R 
used bir all sorts of subjects. 

/ SS ** Ihit they," &c., t.f ejiic poets. 

/ 517. Homer. 

/ f*7. Linux, the son of .Apollo, personifica¬ 
tion tif a ilirge or l.imentallyj). 

AW. Tiresixu havin f become Wind in youth, 
Athena was eutvated to rrstiwr his sight, ijhr 
was unable to do so, and therefore gave him as 
roropeiisation the jioter of tinderstanding thr 
voice of birds, and also a si df by which he could 
walk without siumbimg. u 

/ dg. Calchns, the soothsjiver of the Hreeks 
fn the siege l^ Troy, “The bard cf Thiace" 
was Orpheus. -* ' 

/ 7a. The “ chief of sw Odys-sevStf 

or Ulysses, the hero of the Od>!fS^ wh>,jceth9 
stories re f ereed to ia the following lines are all 
taken. 

' The conduskm, of, connie, refers to his mag- 
di^cent “ Ode on the NauvttyS** with which ba 



»N<JTES TO 

. ‘ .* ' 

leJls II- hfif W tt .'iifc iiisj'ircd #■» he lay a§-ake 
im 1. hMitiH.iNinniniin;. li is iiiiptihU'.licd >ci. 

he •111'!'*. it WiiiiMf'ir Jhuil.iii s iiiiljjnK'iit. 

*'KcciU i>f aTIm m," 4 1 * ui^hc \ iTii.icul*r 
uii^Ui*. not III L.tiu^ like this. 

4*}/ All inlcrrslintf picic of auio- 
It iiiiisi lt.t\e oil tile 1st 

or and tif -d. % 

4 s . t.'>.'14/'•■/(*.^. Aphrodite (Vciiusk *^0 
l•.lil''d fi iin •^in.itlnis, ;^lowl%»ii 0 *»iUs, win 1C 
w.i^.i iniijiii t»' 1 «T. 

i \ Mis i-jcs were alrc.itlv wc.ik, evidently. 

Mis liiiiidiics* v..iiiii' «iii .tihiiii 10-4,^ • 

^ " Till* .^l;'s.lll hoy," Ij.iiiyiiiidr, the 

;; ill s < HIiIm .hit. • ^ 

• .’I ilil.'s naiii til n.tliT !'i"iii .1 fu'iii 

liiii, wiivii lie N M’lpl s I'.ll til lo'»‘ witl^linn 

.Hid ihi'W h.iii III, .iiid w.is Ill'll I s<.i 11 .i,;.iin 
1 ii|iliiic 111* 1 li.iscd !■> I’ii.thiis 'Vp'iilii. .iiid 

iili**ii on ih'* ttfiiil "f liiiii:; 1 iiiililit lAMAiiiriii,!• 
i.itii a l.nii) I, u 111 'ti ih< II'•'i'liuanl liri .nnc 




^ Aye 44'i. AVi/Zci, &i:.‘*,^ilh«‘ii()jl,* 

Af till* Siiciis, s.iid ho liiiii''d at N.i)>iis. 

< '/oi/t uiu, it ii.iiiic siiiiii'ilines t;i\cii In the (•irok 

t t.iKiiiics in Soath liiiiii Ch.ili is, iilu'iur 

the csiii'nisis I'.itne. • • 

" riic hisiise' Pansilipo," :il]iidiii|i ^ll•lhe 
nuininir of th^w,ivos at the hnii uf tlio Muniit 
Ilf ih.d n.inw ^ 

• c An’l//«'!, 0/ Xiffn/ttt, the tlatichllrr 

of laioil.ivin, Adulphiis uas (>nlv sii, yiai* 
I'M .it*llie lime of hei (.tllioilfel doaili. ^hr 
\i.is eh < led ijiioeii tlu'ii, .'ind assiiiiKd the 
uoioriiiiioiil in 1^4. Fur sin airoiiiil of Ini 
life .Hill oli.iracto* see I'^y^rs Mt^d 
ml ill p )<i Shealeil in i6s 4, mid s'loii 
.dior jotiird the Kiijnii C'ailnilir ( hiiri h. 'I ticic: 
IS •^i.iiio re.«*(iii fovihinkiiiK i^it the liiios hue 
ti.in l.iii-d wore W'rilien, not hy Milloii, hiil hy 
M.if veil. • 

417 llip Virc-f'li;iiiretli >r was Iir 
f* I111 i foslyn, Masti-rof Laius, aiiii Tnifc'^Hor 


■% 

was oife 


• ir. 
lOM 


,\|villf>‘s fii'i'iht' 
ollljf I it.' s III I 

l.iiiiiuis lor ih- .r * 

/ j-?. ** I.:ii<Mii. 

1. .Is li'i. ^I'lllT.d Ol 


AT 


■ifi w;<i. I'III 

ilili.ihilaiils 


«<l ill'* 
wt 10 


ill Ml ai< lii'iy. 



•* 

/ <’. ll<ii.ll<ill II *('ipli.ilos 

I'r n ■ Me li.nl hi:i 1^ 
,iri-soin'd mi:!i .1 j.inliii wliiili waineur lo • 
MISS Its iu.mV, .IiiiI 'iiii' thiv, when out huiiiiii;;. 


he killed her, not kitiviiiij^ 1i||[. 

^ A t > 'I ill 41 .ire ni.iiiy Icj^eii'l 


■Is coioerning 
the4cuint liiimer. Dnoii. hut .ill .'igrrr that^e 
v.is Jepri'c^.if si^lit, in consaijuciicc of iW 
viidoiKe uf .‘lis hue. ^ 

I 4'i.* Altidfi tkas Hercules: his friend, 
TcLinioii tne hiintnr^ • 

/ 46 *' Pliirhus* ♦rjient/* / e •ihipius, 

the^cidofhoalini;, whoc.'iine to K^nc disguised 
111 tht: fftni of a in.iko 

1 8 j. (J't/idn, Ainphistraiis, one of the Airo- 
riaiiis. He f'liiglit in the w.ir ngmiist 'Ihrhos, 

I ut wsi-s dcfcase*l. and whilst he was flcriiig 
I hr earth .swallowed him up hefore he UHild he 
overtaken. 

/’rtfi* MS, / rot. These lines neetn lo have 
liwn adtirii at a Uter date, after he gut over hU 
love utiark. 

i5f h/>igrtttn. The fii\t line allufW In 
the'legciui tli.-itV'etis-in dispteastire, ivii^held 
fire from mtii, hut nomethws stole it in a 
IimI'ow I idle. * 0 

aW F/igynm. Ta^nora l^mnt wa» th# 
Jenny J.ind of age. Milton heard her f'tr 
«he first|Aime%t a magnifioent concert at the 
t ardinailiarheriniV, which be dmenbea in one 
of his l^istlct. * A French wt^er, quoted by 


Jl 


^itiiio. Dicilifiafi. - 
.wju/M was ii V ciitaiir, * hcAi Hemih's shot 
jith a }Niisoned arrow, Mctxntrswwas aftir- 
w .mis indmcd to put onqi roU^hidi had hii n 
fhiqu-d ill Isrifciis' hhiinl, and lh«* ]>rii|ti.ii 
p<-ii« iialcd .ill his timlis. At Rie monieiit of nis 
di mleltl was taiiglii up lo llit- g'ids 
*' NeVr had liceioi," fit. Miad xxii. a/A 
/401.f 

" Nor ilw chiefnamely, SarfBrdon, 

\vi 4sa. (!’#!«,/5(lo) 

Afit^aon, aurgcun of Cirrf'k< in the 
'rioin|rwar||Kiiiuf Aiiiciilapiiix.* He was killrd 
by Kiiry|?yiti»4 f • 

C htfCH, the w isesi of the fmiaiirs, instnii'ie'I 
in medic me Hy Afiollo. 'While ricliiini; iMih 
the other 1 riitauiy. Hcri'uiev a(.iidciii.illy"iit 
him with a Mtsntiri] arrow. 

Ai\Uftaafi, A* sculapiijs. ITewaaMain hw 
Znis with a fl.ish cd lightning, lest men‘>hou)a 
csca|ir death ahogctJhrr through hisiikift . 

Cirrhit, Delphi. yl*tit here |iueiita)iy vir 
t'amhridge. a 

SO renow^lil for hh iiistirc and*' 
piety that he ealJrd ufKin lo fielile lij^pntcs. « 
not only among men, but among thcytitcbyj^d * 
after hi 4 dcath wasai>|Kii|iied judge oi^licjtcad. 

7 "Ar Huhofi Aly was Nuholaa KItoii, 

who died a few dayK ^tcr llish^ /Vfl4rcwcs. 

eniiil 

en^y. j 

* nhii^rkut^as an early rireeN^iet^ He w.ia 
a suitor to the (k|)/j 
fir^t consented, 
daughter. _ In liia 


Page 448., tr/ cd. Naw, ff^idg 
tilled Ibu he furieualy huihcK 


ckM 


his poem 
unkn^^ 


» an eariy«creeirpcievr rie wan 
glipWr of l.ycamlica, wlitfat 
tW^Crcftpwd, to give hi* 
la mge^lkrchilorhiie wrute a 


Wanorildbo ha**«^l 4 eonora kii 7 g. i:o»ro. I r*™’ not*onl^Acq«ng liifiic.f prrjuo', b‘*« 

panted Kji her whei^T^na, on the liHe, wy* i “jnpotwitng the family »o frrori»Mi»ly. th:.i 
. r . . • .>71 ..I... .k. -• —1 lied at a puh|n-J«HvaI 


that it tn^^hm^nlo such rapMires tluU fie 
•• ri^ot h« flbrtaljty." ^ 

Pentheus, King m Thebee, «aa driven mad 
by Dionysus, fur reaiitting the intrdMuctiont^ 
ms worship ui|p the kingdom, , 


when the verses wtn^ei i 
the daughters oT^^unbeegliung themscivea 
through sliame. * ^ 

P^ltf 440.^94. Jbnas had the hrq^if lffe(fn«% 
jfSin 


in the Milt re ofSIicr stiicida w^C^liad the 
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'NOTES Tb 


terrible power of fflcjitng all who looked upon 
It into btone. .v '• 

• Page 449, / as. “ Hiirl^il,** i.r. by Zeus. 

/'• Thy.owii son," Phaeton. 

I .}. Hwmmt, now Dalkan. 

/J4-5. 'rtie (Jeruunian hills*were said to 
h tve been Uhed loi ini»Mles in *lie war of the 
'J'fAiiis. ti ' 

I “ 'I'hc prime miivcr,** I'rimum ciohile, 
the external spnere, which, acctiiiling to tlic 
Ptolemaic system, iwt all the others in motion. 

/ 46. Saiuru, god of th'. seasons, which, 
says the isict, keep on 0eir nnind us of old. 

** 'rheoiirning casque oLfiars," the abode of 
the lightning. ^ 

1 40. Ph<rf>MS, the siin, which needs not, 
throuKh wc.ikiicvs, to draw nearer to Uie earth, 
!»• onlcr to gU'e it warmth. 

• i \S- *' The si.ir,'* Venus, sometime.s a 

niuniiiig, sometimes an evening star. ^ 

/ 58. CjrmtAiai thd’ moon. * '' 

/ 60. 'I'Le nnxm is snpimsed to hold out h r 
arms to catch lirstTbeams of the sun. 

/ fiS. /V/<>rMr, N.E. promontory of Sicily. 

I <H). The shell blown by the 'rrivtnis wa.s 
RiipiKised to hase the cITept of soothing the 
restless waves of the ocean. 

/<i4V4S( / j4 l^aciiith sras the favourite 
of Afiollu; AuunLs of C'ytlierea (yeiuis). The 
poet, of vourse, m|ans mat the nuwcrwlieariiig 
tnc.se names at^ .still as sweet and hcaiH*fiil .is 
ever. The aiicinone war said *0 luve sprung 
from the hlood of Aiionis. 

'80. a S. Peter iii. 7. ' 

y 3. Oh tk* PiatoHic / fea. MHemmtjHf, 
tnotheruf the Miisea 

/ 7. _ Alludes ti> the Pitatonic doctrine that 
there if in the divine regions an arx'hetvpe of 
Ilk n, an original perfect lyodelof what man was 
kitended to tie. ^ 

. / 13. ** The goddesa^ hsi,* Pallas. 

I sf. the river of forgrtriiliiess. Sice 

V\-" ^n. vi. 7tj. (Drydcn, / vss.) 

/ Ai, Tircsias. 

/ «. ■•dertpes. *• The prophet-choir," the 
Sooliuayvvpw 

/ 34. S;m^oniathon There are ohly frag* 
nirnm of .tncient history said to have been 
vlmtcn by Hut modem examination fats 
led ic tlic opinion that they areVorgeries. 

, / <7. Hermes Triss^p'j|i», the autheir of 

works much valueJJf^^he Neo-Platonists of 
Alexandria. , ^ » • 

45<i ^40. Platn.* Anufrmnis was the 
gruve, near Aiherfs. in whik^ Plato taught. 

/i. 7 > Am *‘*JPieria’a stream,'* 

sacred to the Min^. 

Pi 9 .*' Ci't% the nuiM of h^ory/8 ^ 

' {,'*W 4^ ^ 491' Al^ding^ the belief hi the 


/*/■ 449-456- 


i "mill>ic of the Inheres." fly O^kiuckus (i.r. 

< the serpent', Orton, and At/n*, are meant ^ 
I Lonsteliatioos of* that name. *- 
i 453. / 50. Zv<rwr, Ilacchus. Fro*) a 

word signifying '* to louseiw" 

/5s. It was (>rpheus w ho sang these things. 
See AimIL Khud. 1. 377 (Fawkes' Trunslatioo, 
/ 630). § 

I 70. Mf^ton's father wrs a good musical 
composer, and hafi writ'en some | Cccs of great 
iiitric.icy. 

Page 443, t 83. His father had es'idently 
tnc.l to*pc^siia<le him that literature was a 
thankless profession, but, on finding that h«. 
was bent 011 it, did not vhicct funher. 

/ 91. " Deep retreats,’* noiuciy Horton. 

t • <a. *' Offer* me," offer* to kiss me. 

/120 Alluding again to A|h>IIo and Phaetuu. 
Page^'i. Hardly anythin" is known of 
'’Salsiflus. He ap|>ears 10 have l>ceii a po<;t of 
much promise, but to base died e.irly. (See 
M.1S.S011, p 754 ) '■ 1 ' , 

745 The fairest nympK^hat uttendvil on Juno, 
/y. *' Verse divine," Italian poetry. 

/ii. punts, the cast wind, 

' /13. Ausonia, Italy. * 

Pnge 455, I 38. PvoK'fer is said to liave 
hiiili a town tinkhr the Avent'uie hill, an<| lu 
. h.ive taught his ncightioijn men; ness ami liut- 
! It was here that Salsilius w^s now linng. 

I ^The veneraViie Manso, the gctiennus patron 
I ^f the stricken Tasso and of Manni, was now 
■ ill his ySth year, Iiavingbeen born ig i^t. His 
whole character, seems to have been a most 
beautiful one. See Maswon, pp. 756-761. He 
died at the a^ e of 84. 

/ 3. That IS, since Virgil celebrated GaITtis 
and Maecena^ there ha.s been no patron w ho s.j 
deserved praise. 

i 10. Tasso (1444-1590. Marini (isAj- 
i 6 j 0 . He wrote the long jHiem Atiimr, wbiih 
Is referred tu m the next line. 

Page 456, / 19. Manso had built monuments 
to them, and had also written the Life of Tas*o. 
/31. Herodotus to whom a Life uf llvmer, 

, still extant, has been ascribetl.. 
i f THjrna is a dxiet ' in the opening 

! Kclogue of Virgil) and therefirre often put for 
j any writer of song. I'be allusion here is lu 
, 'Chaucer. t 

i / 5a Herodotus describes the Hyperhomns. 

who liv .d beyond the north wind, as (.kiming to 
; make their offerings at Delos: and Miitus 
identifies these /ith the British Drtiidr L oxo 
‘ was the maiden who ofTeriags, and 

j Miltoa'‘inakes her the daiif^'W of t^orineua, • 
giant who. tPoordiug to Gewfry fnrotonnioudk, 
lived in Comwail. The tilhcr maidens tiene 
mentioned accompanied Loxo. 

V 63. ApoHo, banislied from heaven file 
J siafing die Cyclops, the herjs of Admeuig 




t 


jy<977:s TO jf>. 457 -^ 4^n 

_-JA— 



that 


kiiiic of Theifcly, for a ycar.aii«l, tiurinc 
tiniCi the god U'*cd*o repair ro the cavAn of 
C'hiron, the »ise and good Centaur, for rcLuca- 
tiun. • % t 

%ij;f 4y, iOj a river of Eliv 

/ 7^. ihia^ vl pile uf mouni^iis koutli 


ani 


/&>. 
l!r' 


7^. ui/if. a tfiic ui mouniaiiis auuiii nf 
l-hc-saly 

Mata's loH, Hermes. 

<)4. 'I'hA K'lunil 'I'ft poet here 

... .f III llic hdloAing }Nicin iiitniMiCN a 
(.heiidii-d iiitriitum of writing a |H>cm on King 
Aitliiir How he his (iiir|M>sewi« know, 

^*.il he left thin work to not tinwoifiiy h.tiid.s. 

t'agf 4sS. Hewlati died in Aug. or Sent 
whilst Milton w.rg in Italy. The l.iilcr, 
whilst III igiiiir.nn'e of his lossfwrotc the Squirt 
at p 4''ifi. He heard of it on hia way home. 

/ I //itarm was in Sicily. 'Jlieui^liis an I. 
Mosi'hiis, Si> niaii poeis, sang, one the f.iie 
Jjaphiiis and idyl.is, the wtlivr Uiat of Ihon 
yt» ‘J'fiyrsfs. Mi)|on.liP 
/17. *'rnless. 

the siificr.tttion of 


RnAired nf his wife tug Am *Sce«lcnnyiiuti'a 
Cuming of Arthur." * 

Tagr 4(0, i gaS. T'*;, the Ouse. It is p*o. 
bably the Yurk.shirc#iver w li^h the poet t^eaiis 

Tage 463, / 9413. The Alnf^ by Aliiwicl# 
ys50. the HiinilsT. 

/asd. He tMaiiK that, whilst he was abro^. 
%e used to pl^se hinisfl§hy ihiiiking huw^n* 
wuiih^pecite these hrruic verses to his Uend 
on ihcir leiinion. Ihit the eAct meuning uf 
the original is not very clear 

“ HNS.- tiU •niSaliaiii l«|tM suh curtloe lanri: 
llwc, •! plum sliu^.^ 

Hoes it nut wajm, '*in my l.'iurchernwned 
head”?—he havin^glreeii adin^tcd as a poet. 

/ajS, Maiiso li.s<l given these (uo cii|js alter 
the'reception of MiRon's I'oeiu to him. ^ 

7 'arf 464. Dr. John Rouse, I.ifiRirian of the 


bvfh 
the ai 


ancc.^fte.: afhi^nc 
ancients that, if any uii’' 
w.is »c*'ii ^ :i uu!f hcfiiie ih. w-ilf was seen by 
him, he lo'^i the use of his voice. 

*" • - ^ales, Roman god of flocks 


et li^lci.in, 1600-4. 

II- < •Xa. "Twcif'tlA" He Abli|hed lii.s 
(.45, half English, half Lauiii w^h 

n« to • # 

f oil" 45 - Milton himself. 

:ii bv 1 /10. JiaMHuiM, li.vlian. • 


fnirnis in 
kC)Mrulc 


Mn^sus, » prophet dii 


No doubt ike poet inra' 


iram 


/'ag^ 4S‘i. f 4 J- 
atijj shei p. ^ 

/4>/<'e 1 105. 

the RTav. 

some friend here. And so in lines 193-6, h^ 
Unubtleos rnc.'iiis s«iie hidies uf ins nitjuaiiil- 
aiicc : theP hist, Chinn.., iiiu|t h.is’c lived in 
Essex: lor '‘the I i^piaman current ” was the 
river Chclmcr. a 

J ^4cA Pret^us, the nrophetic «Wd man of llie 
ica, kept the fliH ks uf Keptnne. 

Attv 46f, 1 1P9 See p 46'> Ihsti's tribute, 
being in prosc, does not ap{M:.tf in thU vidunie. 

Pagi" sfii, ’ soj. Horton, Milton's rcsideme, 
was near the Colne. 

/ 9o 6. Deodati lived for a wtflle at Si Albans, 
the anaent capital of t..assibcl.tn. 

/ 90 >). " .‘simolcs," herliA. 

/ 994. “ Ye^mvm, farewell," TIua is, I 

am quitting pasumsl for hcr*.^ (loctry, 

' / 997. Dardan, Trojan. Mulufia^ Ricl^ 
borough, in Kent. § * 

■ / 231. 'I'h^ tu^ Imuhcrs invaded Gaul and 
Italy, aiM Brennus conquered Rome. * 

/ 939. Art'i’nfguM, son of C^nolielin, Shak- 

iires.** The 41 iinder 
is Ogos^rl^gain see note on p. qy . 
if» tnmriginal, does not cnl the Britons 
sires. Artrt/^a, Vitivamy. (iorlois, king 
. W Cornwall; L't&trJ^endragan batame cBi- 


.Milion himself. 

JiaiinitSH, 11 . 11190 . 

t Ft urn I.undoii to Gaforil, near which 
tim '1 names and Isk join. 

Pogf 46.1^ 1 60. Inn, him Ilf < 'rehip, dangliier 
of Kierthciis^ktiig of Altu .1* loii uas reared at 
the Tuiple of Delphi, aiid^i lieiiig ^own up 
mas i)pde t|eainiiet tlicrcof. # 

Pagrs 466-^14 ifASnMM'/. ‘‘ 1 'hc Rhine ” 
Tins IS a mistake of the tranHlaiur. 't he river 
s|M<ken uf itr the Reno, which IIuv'n 4 
ISoltigna. Nothing Ih known conccining th 
ia«ly, or ladiA, who inspired the tender (rciiiig, 
dev Tilled in thche SonnetH. • g 

Milton found, not long after this, tl»a nf the 
time when he wroiefiis Sonnet to Deudali,^i4 
friend was dead. S^note on p 458,/t. •. 

^’agr 477. On 
on p 179, 


cut Ihniriie, see mile' 


u-CniiJ” 


/ 13. "Inherent, 
erefure, in the thnse of the 


*>• i 

," sthkiA^iri 
the ^tiiK-uid 
from which it is drrivwl T ^ 

/ IS. " Sanioiis hlo^l," the ||AiberSus Wood 
hi'-h runs from a woiiikI. 

givfliie anC\^i^< 



'I'herc is pniliabiy lA need to givf 
tu^he enigtiuui. 

Tggf 47^' . fytgfM fPs O ld U'itmaH, Th** p 4 r- 
tiire was cxhibileqjCdPiPuiig tune in Wesimiii* 
ster Hall. 

Pagf4%^, I *» • ‘Vfeaven-^fn,* Iieing ihe 
non of Venus ana 4 mrhiscs. * 

/37. Pallas, kin/| gf Arcaif 
of kvander. 'J'ke )q|frr, ) 

Carmeniis 38s), migratod 
vearsdiefortPIhe ‘Iboian war. 


'ca(^ great'grandsir* 
r, Wn Ilf 


to 


the nynqh 
Italy sg«y 


I Italj^ 




NOi/CS tt^ pp. 482 — 511 .. 


Iiiii {KthiM,'' 

ofr;!''*! i^lilMliuii. ^ pf 

4^>3, /i/>. Ahutest Hercules, grandsuii 
of Ai(..eiis, 

/ ] J3. AtriJa, AKauictniKvi and Meticlaiis. 

484, / 154. /fauHi'n, part of Apulia ; ^o 
ciilctl fruiii liaiinUHi the aucc^or of I'urnus, 
tinv ri\ il (if /1'Incas Ifir the Iv'iut <ff Latiiiiaf 
()atii;lit«.T of the LatWi king, Lattiius. 

/^63. HrX>.)ne and I'riam were tffc only 
ihildrcii of InUiinedon who Mirvived the cap 
(lire <if Tniy. Hcniane inarrjpd TcUinon, kui^ 

of S.ll.lRItS, 

48rt, / »i)7. " Hy jaw**.' because 

tlc»t.iilc>, by Mi^eozing his .nruat, had put the 
llanivs out. 

/’.»;'#• 4R8, / v/>- " Jupiter's shicM. In 

t'^c utidille of It was the (•oigoti head, <uid it 
Wa bordered with gulden taskcis. 

/’rtifi* 4'j^. / I- . **'*’111111 rbmnic,” He ' 

'Jnnu, on,the Kuaine Sea, whither he w. • 
haiiishfMt by Au"sistus. 

/ '48. was the inventor of the 

liia/fii hull in Woich I'hal.iris, tyrant of Agri- 
grntiiiii. burnt his vii.tiiiis alive. 1’ ."i”us i> 
Slid to have been the itnil (o peinJi by his ut.n 
iiivciitiou. 

4<^. ".Kthn Owen, I.arm |Niet and 
cpigraiiioiatiRt. ibaz." ( Hole's HipKr.i|ilii- 

<'.il Ihiitoiiary * Nothing g<K«d, andHiianily 
iiiler.tbic, ill n |N<etiial sense, had hpiiearcd iii 
r.aiin vene aiiiung ourse1ve.s ltd this |ienod. 
Owen's l'.pigr.un4 (Auilocni Kv'framniatah a 
w^H-Wniiwn collci'iiun, were published in ifioy. 
Unequal enough, they are sometimes neat, and 
inure uf'en witty; but they scarcely aspire to 
Hie name uf poetry. “ ^Hallam's Literary History, 
III. -,77; 


. oi ih.)t the struggle was begun, he hastened 
•ck as he was; and feu fightii;^ The 


other returned tp Siiarta, where ^e was imai 
' a-. a\uw,ird ; and tnoiich nc afterwaids feU 
; the thickeot uf the figlit at I'iaiiea, cove. 
I v^tli wounds, |}c was not buri^ with the sa 

4 honours a.s the rest 

ftiliad.ts was ail Alexandrian epiyrummai 
' in the fifth cciuttry. 

r 4jrt Calliniathtu, AleSiMidrian w 

' lived ill aie third century iii.., f.iioured 
I Ptolemy l'i|j|adcli^ius. Ver^ fuwui lua writi^ 
I arc extant. ” ^ 

Pai^t Soa. Cylherra, Venus, .‘sbr i.s \-iid 
h.iieris^i out c,f the fu.ini uf the mm. 

NiolK-, b)e|tlurilyiiig herself <u<'i her iium 
mis ofispriiig, provoked Ainilhi and Iliaiia, 1 
, ul'iidren uf Lutuna, to kill iliciii «ll. 

504. Mr-ttmiAr fl jr. u c. 34a. 

SO’i- The .si<)r>' of Ileiincs ste.il, 
Apullo's usen wiihiti a few hours of lii» bi 
, c i.s told Horace. 

>1 StHfivs was ihe.civor of Tri 

licsldc which I’.il asj-igiicd the (inn* 

. l»c»sN,’ to Venus in uKlcrcnce to lun« » 

I Minciva. ^ . 

i , 507. F.pit'harmus., the i'.n 

, comic writer, h <'. 4I0. _ 

7 Ac /Ai'Arw Air«/, Pimhir. ' 

For thenriginalor the '* I'.pigram of lloinr 
see HcnKiuius, X Ita lioineii. ,^.slord I'ori 
t^ssios. ^ 

* /VrjE'C 508 ‘Hie names Synrrif^, . 7 mara^ 
i atyrrAfi/rr, fcignifv, " >inashcr.<,‘r.tsfiiT, Dasiie 
'they were lublier-ficiids,*'who brokdsall 1 
* pots in the kic«.h|in _ * ^ 

j J'/nlemoM, an Athenian'comic poet k.i . 3 

I l*«£* 5/0^ of Cyiacusc, a iumRo 

. poet. "i* 

• ft 

I Pit^ Sio- “ //Irrif anJ Htanjt Frtmtf 

, r«ay, t. «>. (Andersorfs Poets viii .^4-) 
Attafrand Fluttu” Book i. 6 (Anderson 34; 

I 1 he two first lines only of *' 7 

' ButUrJly and Snaii ” (1. 24) 

! " All Q|St»vi*. tnsnlftwt In filiow, 

i Kvuiuid n« itt tlMlr relgar nM*." 


THE EKDb 











